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H IS sleepless ear to the central ear-piece of the World-Telephone whose ramifications converge in Poi^ch’s Cabinet, the 
Great Teacher sat and listened. He heard the slow, stertorous breathing of 1877, the year of bloou, as he fought his 
way painfully to his last gasp. He listened for Christmas and New Yearis Bells. In vain. He heard only the roll of cais- 
sons, the boom of guns, the shrieks of wounded and the groans of dying men, the roaring and crackling of burning villages, 
and — ^worse than all— the low wailing of houseless women and starving babes. 

With a heavy sigh he shut off his telephone-tube. ** I will hear no more,*' he said. 

** But you must," said Toby. Not through that pipe of ill-omen, but by word of mouth. They are all here. They 
will see and speak with you." 

•'They? Who?" 

•' The Czars and Kaisers, the Kings and Cardinals — the pivots of the world's working.” 

“ Tell them at least to wait for the meeting of Parhament.” 

They say they want Wisdom, not Words." 

"Let them, at all events, await the revelation of Ministerial intentions." 

"They want advice how to act, not contradictory reasons for not acting." 

And before Punch could bar the entrance of the Adytum, the consulters of the Oracle were before him — the Crowned 
Heads of Europe, the Bed-hatted Heads of the Church — suppliant, submissive — ^waiting to be told what to do, and how to do it. 

" We will follow our Protestant order of precedence, if you please," said the Oracle. " Crowns before Tiara. You 
Temporal Sovereigns are here to consult Me on the important point in Europe’s Christmas dinner — ^How to Cabve the 
Tukkey." 

The Crowned Heads meekly bowed assent. 

"And you. Bed-hatted Heads of the Church, would be glad of a lead in your choice of a successor to my excellent, 
though infaHible, old friend, Pxo Nono ? " 

The Bed Hats inclined, for once unanimous. 

"How do you elect to speak?" 

" By our totems ! " exclaimed the Crowned Heads ; " the beasts and birds who represent us in our coats of arms." 
“ And admirably they represent you, I must say,” rejoined the Oracle, courteously. " As for the carving of the 
Turkey— you will pardon me for reminding you that the bird is not dead yet, and I fancy my friend Albxandee will find 
him harder killing than he bargained for. Perhaps it would be wiser to postpone the consideration of how the trouble- 
some fowl is to be dismembered, till you are quite certain he is dished. When that little detail is settled, though the British 
Lion is no way disposed to lift a paw in the savage old creature's defence, he will certainly expect to have a voice in his 

cutting up ; — and if the Egyptian liver-wing should be going a-begging " 

" It is not so much about the Lion's share, as the Bear's, that I am anxious," interposed a mild and mellifluous ursine 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[January 5, 1878. 


IV 


voice. ** And though I should be the last to press my own claim to so much as a drumstick, still, after all the hard fighting 
I have had, I must naturally expect my little pickings, disinterested as I am known to be, and purely Christian as my 
motives must be admitted to be — ^for a Bear.” 

** Nothing can be more reasonable,** rejoined the Oracle; ‘^and, provided the Bear does nothing to block the Lion’s 
road to India, I really don’t see why your respective interests or appetites need clash.” 

** Of course we don’t want a slice ! ” shrieked two large Black Eagles, one single, the other double-headed. “ But iu the 
meantime,” continued the one with two heads, if you would only tell me how to keep my two heads from quarrelling——” 

** And how about our share ? ’* struck in the Servian Buzzard, th® Greek Kite, and the Si>irited little Montenegrin 
Sparrow-Hawk. 

Keally, my feathered friends, I am afraid that whatever trouble you may have had with the living Turkey, the 
carving of the dead bird is likely to cost you as much difliculty. I must, for the present, docliue the task of assigning 
your respective portions. My one counsel to you is not to cross the Lion’s path, or to leave him out of auy arrangement you 
may make ; or you may find that his claws are sheathed not snipped, and his teeth none the loss sharp that he is in no way 
forward to show them — ^for all the kind friends who are so ready to roar for him, and so prompt to poke him up.” 

“ This is scarcely the counsel we came for,” growled the Bear. 

It is the best I can give you,” curtly replied the Oracle. And now for you, most reverend Red Hats ! If you can find 
one among you able to read the signs of the times, and less disposed to rely on Papal infallibility than secular sense, concen- 
trate your votes on him, and leave the Church and the World to find a 7nodiis vloendl, instead of a modus internccaudi, as 
at present.’* 

“ Is that all the guidance you have to give us ? ” sighed the Bed Hats. 

** That — and this, which contains the same advice distilled into Wit, and crystallised into Wisdom — And the 
Teacher, with a graceful turn of his wrist, lightly pitched 




on the pile of shaky Crowns, a-top of which the tottering Tiara strove to maintain a hopeless balance. ** Take it among 
you ! ” he cried. ** Bead, mark, learn, and inwardly digest it, for the better ruling of Kingdoms and Churches at home 
and abroad, in the present and in the future I ” 

Orushingly fell that weight of whdom on the untrustworthy substratum of Crowns— for even those made of iron, and 
cemented with blood, were honeycombed. Not one but collapsed ; some with an ehisiicity that gave hopes of rcstoratiou to 
better form hereafter ; others feebly, flatly, beyond all power of tinkering, all arts of boating out or boating iuj 
Past praying for, most of them ! ” sighed the Teacher. For tlio rest, let us pray ! ” 




REGULATIONS EOR WIMBLEDON, 1877. 

War Office. Intelligence Department. 

July^ 1877. 85, Tleet Street. 

Field -Maeshal Puhch cannot permit the Annual Encamp- 
ment of the Fational Hifle Association to he held withont calling the I 
attention of theYolnnteers of Great* Britain in general, and London 
in, particnlar, to the present troubled state of the Continent. It is 
most important that every English Soldier should appear to the 
greatest advantage, when the eyes of united, or rather disunited, 
Europe are upon him. Under these circumstances Yolunteers are, 
expected to 9 hey the subjoined General Order. 

Tents , — Riflemen will not attempt to convert their tents into, 
gorgeously furnished^ drawing-rooms. Showy carpets, theatrical; 
furniture, and gaudily-framed mirrors, will not be permitted, 
Yolunteers should remember that the fortnight at Wimbledon ought 
to be turned to account in accustoming them to roughing it under 
canvas. 

Um/orm.— Every Yolunteer should appear in uniform. Nothing is 
more unsoldierlike than a mixtu!re of mufii and regimentals. Last 
vear, and on many previous* occasions, the costumes of some of the 
Yolunteers at Wimbledon would have been inappropriate to any 


THE GRAMPUSES OF GOOLE. 

The sharks of the South Coast are preparing for their summer 
pey—the seaside visitor. Their ferocity and voracity are familiar 
facts in the Londoner’s natural history. But, we had no idea the 
Yorkshire coast had its terrors of the sea not less alarming to the 
visitor in the porpoises and grampuses of Goole 

“ These beasts, ''' says the Fishing Gazette^ are as savage as sharts. On 
one occasion some pleasure-boats were out on the river near Goole, when 
some of these fish boldly charged the boat?, and the fishermen who had 
command of them, considering they were in absolute danger, immediately 
returned to the shore, the people in the boats being terribly frightened.” 

Terror, like indignation, sometimes makes verses. Here is a 
sample from one of the boats which turned sail from repeated 
charges—not of the lodging-house south-coast shark, hut the till 
now unformidahly conwder^d porpoises and grampuses of Goole 


day other than the Fifth of November. 
Diet , — For the sake of their own heal 


Diet , — For the sake of their own health as well as fortheic proper 
training, Yolunteer diet should he, simple. Expensive messes and , 
continuous ** p6gs ” are guite out of place. The Camp at Wimbledon 
must hot be turned into a pio-nic, if it expects to he received with j 
military honours. 

Discipline. — Yolunteers should behave as becomes soldiers. 
Nothing looks more absurd than a disorderlv civilian in a uniform , 
that implies obedience to orders. Men should respect their officers, s 
and officers should respect themselves. 

In conclusion, Fielp-Maeshai. Ptjhch would regueet the puhRc- ^ 
spirited majority of the Yoltmtefers to put the snobbish mino- ; 
rity. The force has done good service, and is likely to do more, . It ; 
ni^bfteii bi^n shbiebted to unmerited contempt by the antics of a 
ijew bdd barguifiiis. The hard-working efficients have the matter in 
their OTO hands, and can easily suppress the lazy and noisy im- 
postors -who claim. to b8 their comrades. If they insist upon good i 
dis'Cipline, Yolunteers in sport will have to become Sbldfers in 
earnest. 

By Order, ' (Signed) Tobt, 

' ' ' Adjutant- General, 


See a grampus. 

Going to swamp us ! 
From yon porpoise 
Save my corpus ! 

We read at school 
Of Arabian Ghoule, 
Nor think it odd he 's 
Fond of bodies. 


But that Goole porpoises 
Should eat corpuses. 

Is a fact so appallin’. 

J our tacks pray haul in, 
ud ashore, my man, 

As fast as you can 1 
Or we ’ll all he rations 
For hungry Cetaceans.*’ 


Keeping* it Bark. 

“.The Association of the Soly Cross,” has held a meeting with 
closed doors, and all present sworn to secresy, to consider The Driest 
in Absolution, Such secresy may be un-EngliSh, yet not unwise. 
One is reminded o| the Immortal WillxAjm: on another father, 
not Father Bagshaw,--“ Let the door he shut upon him. that he 
play the fool nowhere hut in his own hous^,” — trhibn is emphaticallt, 
in this case, not the Protestant House of Prayer. 

* AwtoX Bussians ! 

WHAjare we,to11ijbQ% of^ t^^^ contrast hetiyeen Russian activity 
and English supWness, wteh we read in the G2M of Jdly ^ 

Our Cf<mstaidt OorteSpiandent thforms Us that fihe Ruasihu iroAclad, Feter 
the Greaty is now ready to proceed to and is only awaiting the arrival of 
herguns^” - 

As FTathltk shy^-, The readiness is all.” 


TOL, Lxxm. 
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mglits auestions I To skim tke lon<r list is to * * survey mankind from China to Peru.” From this “ wonderful hottle ** we draw what every 
one will be glad to know, that the Bussian Bear’s sore head is better, andiCoiONEL Welleslet once more & persona grata (constrm, not 
a gratefalj but an agreeable^ person) at head-quarters. 

anybody want to, know anything about the Clerkship of Burrow Petty Sessions, or the Drainage of Ash, or the Abominations of 
ItaJian Chud-cnmping, or the alarming number of Yacancies among the Yets.— fifteen berths ofFered and no takers I— or the Fate of the 
late Moufettish of Egypt, or the Indian Salt Duties, or Plumstead Common, or the Fiji Islands, or that gallant body 'across 
countoy, me Hmpshire Mounted Bides, and their plucky old Colonel, most evergreen of Bowses, whom the ^War Omoe has 
munted at sixty-seven, though he is as good across country as ever,— or the grievances of Army Surgeons ? Let him refer to Monday’s I 
Report. As well toy to summarise a chapter of MangnalVs Questions, 

The awsatisfaction of the Army Surgeons is a serious matter, for it threatens the efldeienoy of a most important “ Arm ” of the 
bervioe— tne^arm that physics our Soldiers in peace, and amputates or bandages them in war. Me. Haedt is impatient of these 
grievances, wmch find a voice in Pxateaie andLxrsH. Lush is scarce the help to fall back on, but Playeaie in the House may assist the 
buTg^iis 01 the Service to fair play out of it. Me. Haeuy declares they have had more than fair play. The Surgeons don’t think so, 
and this is shown by ^ small number of competitors for Commissions. If Army Surgeons have had all the honours and advantages 
heaped on them wmoh Me. H ae u y insists on, it is surely odd that Army-Surgeoncies should go a-begging. Men don’t usually 
gp their noses at bread so nobly bT^red-^espeeially in one of the most crowded and fiercely competitive of callings. The Medical 
Departee^ ^otoes the Army never a better Medical Stafi than now* It wouldn’t be pleasant to have that Staff give way 
under the British Soldier in a moment of emergency. 
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AFTER BURNS. 

“ 0 wad some power the giftie gie us 
To see oursels as others see us ! 

Alice, “ If I wbeb to put on Auntib's Spectacles, I wondee if I should 
SEE HEE Faults as Big as she sees mine 

Wlien four votes had been got through in Army Supply— je27, 013 for 
expenses of Military Law (even drum-heads, “ cats,’^ and court-martials come 
expensive) ; d6534,000,for MUitia pay and allowances (Me. Hattee called atten- 
tion to some rather startling facts, as that only 100,611 men were present at 
the last inspection, out of a paper-force of 134,500 ; though, to he sure, if short 
of men, we have lots of officers, quality perhaps not quite up to quantity, seeing 
that only 658 out of 2,552 have obtained certincates of pronciency, being 25 per 
cent, of the force, whereas of the Yolunteer officers 75 per cent, are certincated); 
£74,400 for Yeomanry-Cavalry (the country gentlemen’s rather costly play- 
thing, which seems to want overhauling) ; and £468,700 for Yolunteer pay and 
allowances, the Parliamentary machine was brought to a stand-still, at half- 
past twelve, at the fifth vote of £132,000 for Reserve pay and allowances, on 
Me. O’Connoe Power’s Motion to Report Progress. From that hour till ten 
minutes after seven on Tuesday morning, a majority of between 188 and 62, and 
a minority of between 8 and 6, had a lively mill of seventeen rounds, on 
alternate Motions to Report Progress, and that the Chairman do leave the 
Chai^ tiU, when the minority still came up smiling for the eighteenth round. 
Sir Cbcahles Dilke got the House Counted Out, after daylight had replaced 
^e^s for three hours. Aurora'--not Nox—pugnam diremiU 

Punch has been exact in recording the incidents of the battle, for it may 
be an epoch in Parlfementey History— may end either in the devising of 
some means for overriding an obstinacy that surely deserves (see Punches 
Cartoon) to be called “Pi^eadedness,” or— which will be quite as useful— in 
putting an end to Ihe practice of voting away Jom Buli^s money in lumps 
during the small hours. Tn the face of this objectionable practice, it must be 
owned that there was more justification than a wise Q-overnment would have 
given, even for the interposition of the Powers— O’C. and R.- though Punch 
cannot honestly wish the House more Powers to her elbow. At least they and 
their Milesian coadjutors may be proud of having raised Obstruction to the 
dignity of a 'fine*art. 'W^e speak of the Mechanical and Chemical Powers. 
This homon 3 rmous pair deserve to be raised to a place of their own, in Parlia- 


mentary dynamics, as ** the Obstructive Powers.” 
Parnell was to the fore, but could scarce be said to 
shine. In fact, the new Gemini of Obstruction — ^Powers 
of the first magnitude— took the shine out of him. And 
the Bigoae of those twin stars of Meath and Cavan was 
absent — absent on such a night ! One thinks of 
HENEi-duTATEE’s letter 

“ Pends-toijbrare Ceillon, nous nous sommes battu en diable, 
et tu n’y etais pas.” 

Also, a new star of obstruction arose on this memorable 
morning, which promises to outshine even the two 
Gemini of Mayo and Waterford, Meath and Cavan, 
The O’Donnell of Dungarvan, gleaming of spectacles, 
and strident of speech, shock of head and rutilant of 
locks— who, comet-like 

From his horrid hair 

Shakes Boredom down, and with the fear of Talk, 
Perplexes Members.” 

ITor let ns forget Whallet, who, divided between 
envy and admiration of the Obstructive Six — so sublime 
in stubbornness, so unassailable in unreason, so defiant of 
dictation, .so contemptuous of cajolery — ^took his place 
among them as a humble hut hearty volunteer, andbade 
the Parliamentary Juggemant-Car come on and crush 
them if it dare ! 

The names of the sublime Six of that gallant Irish 
Brigade, with their one English recruit, must he recorded 
in Punches Roll of Fame — nominatim et verbatim : — 

Sing we the names of the Six, who, from half-past twel7e unto 
seven — 

Boomed from the throat of Big Ben, that never called “ Time ! ” 
to such prowess— 

Full in the teeth of the House obstructed the progress of business, 
Facing the wrath of John Locke and the chiding ironic of 
Harcourt, 

Reckless of Raikbs’s rebuke, Knight* s charge, and the lashing 
of Lubbock, 

First in the forehead of battle was he, the selected of Mayo, 
Bower, turnamed O’Connor, and not less a Power, he also, 
Richard, whom "Waterford honours, returning along with the 
Major. 

He too, the Major, was there, the great and the genial O’Gorman, 
Irish of spirit uu-silent, amusing, ohese, and obstructive. 

Nolan, a range-finder rare, the Captain from grim County 
Galway, 

Bent on finding to-night the range of the House’s endurance ; 
Parnell, chosen of Meath, but milder than wont in the m%Ue^ 
Sad to he severed of Biggar, his brother in arms and obstruction ; 
Last-bom Hope of the House, precocious in arts of annoyance, 
Long and loud of discourse, hard-mouthed, audacious, abusive, 
Gleamed through his glasses O’Donnell, the doughty delight of 
Dungarvan. 

Such were the Six, hut the Seventh was Saxon in name, if in 
nature 

Celt of the Celts, untiring of speech, impervious to reason, 
Fig-headed^st of pig-headed, a creature of crazes and crotchets, 
Whallet, who, wrongs of the Claimant and Jesuit plottings 
abandoned, 

Joined the Obstructive Brigade, betwixt admiration and envy. 

Never a stubhomer battle was fought on the field of St. Stephen’s — 
Never more clearly was proved the styihg of Goethe the singer— 
Qegen die Pwmmhext k&mpfen selost die G&tter vergebemJ* 

Tuesda‘!/,—Th& report that the British Fleet has been 
ordered to Besika Bay officially confirmed in both Houses. 
Punch would like to ask my Lord Beaconseibld what 
is to be the next move in ms Lordship’s little game of 
BeBik(a Bay) . But, bless you, he woulmi’t get an ani^er. 

(Xorefe,)— L ord Colchester tried to have the TJniyer- 
sities Bill hung up for further inquiry. Their Lordships, 
mindful that the Bill has already been two years in 
incubation, are determined that something snaH he 
hatched of it, and Committee is fixed for Thursday 
week. 

The Earl of Derby explained to Lobd Hareowby 
how Turkey and Persia have been fighting over their 
boundaries for the laet thirty years, and have come^ to 
no settlement yet— on the Oriental principle of doing 
nothing this year you can put oft tiU next. 

(Commons, Morning Sitting^ The Irish Sunday 
Closing BiU, talked out once last Wednesday, was talked 
out again. 

(Evening Earl Percy rose to move for an 

inquiry into the present practice of Yaocination. 

Mr. ScLATER-BootH gave unanswerable reasons for 
declining inquiry, not only as nnnecessary, hut as likely 
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to giye cotmtenauoe to a misoliievoTis and utterly inrceasouable ! 
distrust of the most certaiu protection eyer given by Science against 
the most terrible scourge eyer held over humanity. This distrust, 
which he had hoped was condued to the crassest of ignoramuses, 
Punch is sorry to see, is not too unreasonable to dud a voice, though 
a half muffled one, even in the Collective Wisdom. 

The House supported Mr. Solatbe-Boote’s abundantly justified 
refusal by 10$ to 56. Punch is sorry to read M?* Q-lA-PSTONe’s 
name in the minority. 

The House was Counted Out just as Cross entered the Confessional 
— oh Mr. Whailbx’s Motion. The House evidently fi|:hts shy of 
The Priest in Absolution — won’t touch him, as the sayfng is, even 
with a pair of tongs. Perhaps this is as well, if the Bishops will 
but protect congregations against the abominable book, and the 
“Priests” who, directly or indirectly, countenance or tolerate it. 
Mere disclaimers by individual Brethren of the Holy Cross are^ not 
sufficient. The unclean book, and the prurient pryings it prescribes, 
must be cut out of the Church by the roots. iJo Protestant Church 
can nurse such a cancer and live. 

Wednesday,— ‘IA b,, O’Sui-LrvAN’s Bill empowering Irish ratepayers 
to elect a Justice in each Union, was rejected by 178 to 3G. This is 
not the sort of “Justice to Ireland” England is disposed to put 
faith in. 

A dead set against the Divine Worship Pacilities Bill— empower- 
ing the Bishop to appoint a Clergyman when provision is needed 
for the spiritual wants of a parish. What on earth have the Abuses 
of the Confessional to do with so reasonable a measure, that the Bill 
should be put to the “ Previous Q,uestion ” ? The House pronounced 
for Second Beading by 94 to 78. 

Thursday The Dttke of Sokbesbx opposed Second 

Beading of the Hew Porest Bill. His Grace thinks it gives the 
Commoners too much of what it takes from the Crown. HoWi between 
Commoners and Crown, the Public is very apt to be kicked out of bed. 
But the Lords* House, whose Committee in 1868 recommended “dis- 
afforestation,*” is ;hardly the body to strike the balance between 
Crown’s rights and Commoners’. The Bill', in fact, puts into form the 
reoommenaations of a Select Committee of the House of Commons ; 
and its object is principally to define the limits within which the 
Crown must confine rights, which, as insisted upon, and till lately 
exercised, have materially interfered with the beauty and public 
enjoyment of the Porest. 

(Commons.)— The Commons declined for the present to alter the 
Rules of Deb^at^, ip. deieronce to the powers of the Irish Obstructive 
Bjkade. 

There was once a famous fighting Irish Regiment known as “The 
Dirty Half-hundred. Suppose we christen Mr. O'Gowob-Power’s 
com^ct minority, “ The Dogged Half-Dozen ? ” 

The House agrees with its Leader, that it would be doing the 
Doggod Half-4o?en too much honour to alter the Rules of Debate in 
acknowledgment of their powers of obstruction.' 

There is' such a thing as throwing away contempt. Is not the 
House w^ting it^ contempt in this q^se? Ouglit these gentlemen 
to be allowed to stop the way ? Are they likmy to be scolded, or 
sneered, o:F out of the practice ? Did to-night’s repetition 

g Tnesday’f morningrpegfoi^mance loo^: like it ? To be sure, the 
House was .Counted Out at ten minutes -to three instead of ten 
minutes after seven. 

_ But then Biruar shone in his true sphere to-night, at 
Blde‘ 

oaught the word “blackguard,** and Mr* BeIiL 
apoiqgnsecl, as he had not meant Me. pABjpnii' to catch it. 

. vants to wpset the ClatiaeB 

mteoduc^ By. the Port-Qffioe into the Pnyate Gap, and Water Bills 
to protect their telqgraph-pqlqs and The Lord CiANCELiiOR 

had to makq a long speech m repelUng this strange attack of the 
tqo crotchety Cha^nfiaii of the Lor<ls* Cqmmittqes'on the telegraph 

)— Thanlb to the Ceakceilor of the Exchequer, we 
^W ^hy the Pleet has been ordered to Bbika Bay. It is 
peoame it a convenient station.**' Perhaps this is only a “ con- 
gnawer, hut it iq ^he best we are likely to get. little 
games are best kept dark. ' 

** ^rcjjos of the Tn/l^:^'ble, the House dis- 

the Question* in JPiwicA-’s last week’s Cartoon, and 

put his rnfA fluA-nrA-tJo y? --iS 

; conducted 


M^E. JFNKm^ tried to re-open the case of Captaih Roberts- 
an officer of twenty jem^ standing, but only eighteen months* 
regimental service, who, aSer fivo y&rs* on half-pay, having joinOd 



seems a hard case ; but more blame attaches to the War-Office 
Authorities who, under such circumstances, ‘allowed, Captaih Roberts 
to join a regiment, than to the unfortunate Captain himself. At 
all events, hard as the case may be, the House declined to re-open 
it by 137 to 72. 

ADDENDA ET CORRIGENDA. 

alute Caxtok— 
printers of books 
and readers— as not 
only the father of 
English Printing, 
but one of the 
honestest and 
worthiest of men, 
both in his craft 
and his character, 
as far as it is 
written— or rather 
printed— in his 
work. All honour, 
W, to Mr. J. S. 
Hodsok, the Secre- 
tary to the Printers* Pension, 
Almshouse, and Orphan Asy- 
lum Corporation, who first 
suggested the celebration of 
the Pour-Hundredth Birthday 
of the first English-printed 
hook. And all honour to the 
Printing Press which Oaxton 
first set up in Westminster 
Almonry In 1477, and plied, as 
long as he lived, in the fear of 
God, and for the good of man. 

All honour too, to Mr. Qui^nsTOKE, who on the last day of Juno, 
did justice to the old Westminster Printer*s memory, in a speech 
worthy of himself and the occasion, though writing- not printing- 
ink is the form in which the fiuid is most largely consiiTncd by him. 
and post-cards are the vehicle of his wisdom, rather tlian printed 
pages. 

One thing Mb. Gladstone noticed, that Caxton printed no 
Bxhlq,— WxcLlpfEE’s translation, the only one of that date in the 
English vernacular, being under ban of the OJquroh. A stranger 
thing he might have noticed, that the Bible is at this time the only 
hook, not copyright, which no printer, save the little knot who 
possess the privilege, is allowed to print without note or comment. 

The printing of the most precious of all hooks— the Book whose 
free circulation was to be due to the Printing Press, indirectly as 
well as directly— is, on this P’oux-Hundredth Anniversary of the 
first products of the Printer’s Art in England, the. single surviving 
subject of a Printer’s monopoly I 

Why should this be? Shilling Shakspeares, freed from the 
dead- weight of note or comment, many printing [and publishing 
firms have given us already, and any that like may give. Who 
pleases^ may print, as who runs may read. But a Shilling Bible 
with an unnoted text only the Oxford and Cambridge Umyersity 
Presses and the Ouqen’s Printers are privileged to put forth. 

If other Printers print the Book, it must be mth notes. This 
seems to Punch a thing that Mr. Gladstone might have made a 
note of, to more Durpose than the little bit of book-binding claptrap 
by which a hundred copies of this very Book, “ set up ** at leisure at 
one bf these prxyjlegea Presses, had been printed off by a multi- 
plication of machines, and put through all the processes of drying, 
folding, cutting, gilt-edging, and binding, between midnight of tne 
29th and midday of the 30th of June. 

There are scores of firms that could have done as much ; and the 
feat had no bearing whatever on the Printers’ Art, instead of being 

AM I^v> a .A tl Jl It *fi! iTa 



papers, complained, was court-martianed and cashiered. It 



business” strikes one as rather a theatrical intrusion on an occasion 
which in no way o^ed for it, considering, moreover, that the print- 
mg of this Book is still the one Printer’s monopoly surviving iu 
England, and that this copy came from one of the three Presses to 
which that solitary monopoly is confined. 


“ Ici on Barle P’raafiais ? ” 


voyager. Address, 

indebted to ** gentleman Francais ** for 
the French of his advertisement ? 
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WHALLET'S WISH. 

Mr. "Wh alley declared that the part which the Honourable 
Member for Hungarvm, and those who had acted with bim, had 
taken inspired him with admiration and envy.” — Times. 

The, Member for Peterborough has sometimes been ashed 
to sing» Punch presenteth him with an appropriate 
song, 

Air — ** Oh, would I were a Bird / ” 

WotJiD a pig-head were mine, 

That I might lie with these, 

The Parliament’ry line 

That block as they d d please. 

How happy could I be, 

As the Session's end draws near, 

With small hours making free, 

Till morning doth appear. 

Hibernianest of pleasures, 

In cold obstruction's zest, 

To mar the Saxon’s measures, 

And break the Saxon’s rest ! 

Chorus— Cold. Saxons may abuse you, 

But you Ve a friend in me, 
Mi^&rnis still Hibernior, 
Pig-headeder than ye ! 

Oh, what delight to lie 
Bight in the public way, 

Bidding Old Time go by— 

DividiDg night and day ! 

Besistance to defeat, 

And block the crowded path 
Of measures incomplete. 

And men in howling wrath ! 

Envy and admiration 
My heart between them sway, 

Though not of Irish nation, 

An Irish part to play I 

Chorus— Cold. Saxons may abuse you, 

But jrou’ye a friend in me, 

Hibernis still PEibernior, 
Pig-headeder than ye ! 


pH, HORROR! 

Surgeon. “ Yoitr Polsb is still very high, my Friend I Did you get 
THOSE Leeches all right I sent the Day bbeobe Yesterday ? ” 

Patient. “ Yes, Sir, I got ’em right enough. But mightn't I have ’em 

BILED NEXT TIME, SlR?^’ 


TOO good to be hoped EOR. 


r Friend ! Did you get O’Donnell, M.P, for Dungarvan, represents the 

Yesterday? Irish Obstructive Brigade as a “ Parliamentary Early- 

But mightn't I HAVE ’EM Closing Association.” If it could only succeed in “ shut- 
ting up ” the Obstructives themselves ! 


PARLIAMENTAEY NOTICES. 

{By the Seven.) 

Mr. Parnell — ^to move the adjournment of the House until justice 
is done to Ireland. 

Mr. Power (No. 1)— To move that the Royal Speech on the Pro- 
rogation of Parliament be postponed until it can be delivered in 
Dublin. 

Mr, Power (N’o. 2)— To move that the Chairman do leave the 
Chair and take his seat on the Stool of Repentance. 

Mr. O’Donnell — To give notice of his intention to move next 
session that no Army or ilavy Estimates be passed until the Oovern- 
mentgive a solemn pledge that they will enrol the entire Adult 
Male Roman Catholic Population of Ireland as Yolunteers, supply 
them with rides of the newest and most approved pattern, and defray 
all their expenses out of the Excheq,uer. 

Mb. Parnell— when the House goes into Committee on Home- 
Rule (Dublin Parliament) Bill, to move the introduction of a 
Clause conf erring the office of Speaker on Mr. Bigg^, during bad 
behaviour. 

lj[E. Biggar— when the House goGs into Committee on Home-Rule 
publin Parliament) Bill, to move the insertion of a Clause con- 
ferring the appointment of Chairman of Committees on Mr. Parnell 
during usual behaviour. 

Majtor C’Goeman— to give notice of his intention to move the 
impeachment of the Lord-Lieutenant and the Chiefs Secretary for 
Ireland, in the event of the Colorado Beetle making its appearance 
in that down-trodden country. 

Captain Holan— to ask the reason why the Summer Manceuvrss 
are not held on the Curfagh instead of at Aldershot.* 

Mr. Whallby— to moVe that a handsome premium be odwed f<m 
the best design for a fresco to be placed on the walls of the House 


of Commons, to commemorate vain attempts at the ** Arrest of the 
Seven Members, July 3, 1877!” and to suggest that it be an 
instruction to the Artists competing to throw into his own counten- 
ance an expression of mingled admiration and envy, to introduce in 
the middle distance a view of the Yatioan, and in the haohground 
one of Dartmoor. 

The Chancellor oe the Exchequer— to Report Progress on some 
plan for carrying on public business without hindrance or obstruc- 
tion from a minority of Seven (including Tellers). 


“WATER IS BEST.” 

Thebe are Associations nowadays' for everything under the sun, 
but none that has done more good in an unpretending wiiy than the 
Metropolitan Drinking Fountains Association. Theirs are fountains 
that work and don’t play — diminishing drunkenness^ and affording 
pure refreshment to man and woman, boy and girl, bird and beast. 

Their motives are pnre as the element they work in, and their 
credit should be clear as the crystal Ijmpb they supply. Rohody, 
we should think, can throw dirt at tbeir object, any more than any- 
body would throw dirt into the 324 basins and 342 troughs they count 
in London at this time. Of this respectable sum-total— or sum tea- 
total— thirty-three drinking fountains ’and fifty-eight tronghs have 
been added this year. This is emphatically a good work, q.uietly 
done. Punch rejoices it has made such good spbed, and can only 
wish to the Association and its ofFsboots that good speed better. May 
they help on the tim^ when England will be able to sing or say, 
what it cannot by any means say yet, “ Watnr, water, everywhere, 

andlotsof itto. drin^P? 

A Mbmrbr oe the Church Militant.— Canon Ball. 






SPEAKING BY THE CARD. 


** Yoir SEEM TO EKOW ALL THE GOSSIT OE THE NbIGHBOHRHOOD, PaEKKE 1 

“ Yfs, MA’Ay. My Y'ouNa Man is a Postman, and he beads me all the Post-Cabds T 


THAT BLESSED BEETLE I 


Attend, all ye lieges ! This is to give notice 
A foe’s on your track, and a terrible foe ’tie. 

A horror that long has disturbed our discussions ; 

A bogey less bogus than Betsy Phio’s Eussians* 

Their crossing the Danube drove Betsy half frantic ; 
Blit, Britons, that Beetle has crossed the Atlantic ! 
Encamped on the Baltic, beleaguered Cologne, 

And made Ebine potato-fields calmly his own ! 

He comes in his thousands. To nab or to nobble ’em 
Is sadly declared an insoluble problem. 

As bold as mosquitoes, as mobile as midges, 

They dread not big guns, and they do not need bridges. 
Torpedoes to them are indifferent trifies, 

They care not a button for round-shot or rifles ; 

And ’gainst .them— for G-ladstone a gloomy reflection — 
Oar dear Silver Streak will afford no protection. 

They fly, and they float, and they paddle, and plod ; 


Whose jackets, red-brown, like an iron nail rusted. 

When twigged, should with Paris Green promptly bo dusted. 
And that, up to date, seems about the sum-total 
Of what can be done in a way antidotal 
To minimise, localise, limit the ravages 
To be dreaded from these coleopterous savages. 

Yet stop ! ^ There ’s our climate. The reddish-brown rover 
A barrier in that, Bates opines, may discover. 

We ’ll hope so. And England may not have to, share her 
Potato-crop out with the “ Ten-lined Spear-bearer.”^ 

* Doryphora decemlineafa. 


CAVE LUPUM ! 


They fly, and they float, and they paddle, and plod ; 

Are at home in the air, on the sea, on the sod ; 

And, if tired, not a whit do they falter or fail, 

But travel— tidset— by steamer or rail. 

They can fast like a Trappist, or gorge like a pig, 

Change habitat, appetite, diet, and ng ; 

Play Proteus or ’possum, feign slumber or death — 

In fact they have cantrips that quite take one’s breath, 

A bogey more likely with terror to toss us 
Than even the big-booted Northern Colossus ; 

And Science herself has no present suggestion 
Eor findly solving this great Western Guestion, 

What then ? Must we sit like dumb stoical Catos, 

And see this dread Beetle devour our Potatoes ? 

Not quite. The brown demon, with black striped and dotted. 
Wheresoe’er he ’s espied should be instantly potted. 

And if Pat doesn’t wish sam his Murphies to starve, he 
Must keep sharp look-out for the eggs and the laxvse, 


The School-Board has been sitting on the Priest in Ahsolution^ 
If only the Priest in Absolution is not allowed to sit on the School- 
Board,! As it is, he is allowed to sit on too many National-School 
Coi]^ittees in Lon^n, including those of St. Alban’s Holbom, 
g}. Peter’s London Docks, St. Michael’s Shoreditch, St. Augustine’s 
Eilbum, All Saints’ Margaret Street, St. Mary Magdalene’s Pad- 
dington. St. .Matthew’s Warwick Eoad, St. Stephen’s Lewisham, 
St, Taul’s Wilton Place, Holy Trinity Bethnal Green, St. Paul’s 
[ Lonmore Square, and St. Colombo’s Bangsland Road. 

! This is a formidable list, but it is to be hoped that the managing 
Priests in Absolution have not yet taken to nut their pupils through 
the unwholesome discipline of Confession oythe Book. But tne 
School Board has a right to demand full proof ou this point, and 
where Pnest confesses, let parents see to it that their children 
do not ; or the Priest in Ahsolutum will draw on the Penitent 
tn Pollution, as a natural sequel— -or second volume. 


. CHILDBDBar IN SPOUT TAtTOHT SLAUGHTEE IN EAUNEST. 

Toteb is talk iu Society of the intended formation amongst the 
youthful mstocracy of a Junior Hurlingham, to be entitled the 
Pop-gun Club. 
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PIGHEADED OBSTRUCTION. 

•OuE Vh-ii-t. “THEr IMPRESS ME WITH ENYY.:aND ADMIRATION, AND I WILL TAKE MT PLACE 
AMONGST THEM I ” 

PABWAJOorrABT EtranTE-DBiTOTi {pttUinffvp). “WE WOFT DRIVE OVER ’EM THIS TIME; BUT IP THESE 
“GENTLEMEN’ PERSIST IN BLOCKING THE LINE, WE SHALL JTAFE TO CLEAR TEE WAY!!” 
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THE PALACE OP ART. 

{Kew Version) 

Part II. 

Yet oft the riddle of Art’s real drift 
Flashed through me as I sat and gazed. 

But not the less some season I made shift 
To keep my wits undazed. 

And so I mused and mooned ; for three long weeks 
I stood it : on the fourth I fell. 

All trace of natural colour fled my cheeks, 

And I felt-far from well. 

When I would gush, where’er I turned my sight 
A mocking hand confusion wrought ; 

Wrote “ Meaning ? Meaning ? ” till I felt me quite 
Dyspeptic and distraught. 

Deep dread and loathing of my mystic brood 
Fell on me ; from which mood was born 
Scorn of my taste ; again, from out that mood, 
Laughter at such self-scorn. 

“ What ! Is not this my Home of Art ? ” I said. 

** My Aidenn of sesthetio joy ? 

Surely, sweet Self, you must be ofl your head ! 

What ails you. Self, my boy ? ” 

For in the corners of my Aidenn stood 
Uncanny shapes ; and unawares 
I came on phantom heads dripping with blood. 

And dim nocturnal mares. 

Hollow-cheeked, hectic, rufous-headed dames, 

With opiate eyes, and foreheads all 
As wan as corpses^ but with wings like flames, 

Q-lared on me from each wall* 

Those flxed orbs haunted me ; I grew to hate 
Those square and skinny jaws, those high cheek-bones, 
FTpcturnes in soot and symphonies in slate 
' Moved me to signs an(i groans. 

Queer convolutions of dim drapery 
Inwrapt me like a FTessus-snare. 

I seemed enmeshed in tangles hot and dry 
Of copper-coloured hsir. 

I loathed the pallid Yenuses and Eves, 

!Sfymph-nudity, and Sorceress and Thrall ; 

The Wings prismatic, the metallic Leaves— 

I loathed them one and all. 

I howled aloud, “ Let me no more behold 
A witch, an angel, or a saint. 

Aught medisoval-mystic, classic-cold. 

Or cinque-cento quaint. 

It may be that my taste has come to grief, 

But if the spectral, dismal, dry, 

I)io constitute ‘ High Art,’ ’tis my belief 
High Art is all my eye.” 

So when four weeks were wholly flnish§d, 

I from my gallery turned away. ' 

“ Give me green leaves apd flesh apd blood,” I said, 

** Fresh air and light of day. 

** I pine for ITabuj^e, sad and sick at heart 
Of the affected, strained, and queer., 

What was to me Ambrosia of Art 

Hath grown as drugged sihall-beer. 

** Yet pull not down my galleries rich and rare : 

When Art abjures the o;rude and dim, 

I yet may house the High Ideal there, 

purged from preposterous l^V’him'I ” 


LORD^S AND LADIES; 

OR, WHAT A BAT WE’VE BEEN HAVING! 
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CROSS-QUESTIONS OF CONSCIENCE. 


Dear Puncb:, 

TH f 'v N P 1 IT ^ — ■■ toht I to say Mr. \ 

I n t ^ ^ L ,■ j 

I ought, hut I feel 
f \ ^ ^ore at home be- 

ginning without I 

...'WjTpF ^SBS^^3(BS55SaBr\ oewmony.) 

‘ mS ■ ■ ■ b g m \ \ \ Yon know — or at 

^^«5Sr?^^S5iSB5BSBS uW \ is d,fagon 

^ because 

/ /^555B£5S SitV >\ you can not know , 

yet — I am not 
ll'jjlF witty. Mo woman 

0 oyor is, of course; 

but I often say 

'Wit// / /\\ fiSi\2»BBBSS3H^Ef things which the 

I 1 1 f /\ #bBbbbbbbP"“®®®^^^~“?) boys (one is in the 

WJ r \ ■' ■ giiards-that ’s 

vV ^55f / ^ " 7 Douglas ; the other 

J ,'/'k § Hugh) declare I 

' ^bout thatWf^ly 

we never shall 
know the truth in 

this quite too dreadfully false age— not so very many people, after lyrite to 
you any correspondence at all. Now do they * Be honest for once. Of 
course thjjt is a joke, because I know 'Punch is honest. I thought perhaps, 
after all, I might have a literary turn, and as I noticed that your ** stafl”-^ 

I believe that is the correct title for your combination of authors and artists, 

IS it not ?— never said much about cricket, and as that nice— quite too awfully 
nice— Lore Spaerowbrain had offered to take us (the boys, me, and Mamma) 
to Lord’s, to see the Oxford and Cambridge Match last week, it would be a 
good opportunity— as I quite, oh 1 quite^ understand the game, and both the 
boys were at Oxford — to try and write an account of the Grand Inter-Univer- 
sity Congest— that really does look awfully well, doesn’t it ? — which I witnessed 
from the box-seat (think of that, dear old* Punch — I was really on Lord 
SparroWrrain’s box ^ of the best turned-ont drag on the ground. 

I had never been oh a hox-seat on a coach before. I could not be on a box- 
seat 'behind^ you know, could I ? That ’s one of the things the boys encored, but 
I win not say anything that looks like vanity— I do hate it so. There ’s Bella 
Trossitt, who was on the coach with her sister, Mrs. ThistledowjPT, came in such 
a Gainsborough hat ! If you had seen it,^ or Mr. Dtr Maxtrier had been there, 
you know, he must have put her into his hook there and then— hat and all. 
This child was very particular about her get-up, I assure you ; in fact, Sp^- 
ROWRRAiN confided to me there was not another toilette on the ground after 
ihine. The others weren’t in it. 

Let me see. I think I said we arrived at Lord’s, and of course yon don’t 
want, or your readers either, to hear all the Lord’s shop about the Pavilion, and | 
the old players, the health of the Secretary, or the death of Admiral Rotts. 
What you want is cricket. Oh I that reminds me of what that wretch Major 
Killrobin, who amused me so awfully much more than poor dear Sparrow, 
who is awfully nice all the same, and I know admires me, said to me— that he 
feared I was “a wicket little thing, he would go hail.” Not to he behindhand 
and by no means, oh ! dear,no ! to be shut up, I told the Major — he really has 
a love of 'a moustache and an eye — Je rie dif <jue ga, as TAeresa would say 
—two eyes, indeed, and I am quite too afraid 1 looked into them— more than 
once. Oh ! I quite forgot fo say that as Lord SPARROWRRAiN'had most kindly 
asked his mother, the Countess of Larkspur, to invite Mamma to a Clerical 
Aid Society’s Meeting, she most unfortunately, for her, poor dear Mamma, 
was conspicuous by her absence, and the boys were left to chaperone me, which 
of course I took care they did, on^y Dougl^^ hprro;r, would run off half 
the time to flirt with Lady Searlo6m» and HuQEciopk far, quite too fai:, too 
much interest jn a retired widow, who had a villa iu the neighbourhood— TVy 
hack, old that ’s it, not to be sfnt upT tohj th® Major that “ h? 'V^as bqld,” 
and if Kirlrobin panght hipi opt/* I fpcied hp wpp|d he '^stumpeq.” 
Now, hohqur bright, don’t you think that the average of temu^ne 


It is a mistake to suppose that crQss-exfiiniTif45.0A h 
Protestant England is limited to the Witness-pbjR, ^nd 
conducted only by Lawyers. The reverend members of the 
“ Society of the Holy Cross,” are accustomed to cross-exfi- 
mine their disciples m their counterfeit Confessional. 


repe^ee, not to ^^.y a long way to t 
hf4i.0A ift dpTO) apd all the rest of it ? 

-bbjR, and Boor dear SpApRp-^ dlwt like it 


hand in 
I had b 
looking 


at all when the lifajor would taha 
to the number of my gloves, for of cotutm 
course I should i^dt allow even that gobd- 
land . well,' I could not help the squeeze, 
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THE POTATO HARVEST. 

LiKBLT ! \Mmm%nes Piatwre. n.fin>iv).\ Wr* lOSl t ’* ^ 

{AnotTier long looik»') 

* Geptiine Suffolk : not a misprint for “ Stunnin*. 


STAlffMTW* ♦ 

A JJLCBST. ftcspzr (AmtJierlimglook.) “ Wh’thbtam! a-Tatesih'II” 


a comet riglit over 

SEABSOTOBm sweaM li wvS me Ke^,M ■SJ??;'® bailing 

youlreri6^thS>s“a^vW^l,^®}^®i®^®V'^”?^»V«». five Vdahalf. Tm! 

Toxirfj, dear old Punch, Kotums. 


man 
are at 


HIG-H-FALXJTIF. 


A Correspondent, writing to the Times 
on the subject of Printing, the Caxton 
Celebration, and the Copy of the Oxford 
UniYersity Press Bible there shown and 
puffed (on which Punch has commented in 
another article) winds up, firework-fashion, 
with the following “ bang ” : — 

‘‘As to progressive printing, the Caxton Exhi- 
bition demonstrates that direct printing may he 
applied from the same block to coarse sacking, the 
surface of sheet iron, or looking-glass, to print 
upon a file or impart a delicate kiss upon an egg 
shell. But the greatest marvel of typography is 
our Times ; practically and truly you could cast 
off your linen at one end of a machine to behold 
it before your eyes transformed into a journal, the 
whole being produced %n less time than it would 
take a scribe of old to put a new nib to his pen.** 

Really, Mr, Luke Limner, this “is a 
leatle strong.’^ The idea of Mr. Walter, 
or some devoted servant of the Times-- 
“ not Launcelot, but another ”~in a dearth 
of paper, taking off his shirt at one end of 
the machine to come out as the broadest of 
broad-sheets at the other — still more of the 
conversion of the long cloth into pulp first, 
and paper afterwards, —to sav nothing of 
the mere “machining,^’— taking less time 
than the mending of a scribe^s pen I 

Punch can only top this astounding 
comment in large caps 

Prom am lU-used Old Party* 

Mr. Pcnck,— Sir, 

A. A Now that I have been seen, and 
certified by the Officers and Crew of the 
Royal Yacht, and reported to the Admi- 
ralty, I trust I shall not again be insulted 
by that unbelief in my existence which is 
the usual and very painful lot of j 

Yours indignantly, ' 

The 6 ra Serpent. 

_ — See Report to the Admiralty, and 

Lieutenant Haynes’s likeness of me in 
the Graphic, which, however, as it repre- 
the back of my head,^ can hardly be 
called a satisfactory portrait, were it even 
more Hke my occiput than I can allow it to 
be. He describes me as “ bullet-headed.” 

I suppose that is why he has drawn my 
body like a cannon — ^with wings* 


EA RfipUBLIQUE TO THE BLOCK. 

The publishing firm of Haohettb (the 
oMiTBc of France), who have the exclusive 
privilege of selling French joumals at 
Brencn railway stations, announce that the 
station toffio in newspapers will he sus- 
pended, the Government having forbidden 
the sale of the Republican journals — the 
most moderate not excepted. 

• J? ^ ^€tat in its way. It is 
mdeed couper la tete ” of the Republtoan 
Fress-and, as usual in cutting off heads, 
a Haohette ’ has heen nsed for the 
purpose. 

POLraOAL PBEPEmBIIJTy* 

The Paily Mws learns “ from Paris that 
the work of remodelling the staff of Prefects 
thronghont France is completed.” Practice 
makes prefect. 


What to bo with the Brothers op 
THE Holt Cross. — ^Wholly cross them ont. 


Spim-^ppiarG. — What a Drankard^s 
Vviie too often knows far too much of. 
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DIARY OF MY RIDE TO KHIVA. 

The Last Scene — The Rider carries out his' own proposition — Safe Return and 
Explanation all round. 




more, and I had awoke to 

'“Ht the reality. . They were 

the , print of Pig^s feet— 
the remains of Trotters! 1 1 

6 '30. — I have been peering through my telescope. Par away in the distance 
I catch sight of Hfina (Jeujntz, the Learned Pig, gaUoping away towards the snow 
range as fast as his legs will carry himF A deserter 7 . Why is this ! Boot 
and spur ! ” I cry. I rush to boot to ascertain if, after all, I am not deceived, 
and whether it is not another pig, or a phantasmagoria pig— a pig of the 
mirage— that I have seen. 

No! Alas!! Alas!!! Alas!!!! 

For one hour I am overcome. I cannot even write it down in my Diary. 

'fV'icJcsJci ^ 

7*30.— Recovered. I make this entry : “ 0 miserable day ! 0 Woe! Woe! 
Woe! ” 

(It was lucky I said this out loud, as the Horse had begun to trot on after 
the Pig ; only, when he heard “ Woe ! Woe ! he pulled up, and stopped. It^s 
an ill wind that blows nobody any good.) 

Let me record the fact. 

On the ground before the boot I found the letters of the Alphabet thus 
arranged 

Mouse would sing. Rig could not sleep,'*, You called Riga bore. Mouse 
hath murdered sleep. Rig hath murdered Mouse, JTenceforth Rig is a 
wanderer on the face of the earthR 

At once I examined the hole where the Mouse used to repose. 

Only the remains of a small bit of toasted cheese ! 

I see how it was done. Detectives of no use here. Pig evidently put cheese 
out for Mouse. Mouse went out to supper, and Pig, like a second LxrcBSzrA 
Boegha.— or, rather murdered the unhappy vocalist at the meal. 

As there are no traces of the deed, it is clear that Pig ate Mouse. 

Alas ! alas I This breaks up the establishment. “ Oh, all my pretty chicks 
in one fell soup ! How intent SHAXSPEijaE must have been on onioken-broth 
when he wrote this— if my quotation is correct. 

And yet Justice must be done. The Pi^ must be pursued and punished, 

—yes, even though he dee to Africa, for protection among the sons of Ham I 

8 Paclang up, and off. Gaolers Daughter ‘still asleep. Why disturb 
her P Why AouS her fate be linked with mina P I will leave a slip of paper, 


saying, If I am not hack by four ^ donH expect me.** I 
shall not be back at four, and she will not expect me. 
At least she can never say that I disappointed her. Fare- 
well, 0 Gaoler’s Daughter I 

Away .to Khiva ! 

11 A.M.— Several miles on the road. Horse galloping. 
Through telescope I see Pig reaching summit of distant 
range. Pig’s ears visible — back — curly tail— hind 
trotters in air as he disappears over the mountains. 

Oh, if a thaw would only set in I Oh that these ice- 
mountains would but melt! I should re-name the 
locality ihe Melton country. It is like travelling over a 
perpetual rink. 

JNext day, — Forced to abandon sleigh, trap, and 
Tartar Boy. Told him to wait tiH called for. He asked 
for payment, alleging that he was the sole surviving 
representative, the neir and assignee of the Sleigh Driver. 
Kicked him. Tartar Boy threatened to follow me on skates, 
or to go back to Gladitzova and inform Russian Police 
that I was a spy. 

Gave Tartar Boy three roubles and a half (sorry to 
part with one of them, as it was my tossing rouble, with 
which I had been invariably fortunate— hut this is mere 
superstition), and promised to send the rest home to his 
Mother. Farewell, ungrateful Boy ! Ta Ta ! Tartar 
Boy ! I am now alone ! with the sleigh behind me 
containing only the empty boot and the broken barrel- 
organ, and I am bravely sticking to my word, for I am 
riding postilion to Khiva. 

The day after, — Still riding, thank Heavens ! A 
thaw ! I ! The mountains are disappearing ! The tops of 
the spires of the kiomeskys in Khiva are just visible to 
the spectacled eye. 

Midday,-^ Clear view all round. 

4.30. P.M.— Thaw continuing. Attic-windows of Greek 
Church in Khiva visible. On ! on ! my gallant Mare ! I 

5 P.M.— I am suddenly aware of being followed at a 
distance by a crowd or people. Through telescope I 
recognise their faces. They are all persons to whom I 
have, during my progress^ given free admissions for the 
first night of my Exhibition (with Pig & Co.) at Khiva. 
What a House it will he! But how can I apologise for 
the non-appearance of Heee Geuntz ? Perhaps I may 
yet come up with him. Thawing fast. E'o more moun- 
tains ; they are thawed away ! Gee up ! 

Last Lays o/ my. D wry. —Shall I ever reach Khiva ? 

1 Only a few pounds of cocoa left in my saddle-bags. Ho 
wickskil All gone I Cold setting in again. Ho money 
left. Only a cheque on the Kashgar Bank. 

Monday, — Came on a small village suddenly. It is 
called Bohagain, The Bokagainians told me I^d better 
not proceed. Dangerous. Ask them for an advance on 
my Kashgar cheque. The Bokagainians inforihed ‘ me 
they never advanced. They gave me some rice, as many 
black beans as will make five white ones, and an Inland 
Haddock (dried), as a symbol of amity. Rode on to 
Khiva. Made some cocoa. Lost , sight of pursuers. 

Same iViyAi5,--Gave Horse some beans, and ^ some 
whacks. On again. 

Next Morning, — Horrible— too horrible ! Saw wolves 
before me. Waved my hat, played barrel-organ, and 
hooted. They went away slowly ,,, as if after a heavy 
meal .... A carcase lies in the road .... Cold Rig / 
.... Alas, poor Pig ! . , . Shed tears— the first I *ve shed 
for some time . . . Poor Pi^ What will thy family 
say? “This Pig went to Ehiva, this Pig stayed at 
home,” &c. He may have deserved his fate, but there 
were two sides of bacon to his character. How playful 
and unobjectionable was tby cheek! how brilliant thy 
crackling ! how open thy countenance ! How thou 
didst lick thine own pork-chops! Alas, poor Pig! I 
strew thy resting-place with beans ! .... Fortunately 
the wolves haveleft the greater portion of his skin. On 
the spot I cover my saddle with it. In^memori-ham • • • 
Once more in the pigskin I ! But what will the Free , 
Admissionists say ? 

Next Night, — Khiva at last. At a distance they 
perceive me. Flags up. Fireworks. Rejoicing. Banda 
of music. Rush to meet me. Affecting scene. I have 
achieved my obj eot. I have ridden to Khiva ! 

W DC' 

Arrived. I dismount, and ask for a bath. 

They o^not give me a bath, hut bring me an old Khan. 

JoUificaticns. WiU they change my cheque on the 
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Kashgar Bank? Yes, with pleasure, on receding instructions 
to that effect from England. Till they do, will I stop here as a 
guest, and enjoy mpelf ? Certainly. ^ Grood, 

I am at Khiva. The Free Admissionists are outside the gates par- 
leying with the Governor, who is inside looking over the wall. My 
“ orders only admit them to my Show, but not znto JSlhiva, Kqw. 

The information which I shall be able to give the English 
Government will he most valuable^ 

Joyful News / — re-open my Diary. This morning I heard a 
peculiar yet fa mili ar noise outside my door. Half awake, I jumped 
out of bed. 

Who there ? ” I cried, in three languages. 

Ko verbal answer, but in the space between the door and the noor 
appeared some of the letters of the well-known Alphabet, spelling, 
^^Mel Poor Fig ! Pardon 

I opened the door, and in he trotted. Alive ! all alive I ! , . . . 
He is pardoned. It was the remains of a wild boar that I had 
mistaken for those of Hexle Gb^ntL 

To’-NighU — ^At Khiva. First performance of Learned Pig. Great 
success. 

Shall return to England at once. As I learn there is a Per- 
fomdng Dog going about in the best society imitating my Pig’s 
tricks. 

My Pig will tell any one his or her age on the Cards if the 
inquirer only mentions the date of his birwi. He need not do this 
aloud, but merely whisper in my ear, or write it down. 

My Pig will double any number that any Gentleman or Lady in 
the company may think of ; he will halve it ; he will add ten to it ; 
he will subtract twenty : and he right in the result. He will back 
himself against Psycho or Zoe at the Egyptian Hall, and play 
icarU and the Russian Ykooh Dnilb with any one, including either 
Mr. Maskelynb or Mb. Cooke, for twenty pounds a side. 

My Pig will be shot from an eighty-four pounder, dance on a slack 
wire, and take a hundred feet header into a litter. 

No connection with any other Show now exhibiting. Pigstickers 
beware! Early application to my agent in London absolutely 
necessary. ^ ^ 

From information received I may mention that it is highly pro- 
bable that I shall be able to add an 

ADDITIONAL ATTRACTION 
In a Terpsichorean performance by the 
FAIR CIRCASSIAN, 

Who has written to say she will join me in London at an enormous 
expense^ She will he accompanied by tne 
EVANSKI CHORISTERS, 

Who will sing most of their native tartar glees, play the Sleigh 
Bells, and dance 
THE “NWODKAERB,” 

The National War-Dance of their native land. 

The whole to conclude with 

A GRAND PYROTECHNIC AND PANORAMIC DISPLAY, 
W^th Soehesin the Girdle (introducing the Governor’s Hor6e), illus- 
trating the various episodes, the almost insurmountable obstacles, 
the escape from Wolves, comic business with Sentry in Sentry-boic, 
and, finally, Mstself os the Goveehob’s Hoksb, in full costume, ' 
as I rode into the gates of the town, and so finished 

TNE RIDE TO KHITA ! ! I 

Postsmptumn 

I am now riding hack. I promised to outdo Captain F. Bubnaby, 
by riding ^0 and/rpm Khiva. My friends who have confidence are 
already singing “ He will return^ Ilmow him wellP And believe 
me, “ I am coming^ Sister Mary ! ” 

Returning via Monaco. 

Not many people here. Good business. Met rich old Gentleman. 
Left poor old Gentleman. Rode on. 

P^m.—Once more in the capital of pleasure. Moi et le Cochon I 
Rode into Paris by the Arc de Triomphe on horseback. Nhomme 
Cheval they call me here. The bill is headed with the picture of a 
centaur^ 

Eouk^e.-^Qho night only. All c^uiet. 

Calais. — Crossed on horseback by the packet-boat. 

Dover, — Aifrived. Never dismounted once. Riding at anchor. 

On my way to Hoihe Sweet Home, 


ment to our Riding Representative, who, on his return, wiU no doubt set 
everything right. 

Hr 4F ^ 

He has returned. All amicably settled. We retract everything, and are 
sorry we spoke. He is a man of his word. Everything is right. No further 
difficulties. There can be no doubt that our excelleut friend has ridden to 
Khiva and back again. In future we shall have every confidence in him 
and send him away as soon as possible. He says Khiva is a very charming 
place, and, from his description, not totally unlike Margate.— Ed. 


OPENING THE WICKET TO THE LADIES. 

Q H^h 

arc now in the 
way to get more 

late ^fashionable 
Vr," ^uomisos to 


' ■ "* ' eligible for eleo- 

tion. The Men 
should not he 

cricketers, and the Ladies are expected to be young and pretty. 

Tur^ j.. j. XT. . f.j' ji * 11 


-Bjw? of Diary, 

J^itor's Appmdixr -^ e done our Riding Representative an uniii« 

tentLonal injustice. PtoATfi WnaSi, who waS an old soldier in every sense 
of the word, has absconded, 6Ad left d eonj^ion with the Confidential Boy in ‘ 

II* wllA Tloa 4 a J.'L. ^l-T— _*x i ir\ ^ ^ 


Mile candidates will he expected to furnish the Committee 
with the names of their Clubs and their tailors. They will be called 
I upon (if considered necessary) to pass an examination in billiards 
and icUrU, 

8. Fehiale candidates (with the exception, of dowagers) will he 
expected to forward to the Committee testimonials from members of 
Hurlingham, the Orleans, and the chief Military Clubs, not neces- 
sarily for publication, but as a guarantee of good form. 

4. Every Member shall have the right to introduce a cook, a 
bntler, and four footmen on Match days. 

5. Jiembers will he expected 'to provide their own crockery, plate, 
and tahle-lihen ; but (when possible) dining-tables will be x^rovided 
by the Club. 

6. In future Members will not be permitted to send anything 
beneath the rank of a donkey-cart, as a substitute for their own 
carri^e, on the occasions of the University Contest and the Eton 
and PCarrow Match. 

7. Members cooking their luncheons, dinners, <&c», on the groxind, 
will be expected to consume their own smoke. 

8. In future lawn-tennis or Badminton will be substituted for I 
cricket when the Oxonians meet the Cantabs and the Public School | 
Boys contend for victory. This alteration has been decided upon so 
that luucheon-parties may be disturbed as little as possible. 

9. Members will be entitled to bring pianofortes upon the ground, 

I and to organise musical parties. 

10. The tennis-court will be available for dancing at 10 X.M. A 
stringed hand wiE he provided by the Club on Tuesdays, Thursdays, 
and Saturdays. 

11. In future the Public will be rigidly excluded from Lord’s, 
except during the months of December, January, and February, 
when rough games, Such as footbSlL <fec., will not be permitted. 

And, lastly (Rule 1^), Four times Ja year the centre turf may be 
Used for cricket, if the Members can be induced to waive their right 
to uSe it for a luncheon-ground. 


lEONx OB BABLiAjmarr. 


tile victim a cruM coaspMy. Our Esteemed Ocntributor’s Friend, the 
'Lrvery Stable Keeper, has called on us, and we haversjSied.hhaL for a settie- ’ 


bs^ctioA”? 
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ATROCITIES AND ATROCITIES'^^ 

OE, ‘‘the EISTOETION^S OE^AETISAISrSHEP.” 


ment to hold its hand from aid to the power that had sanctioned, 
if not directed, snch abominable brutalities and indiscriminate 
massacres. 

It neyer occurs to this amazing: drawer of parallels that for the 
Bulgarian atrocities we had the testimony both of Eaglish eye- 
witnesses of the hideous relics of Batak and PhiLippopolis, and of the 
English gentleman officially charged to inwestigate the facts, to set 
against the audacious lying of the Turkish official report ; while for 
the alleged Russian atrocities we have as yet no evidence but those 
very Turkish official reports, which we know, as a rule, to_be 
unworthy of credit. 

Next, apart from the g,uestion of evidence altogether, our common 
sense tells us that there is all the difEerence in the world, as a matter 
of justifi-cation, between such trivial provocation as alone was ever 
proved in the ease of the Bulgarian Atrocities and the exigences of 
actual war. The burnings and bombardments of an invading army 
are blind, and cannot always distinguish between the persons or pro- 
perties of avowed enemies and unarmed peasants, between magazines 
and hospitals, head-q^uarters and consulates, particularly where flags I 
are hoisted at the command of those to whom lying costs nothing. 

If the Gentleman of the Fall Mall Gazette see the differ- 

ence between the horrors and sufferings which follow the advance 
or retreat, the course of attack or defence, of an invading army, and 
the massacre and outrage of unoffending women, innocent children, 
unarmed peasants, and unoffending priests, to say nothing of the 
mdesoribable horrors far worse than death, which revealed the 
utter brutality of the ruling Turks in Bulgaria last year, we And 
it difficult to say which most imflts him for his task of public 
mstructor — ^his lack of common fairness, or his want of common 


^ .‘‘^Gentlem^ ’^o 

/A will not^ give his side 

LX tentions, is, it must 

yj be admitted, a master 

j/ of strong language, if 

^ not of strong logio^ 

Bet us gather some 

of the plums flung by him at the heads of the party^ie delights to 
dishonour: — 

“The truly blood-thirsty disposition of the party of sentiment,” 
shows itself in their irrepressible “ chagrin and disappointment, 
shocking to behold,” that the extermination of the Turks has been 
temporarily deferred.” They show “ with an almost horrid frank- 
ness ” their “ impatience of any intermission in the work of 
slaughter.” They feel an “anxious longing for a heavy list of 
I Turkish killed and wounded.” Their leading paper is “ an organ 


ing p^er is an organ 
of sentimental hlood-thirst.” They are “indifferent to human 
suffering,” not only among the belligerents, but among harmless 
peasant families driven into the forests to die of starvation. 

■We reserve the plum for the last, and give it the honour of 
italics — 

They “ employ theit powers of defamation ” to “ deny the Turhs 
the virtue of veracity^ which has hitherto been allowed them by the 
most virulent of their detractors*^ 

It may be necessary to assure our readers that this rich selection 
of Billingsgate abuse and reckless assertion, is made not from 
Reynolds' s Miscellany^ but from the Fall Mall Gazette^ whose dis- 
covery of the “veracity” of the official Turk is worthy to figure 
among the most wonderful audacities or hallucinations of partisan- 
ship. 

Why, if there he one q,uality‘ of Turkish Officialism on which 
there is a perfect consensus of disinterested testimony, it is its prac- 
tice of cool, calm, gigantic lying, that not only gualifies or sup- 
presses^ hut calmly reverses the truth with a grand composure^ and 
dignified assurance which has often imposed on Enghsh Diplo- 
matists, and led them to accept as facts the statements of official 


juutuo victory, CbJUkU. |L/JLI»VhKV, I 

And this Dringrs us to another article by onr friend* the Gentle- 
man of the Gazette, which for amenity of phrasb, and fairness to 
those who differ from him, is worthy to he put on a par with the 
one from which we have culled the sweet things above quoted. This 
aarticle is headed, “ Atrocities and Atrocities and its object is to 
msist on the glaring inoonsistenoy of “the party of sentiment” 
for not “ losing their wits ” as completely, and becoming as blind -to all 
“gsni^ous ailowanoe for difficulties” over the “Atrocities,” 
reported by the Turkish bulletins to have been comxnitted by the I 
Russians in Armenia and Bulgaria, as orer the “ Atrocities,” which 
last year turned the universal feeling of England tows^s the 
ruling Turk to one of horror and repulsion, and forced our Govem- 


ALERED THE GREAT AT WANTAGE. 

What ’s in a name ? Something, sometimes. Thus Wantage* 
without a statue of its noblest son, Aepeed Tips Gbeat, may he said 
to have represented a Want of the'*' Age. This want is now supplied 
by CotrifT Gxeiohbn’’s full-length statue of that best and bravest of 
English Monarchs, that “ wort^ father of a worthy line,” presented 
to ^e town by Coxon-bx Loyd Lindsay, and last Saturday unveiled 
by the Peince and Pbincess op Waxes. It was well that the statue 
or such a king and hero should he the work of a sculptor of the 
British blood-royal, that it should have been given by a soldier who 
bears the badge of valour on his breast and unveiled by the hand 
that will one day, it is hoped, bear the sceptre of these Isles, and 
hers whom this isle has taken to her heart out of those Danes from 
whose fathers Axpeed rescued England. A pleasant thought that she 
should do Axpeed honour, for whom Axpred’s,_ Kingdom, grown 
to fulness of strength, has, of its freewill, again put on Danish 
chains — ^the chains of love and honour. 


APPOINTMENTS EOR THE INSANE. 

The Eaux op Shaptbsbttey, among various uses, serves as hono- 
rary Chairman of the Lunacy Commissioners. Examined, the other 
day, before the Select Coiumittee of the House of Lords appointed 
to inguire into the operation of the Lunacy Laws, he expressed an 
opinion worthy of note : — 

“ His Lordship would not render admittance to Asyluma easier than it 
was at present, although he would not increase the obstacles attending it.” 

This statement, authoritative as it is, will perhaps induce legisla- 
tors to relinguish the idea of enacting that a necessary condition^ of 
admittance to a Lunatic Asylum shall be success' in a Competitive 
Examination. 

Entre Dire et Faire. 

“ M, Lfiow Say, late Pinance Minister of Prance, and leading representa- 
tive of Pree-trad,e in that country, is expected to attend the next dinner of 
the Cohden Club.” — JDatly News. 

Lfiosr for Cobden hath couched lance : 

And yet, for all this champion true, 

Free-trade in France has yet to advance 
From the domain of “ Say” to “ Do.” 

The Latest Opera. 

The Second Act of SmU CMara (the Duke op Saxe-Cobueg- 
Goxha’s unfortunate Cpera) is entirely funere^, reure^nting the 
obsequies of the deceased we of the Czarowitoh. me, Gye should 
hive announced this as “ a great undertaking.” 

An Expbnsitb Execoqeon. — For the Ward of Cheap. (WHM 

Punches compliments to SiB John Benneoct.) 


vox, XXXXIT, 
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THE SONG OP SHINDY. 

A. JPcBun which Mt, Pv/rwh earnestly convnierds to the attention of 
Reformers, Inventors, Practical Philanthropists, and all lovers of 
their kind, 

I tke only true cliild of Old Chaos alive, 

But hy Science igjnored or accepted I thrive. 

She is down on Disorder and Dirt, but till now 
Seems tolerant still of TJnliniited Row. 

Men prate about Silence and fight about Peace ; 

I am sworn foe of both, and my triumphs ne’er cease. 

Art hears me, the Church aU my powers employs, 

And Progress itself is the patron of Noise. 

In the Centres of Commerce I rule and rejoice, 

Uplifting a harsh and cacophonous voice 
Of incredible compass, from thunder to s(iueal. 

Through roar, rattle, rumble, explosion, and peal, 

Thud, clatter, and clash, all the changes I ring 
On the gamut of Row ; and my voice is a thing 
Which to rival in power or shrillness of note 
Old Stentor might fruitlessly strain his huge throat. 

Poor Music my rival, mine enemy Quiet, 

A T P nowhere with me in the race of sheer Riot ; 

For Silence and Song are but interludes rare 
In the Devil’s Tattoo that I beat everywhere. 

I ’m Civilisation’s chief Nemesis. She, 

Whilst weighted with such an Old Man of the Sea, 

Is held, by the wise, mere mechanical welter. 

Whose name should be altered to wild Helter-Skelter. 

Reform, which lays hands upon everything now. 

Has made an exception in favour of Row ; 

And Satire, which scarifies all that ’s absurd. 

Lets me off with a feeble occasional gird. 

A sour ScHOPEKHAUBE may sometimes protest, 

A Leech or a Babbaob bewail his lost rest ; 

But men in the mass, howsoever annoyed,^ 

Accept me as nuisance that none may avoid. 

And yet did but Science and Satire unite 
Against me, in earnest to scheme and to fight. 

The rule of the last of the tyrants of Man 
Would be quicMy reduced to a limited span. 

Should tolerant tympanums fairly revolt, 

I’m afraid I should have to sing small, or to bolt, 

Like most later despots, of whom which enjoys 
Such irrational rule as preventible Noise ? 

But Conservative dulness is Shindy’s best friend, 

And while that holds sway my long rule knows no end. 

To stop needless Noise, from bells, whistles, or jaws, 

Would be held as subversive of Nature’s first laws, 

A crusade ’gainst Cacophony ? Bless you, no fear I 
The Millennium itself is precisely as near. 

’Gainst despots of all sorts shout orators windy, 

But who dares to head a revolt against Shindy ? 


EETEOSPECTIYE EEGEETS. 

(At (he End of the Season,) 


Gentlemeh. 

Why the deuce, Chaelie, 
didn’t I back 8ylvio and 
cida f And what on earth per- 
suaded you to play that knave 
at the Macheaterium ? We 
might have made our fortune I 
Demers ! 

Ah, my boy, if I ’d only had 
the pluck to pop that evening in 
the conservatory, I know she 
would have taken me : and now 
she’s gone off with O’CncEStrsI 
I am an idiot. 

I say, old man, what could 
have awoke my conscience t’other 
night, when that tipsy De Geujst- 
HOBN offered to swop his phaeton 
and pair for Eva’s bouquet? 
Donkey ! 

My good Benjamin, where 
shall 1 find the ready to last me 
through another season ? Un- 
fortunate pauper that I am I 

Right you are! I ought to 
have nicked the widow, after all. 
She wasn’t ten years older than 
myself, and positively good- 
looking under a white veil. Ass ! 

How can I get out of my stupid 
promises to Ida and Ethel? 
Fortunately both the Baronet and 
the M.P. are too proud to bring 
an action. Lucky dog 1 

Now just look at that I If I 
hadn’t oecome a member of the 
Lyons Club I should never have 
got mixed up with Mas. Jeanne 
Dahk, and the row wouldn’t have 
happened, and Mabel wouldn’t 
have turned her back on me, and 
— confound it, you know, it’s 
really quite too awfully big a 
nuisance. Dash it all ! 


Change oe Title. — From The Triest in Ahsoluiwn to Ahaolute 
Pollution in the Priest, 


Ladies. 

I’m not sure, Mahy, that it 
does one harm getting up at 
twelve and going to bed at four 
in the morning ; but I do not feel 
quite as good as when I was up 
at Fairholzne. 

Bother ! I could bite my 
tongue off I I wish I hadn’t gone 
in for being satirical when I came 
out. Chaelie left me for saying 
those cruel things to him ! And 
I know I shall never love anyone 
again, I could dance on my best 
bonnet! 

If I had only taken the box- 
seat at Lord’s I should have had 
his coronet at my feet. J ust like 
my absurd shyness. My Lord 
has got a nice hit of temper in 
Bella, though. I ought to know 
i£ anyone does. 

Yes, I believe I have broken 
his heart; but he has done 
nothing desperate yet. I wish I 
hadn’t been so merciful. A sen- 
sational denouement would have 
made me the rage. Men can’t 
appreciate a woman nowadays I 

I could have cut out the Yan- 
kee Beauty into little stars and 
stripes, if I hadn’t caught the 
measles from that stupid boy, 
who ought never to have left his 
school. “Why, suttinlyl” as 
the siren with the fetching twang 
says ; and the Yank noTOere in 
the betting, “ Oh, snakes I ” 


PUNCH’S ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Like the two lions upon Afric’s burning shore in Bomhaatea 
FuriosOf two Earls of Mar confront each other rampant in the 
Peerage BoU of Scotland. As “the last lion thought the first a 
bore,” so, doubtless, thinks the Eabx oe Mae and Kellie by the 
creation of 1567 of Me, Ehskine Goodbve, who claims to be Earl of 
Mar by the creation of 1457 

Creations claBhing— 'tis a shook of worlds I ” 

The Dube of BtrccLEUCH (Lorda^ Monday^ July 9), who moved to 
reverse the order of nature hy putting the second creation before 
the first, was fain, in the end, to agree to the Lohd Chanoellob’s 
suggestion of a Select Committee. Well may we say that a Select 
Committee is the end of all things, when even the order of creation 
—though it be only a creation of Scotch Peers— is referred to it. 
Eabl Foetesotje thinks the lower middle-class have not their fair 
- share of the good things that should fall from the rich table of the 
Endowed Schools, objects to their management by the Charity' 
Commissioners, and moves for returns which he thinks will hear out 
both conclusions. ,The Duxe oe Richmond grants the returns, and 


work the harder it is. The most fiagtant jobs die hardest, and there 
is no job so bad but it can find a Parliamentary mouthpiece, if it but 
cry loud enough. A good job needs no defender* The point is to 
make the best of a bad one. 

(Cbmmona.)— The British Ambassador (teate the Chancelloe of 
THE Excheudee) has not informed the Sultan that itm^ be neces- 
sary for Great Britain to occupy Coustaatinople and the Dardanelles 
for the protection of British interests. The French Government has 
not come to any understanding with the English as to naval opera- 
tions in the East. So Monday’s lies are settled. 

The arrest of two Plumstead patriots with the significant names 
of “ Cowing” and “Deadman,” charged with riot in resisting en- 
closure, exercises Me. Booed. The stout assertion of public rights 
in common groxmds has no stronger friend than Mr, Punch, But Mb. 
Db Moegan is distinctly becoming not only a nuisance himself, bnVa 
cause of nuisance in others, and will have to be taught, sharply if 
need be, that he is not Mieaeeau, but De Moegan— M ways bearing 
in mind that the last thing he ought to be made is a Martyr. 


Naval Chaplains marked with the Holy (boss, that blessed 
Brotherhood, the Holy Cross Society, as a whole, and lastly, the 




A RENCONTRE. 

Mes. H. (wishing to economise) takes an eaely Moening Teain to tee Ameeioan Meat Stoee. Mes. H/s West-Eni) 
Botohek (who sells only ** Peimb English Meat) has, eoe some mystbbious Ebason, come to the same Place. They 
MEET— Tableau/ 


Inflexible, in the matter of which the Goremment has* shown itself 
of more flexibility than stability, and grants an unofficial Com- 
mittee to report on that much-discussed wiip — 

“Quicqmd agtmt homines votam, timor, ira, yoluptas, 

Q-audia, discursus, nostri farrago reporti.” 

After the Lower Chamber’s Miscellany came the Second Reading of 
Lobjd Cabnaeton’s skeleton South Africa BiU, not sweetened by the 
hint that some £100,000 will be wanted at once to meet the expenses 
of Transvaal Annexation of which Mr. Lowthbr gave the history, 
which is at the same time the justification. 

Mr. Coxjrtney and Sir C. Duke think the Annexation a blunder, 
if not worse. It is always well that such acts should be well 
threshed out ; and that, as in the canonisation of a Saint there is an 
advocatus diaholi to set forth all the reasons against Saintship; there 
should be Parliamentary Protesters to pick all the holes possible in 
a proceeding as open to question as most Annexations. But, after 
taldng tent of all the holes that Mb. Courtney and the acute Chelsea 
Baronet can pick^ Punch believes the Transvaal Annexation wOl 
hold water-^*w|?n»iw, as a necessity for the safe^ of British South 
African Dominion, and, secondly, as for the good, not only in the 
long run, but immediately, of both Dutch Boers and South African 
Natives— brown, whitey-brown, and yellow— Caffres, Totties, Bush- 
men, and Afrikanders ^ike ; both the matter and manner of which 
reflect honour on Sir THE0PEaa:.u'S Shefsione and credit on Lord 
Carnarvon, 

Mr. Rylands was down on the cost of buildings and administra- 
tion in Broadmoor Orimiaal Lunatic Asylum ; and Mr. Cross, ad- 
mitting that the cost of the Asylum was enormous, promised to look 
into it* For once Rylands scores a point. 

Mr. Shaw-Leeevbe raised a matter that sorely wants raising— 
our Consular Serme in Turkey. It is hard not to feel that 
there is hnt too much foundation for his charge against our Consul 
in Bosnia, of passionate Philo-Turkism, ana obstinate injustice 
to the Bosnian rebels a^inst Turkish opprecfsion, whom the 


^ all recent unofficial record, if there he a region of European 
Turkey, after Montenewo, in which honest and well-informed 
English sympathy would he safe to centre, it is Bosnia and the 
Herzegovina, where the Rayahs, at their own risk and the risk of 
all near and dear to them, have left their homes and braved cold, 
hunger, danger, and death in battle, on the hill-side, an^ worse 
than either, in the Turkish prisons or at the hands of the Turkish 


wisdom of Mr. SHAW-LEPEVBE'to see them described as ** brigands’’ 
and “ filibusters,” roused to revolt not by domestic oppression but 
by foreign intrigue. , , 

Happuy we have in Bosnia one Freeman at least, able and willing 
to sympathise with freemen, and his picture is there to correct 
the other by. Of course Me. Boxtekb, as in Foreign Office duty 
bound, defended onr Bosnian Consul. But facts are stiranger 
than Foreign Office instructions ; and if our Consul, spealmg on 
Turkish authority, reports facts, then the statements of Me. Evans, 
Misses Irby and Muir-Mackenzie and Mr. Stillman, who have 
perambulated these regions expressly to study and report from 
observation the state of the people and their treatment by their 
rulers, are fictions : ‘Which conclusion is the more probable r Let 
us hope the days are gone, or going, by, when it was an instruction-^ 
to English Consuls to paint the Turks m couUur de rose. 

Perhaps, however, the spirit of those days in the Foreign Office may 
survive Ottoman Rule in Bosnia. But with the Turks out of Euro- 
pean Tnrk^ as rulers, we can put up with any amount of them in 
that little European Turkey over in Downing iStreet. It is when the 
Turks here and the Turks there play into each other’s hands, that 
mischief is made. One point in eonclnsion ; our Consul in Bosnia, Mr. 
Lowthbe said, had been forty-one years in the service. Surely he 
has earned Ms retiring pension, or, at all events, an easier berth than 
Bosnia in times like tiiese. He can’t be good for much in the 
saddle over such roads as travellers in those parts describe; and how 
else is he to get about ? and how but by getting about is he ^ learn 
the tculh^ surrounded by those great masters in the art of lying and 
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A HINT FOR HOT WEATHER- 

iMCITATIOlSr IS THE SiNOBREST EOBM OV FlATTEEY. WHY NOT DO 
AWAY WITH THE SLBEYBS OF YOtTE OUTBR GARMENT, LIKE THE 

Ladies ? 

evasion, the Turkish OflS.cials? Home is clearly the place for 
Holmes, and let Freeman come to the front. 

The Home-Rulers were, for once, almost unanimous in defence of 
one of the most egregious jobs ever attempted even in Ireland, or 
defended even hy Irish Members— the appointment by a Master 
in an Irish Court within three weeks of his last act of official life, 
of his son to a junior-clerkship with no duties, the abolition of which 
had been recommended by the Chief Justice and Chief Baron, and 
the salary of which, thus filled up, th^ Treasury have refused to 
pay. Chiee Justice "Whiteside is q.uoted as characterising this as 
I ^‘incredible meanness.*^ We should have called it “plain duty,” 
or, “ inevitable necessity,” which you wiU. 

Colonel Wellesley seems destined to breed battle. How they are 
auarrelling over Ms retention in the Military Attaoh§ship more than 
five years, because it puts him over the heads of his military seniors, 
and violates the rotation rule. 

ji propos of that rule which shifts holders of Stafi appointments 
after five years’ tenure, if any Military Reformer— not Hr. 
Holms, but andthex— ;Would move for a Select Committee to inguire 
into the working of it, in such appointments as the Superintendence 
of Woolwich Arsenal or the Governorship of the Military College, 
he would do good service, and expose little-suspected practical fil- 
oonse(iuences of the hard and fast application of a rule that, to 
work well, must he worked “ with a difference.” 

In certain classes of appointments the application of the five years’ 
rule means simply throwing away all the benefit of an expensive 
experience, and constant replaeiag^ at John Bull’s heavy cost, of 
men who have learnt a difficult business by those who have it all to 
learn. 

Tuesday {Zorde)*-yJSx mhilo niMh^ 

Commons {Msyrning Sitting), — jl. propos of a question hy 
Whall^, the Chancellor, oe the Hxcheqtteb protested against 
canards heing let fly in the House of Commons, and the Government 
heing expected to bring them down. On the motion for going into 
Supply for Education, ^LoRD Sandon, essaying a general statement, 
was pulled up sharp by Forsteb, and told to keep Ms talk till 
tne hLouse was in Committee. After some time wasted in a smart 


wrangle. Lord Sandon shnt up, whereupon Mr. Samuelson moved 
a relaxation of the rule that requires .those who are learmng to teach 
to live in Training Colleges. The Scotch Universities are able and 
willing to teach teachers, and “my Lords” will facilitate attend- 
ance of Clueen’s Scholars on their classes. But further they decline 
to go, and the House, by Lord Sandon’s direction, m spite of Mr. 
Forster’s plea for Day- Training Colleges, supported the Depart- 
ment by 121 to 78— an official majority. , , ^ 

Sir John Lubbock asked, on^ behafi of School Boards and Com- 
mittees, for more elbow-room in choice of subjects, and order and 
mode of teaching them. He gave abundant illustrations of present 
absurdities and palpabk improvements in national schooling, as to 
wMch the only question is, it they be possible under present condi- 
tions and with existing appliances. Common-sense seems to point 
out, that there would be iiffintely more use in teacMng hoys common 
gardening, and girls the simplest household work and plainest 
cookery, instead of much in the bookwork way that both are now 
kept at without learning. It is well that somebody in the House 
should c^ attention to what may or might he done, and clearly 
is not done, in tMs matter. Teachers’ pensions ; what we have got, 
and what we want, in the way of inspectors ; the difference between 
the number of children who ought to be, and who are at school, 
were all brought up, and attention to all promised. 

Lord Sandon reported good work doing in the way of that most 
urgent of all educational wants— the teaching of Cookery. ^ It the 
British workman’s broth and the British shopkeeper s joint and 
potatoes are spoiled for them, it is certainly not thanks to too many 
cooks, All the training-schools can, as it is, appoint teachers of 
Cookery. Why don’t they ? 

Lord Sandon asks for close on Two MMons. No two millions of 
national outlay will be more readily given, nor will John Bull 
grieve to hear that since he first put nis hand in his pocket for 
School purposes, nineteen miUions of his money have been spent in 
providing school-sittings for some three millions and a half ot 
children— for the three millions by many years of voluntary effort, 
and for the half million by a few years of the School Boards^ which 
are doing their work well and quietly, and over a population ot nearly 
tMrteen millions out of twenty-three, while Voluntary Schools deal 


of Schools is changing to wholesome rivalry in work done. 

English cottons in India pay an Import Duty of five per cent., 
Manchester kicks against this, of course on the most disinterested of 
Free Trade principles. 

When the Indian Budget cau afford to dispense with the millions 
these Duties bring in, Government will remit them, and meantime 
all parties axe agreed such Duties cannot be maintained on prin- 
ciple, but the Government would have them kept up, as Manchester 
would have them repealed, for reasons of interest. 

Wednesday^^The House threw out the Scotch Church Rates 
Abolition Bill, after an exhaustive debate ; and talked out the Irish 
Peerage Bill, after an exhausting one. 

Thursday (Xortfs).— Royal Assent given to a batch of some forty 
or fifty Private or hybrid Bills, and a big batch of Confirmation 
Bills rattled through Second and Third Reading and Committee — 
all by a quarter-past five. All business and no babble. 

( CommonsJ)^!!. babble and no business. Among the multifarious 
topics touched on, Mr. Bourke reported that the Porte had not ful- 
filled its promises long since given to Mr. Layard to release the 
Bulgarian prisoners. Mr. Cross promised a thorough investigation 
of the management of the Blue Coat School, over wnich a cloud has 
been cast by the late sad suicide. Mr. Vivian promised next 
session to take up The Priest in Absolution, as the Government 
did not feel themselves equal to grapple with that very objection- 
able party. Sir M. H. Beach announced that the Beetle seen 
climbing on Dublin Guay was not the true Colorado Bug, being 
twice as big, and not a bit like it in any respect— pleasant news for 
Pat and Ms potatoes. Or is it that the dirty Saxon begrudges poor 
Ireland even her Colorado Beetle f Bedad, Punch wopddn’t won- 
der— and the Major evidently thinks so. (See our Cartoon.) “ Who 
Killed the Irish Sunday Closing Bill?” Not an easy question 
d propos of any Bill that has died ot am Irish Obstruction in its 
Parliamentary passage. 

Enough, it is dead— though, as the Major declared, all had been 
done that could be done for “ those dismsl Sabbatarian Men.” 

The Scotch and Irish Education grants (£^8,782, £015,238) voted, 
with a mnning accompaniment of remark, practical in the Scotch 
ca^, contradictory and cantankerous in the Irish. The salaries of 
Irish National School Teachers ought to be increased. But then so 
ought the Irish local contributions to the cost of National Educa- 
tion. An increase of the latter would he unassailable ground for 
insisting on an increase of the former. 

Friday (i^<fo).— In Committee on Universities’ Bill, a last blow 
at (fierical FellowsMps dealt by Lord Granville. The House 
parried it, by 103 to 69. Not the less, my good Clerical Fellows, you 
i are doomed. 
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PRIEST-PENITENT IN ABSOLUTION. 

Go. self-styled “ Priest in Absolution,” 

And fitting penance be put tbrongb— 

Or, owning a Base substitution, 

At least confess tbyself a “ doo ” ! 

Go, sbam Confessor, self-appointed, 

Kneel to a Priest with, patent cbrism,— 

Rome’s own original anointed ! 

To shrive thee of the sin of schism! 

Own thee a double-faced backslider 
Who ought to join St. Peter’s bark'; 

Too long a heretic misguider, 

Prom Ltjthbs’s light to DsNs’s'dark. 

A base deceiver and begxdler 
Of silly women, old and young ; 

A humbug and impostor, viler 
Than aught that can be told with tongue. 

Humbly beg pardon for exploring. 
Unauthorised, another’s breast. 

And, thine own frailties while forth-pouring, 

A quack Confessor stand conf est I 

Solicit of thy ghostly father 
A penance worthy thy desert ; 

One that will incommoae thee rather — 

An iron belt or horsehair shirt, 

Peas in thy boots, or fiagellation 
Prescribed to merited extent. 

Or whatever worse humiliation 
It hath pleased Priest-craft to invent.’ 

Seek, before spreading more pollution, 

Of thine own sins to be released ; 

And be thyself, in 'Absolution, 

The Penitent instead of Priest ! 


Oonfi.teor ! 


[A BROAD HINT. 

MigflMfTraveller (to (Irish Railway Porter lahelUng Luggage), “Don’t TOir 
KEEP A Brush for that Work, Porter?” 

Porter. “ Shure, tour Honour, our Tongues is the only Insthrumbnts 
WE 're allowed. But they ’re ast kep’ Wet, tour Honnbr ? ” \JSwi taken 1 


Punch, in last week’s JEssence of Parliament^ in a fit 
of forgetfulness, gave Goethe the credit of a famous 
line of Schiller’s on the supremacy of folly. 

A score of “ kyind friends ” have been quick to warn 
him of his mistake. He thanks them, and thus does 
penance for it in his own sheets. 


(Commons,) — ^Before going into Supply, Parnell' once more lifted 
up his voice for his friends the Convicts, and the irrepressible 
WHALLET, of course, lugged in the “Unfortunate Kobleman.” 
Mr. Cross promised inquiry in the Recess. Anything for a quiet 
life. 

The Blue-Coat Committee is'to inquire'not only, into] the suicide of 
the poor boy, Gibbs, but into the state and, discipline of the School. 
Its members are Mr. Walpole, Mr. Forster, Mr. Russell Gurnet, 
Mr. Walter, and the Dean oe Chbist-Chubch. Thank you, Mr. 
Cross. There could not he a better selection. The discipline like the 
dress of Edward the Sixth’s school evidently wants overhauling. 


ON AMATEUE AOTOES 

Who’ court publicity^ and love to see something about themselves 
in print. 

So long as the Upper Ten among Professional Actors and Actresses 
encourage the “Distinguished Amateurs” by their remarkably 
disinterested friendship, and their (of course) genuine praise, so long 
will these Amateurs, whether “distinguished” as “The Idiotic Lot” 
(from Earlswood Asylum for One Day Only — Great Attraction I) , 
or by any other weakminded title, continue to degrade and render 
ridiculous the Art of which they would have the Public suppose 
they are so deeply enamoured. If their endeavours are for the 
benefit of a Charity, then that partioular cause would be far better 
sesrvedwere these Amateur Actresses and Actors who are so perpetually 
ddstipguishing themselves from the rest of their fellow-exeatores, 
to mske the round of their large dress-circle of fashionable friends 
and acquaintances, and ooUeet the sovereigns themselves. 

Xhe money that would have been spent on the inevitalde f eastings 
and other “ vanities ” inseparable ircm all Amateur performances, ' 
could be devoted to the same charitable object. And then if they 
must perform, let them do it among themselves, in some private 
house, where the patient victims, who serve as audience, may have 


been previously put into a state of somnolent good humour by an 
admirable dinner, or at least be buoyed up, during the purgatorial 
suffering of sitting through the performance of their Amateur 
friends, by the prospect of an excellent supper, . 

Ask one of these Amateurs to witness an Amateur performance I 
WiU not his'humorous reply be, “ Not if he knows it ” ? 

Are these Amateurs rendered so obtuse by their marvellous self- 
ooneeit that they do not perceive how they are being laughed at, 
"behind their backs, by those very Professionals with whom they are 
so delighted to 'consort, and with whom they are so childishly 
pleased to “ talk shop,” and who only fiatter them to their faces in 
order that they may, when the occasion requires, secure their valu- 
able patronage for flieir “ Benefits ^ 

There was an excellent notice in the Daily Telegraph the other day 
of one of these brilliant Amateur Performances at the Gaiety Theatre. 
The writer avoided all criticism of the performers, hut adroitly 
charged the audience with being dull ; and this, he explained, had a 
depressing effect on the Actors / / The audience were, it appears, 
so densely stupid, and so unappreciative, that the majority quitted 
their Stalls (for they were almost entirely a stall-fed audience) 
before the last piece. The deduction is cleverly left to the reader. 

There are “ wheels within wheels ” in most cases, and much micro-' 
scopio machinery in all Amateur Theatrical Movements. Eor om:- 
selves, we are satisfied with “ the escape movement.” But wl^e 
the wheels of toadyism, fiunkeyism, and individual interest exist, 
they will act and re-act on one another, the machinery will bo 
set in motion, the professional puppets will bow and praise, and the 
“ Distinguished Amateurs ” wiU,oontinue to strut their long hours 
on the Stage, and live in a blissful state of self-glorification. 


THE MONITOR SYSTEM, 

IiODGUNQ- by the blowings-up which have occurred, the Turkish 
Monitors, like those of the Blue Coat School, seem to be in need of 
official overhauling. 





NATURAL INDIGNATION. 

Materfamilias {whose pretty Daughters ham not got Partners). ** JrsT ioojb: at thosb hoemd Maeeied Women danoikq away I They 

♦ought to be Ashamed oy themsblvbs V 


THE' COMING BEETLE. tiat MmsS ai 

A CEOWDED Meeting of Members of tbe Entomological Depart- to the 

ments of the Irish Animal Kingdom was held last night at the “ Hole i 
m the Wall,’^ Dublin, to consider the expected arriyal from the s-s 

United States and Canada of the Colorado Beetle {Doryphora did mankind se 
decemlineata). The assembly chiefly consisted of the Coleopieray 
but representatives of the Aphampteray ITemiptera, Dipteray . Shard-bt 
Homopteray and Ortkoptera were also present. The Chair was inaudible ( 
taken by — The Turnip 

The Stag Beetle [Lucanus cervus)^ who, in a few words, stated “would do for ] 
that the advent to this down-trodden island of the Colorado or Potato swedes, but thi 
Beetle, already found on the Continent of Europe, was now merely destroyed shoul 
a matter of time. He should, for his own pa^t, receive hitn as 
a brother— with open horns. * The Domesti 

The Eosechafer {Cetonia aurata) was of opinion that they should another annoyi 
prepare to give the distinguished immigrant a warm reception. Saxon oppresso 
The Bleeding-nose Beetle (Timarcha IcBvigata) said that had been The Norfolk 
done by the people at Cologne, where they had covered a field in to the last spea 
which their American cousin had been detected, with sawdust and The Plant FI 
peteoleum, and set it on fire. (** Shame / But, for all that, the seem to imply, 
I Colorado Beetle ha^ been seen on the wing,^^ and, plase the everything ojSc 
! potatoes or not, would soon be among them. (' ‘ Hear ! ^0 patriotic motn 

The Cockchafer {Melolontha vulgaris) was a Beetle to whom efflcient ally, 
nothmg came amiss. In his larva state he, like the Doryphora The Meat Fb 
decemlineata the Irish population, rejoiced in potatoes. But the should be glad* 
7 j .^“^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^‘^^^^TotatoBeetle. They deners and fan 

had both the same mterests, and the same enemies. Man would be in this favourec 
down on the Potato Beetle's larvee with poison. Boy wonld be down The Praying 
upon him, too, with foot and finger. He would probably have to feeder. Yet m 
beware oi the ^oj-tsucker, or Nightjar (Capnmulgm JBuropaus), look upon him 
and also oi ^e Kestrel {Pcdco tinnuncmus) ; but the former was him rather as i 
^ gamekeepers were fast exterminating the limitation, 

thMatter, which fed chiefiy on mice and insects, hy shooting it nnsuspectcd, 

^ ' ) It was a paxhcular foe of his kind, and might have be 

Im hated zt, as he did the whole brood of Saxon destroyers, of which further reduce 
this was one of the worst. (Cheers.) If go. he would 


The Devil’s Coach-horse (Staphylinus (Ocypus) Olens) supposed 
that himself and the Potato Beetle would perhaps be considered to 
belong to the same stud. But he (the D. C.) was a carnivorous 
Beetle, and feared he hardly deserved his name ; for whatever ho 
looked like, as he consumed carrion, and ate destructive insects, ho 
did mankind service, though he cocked his tail at them, but at none 
so high as the base, bloody, aud stupid Saxon. 

^ The Shard-born JBeetle [Geotrupes stercorarius) made an observa- 
tion inaudible on account of his drowsy hum. 

The Turnip Flea (Haltioa nemorum) hoped their Colorado friend 
would do for potatoes as he (the Turnip Flea) did for turnips and 
swedes, but that care would be taken that the value of the crops 
destroyed should be deducted from the rint, so that the loss might 
fall on the landlords. 

The Domestic Flea (Pulez irritans) would hail tlie arrival of 
another annoyance to the inhuman race, he meant, of course, the 
Saxon oppressor- 

The Norfolk Howard (Cimex lectiilarius) cordially cried ** ditto ” 
to the last speaker. 

The Plant Fly (Aphis vastator) could, as his technical name might 
seem to imply, helj^ to devastate ’taturs, but he could not destroy 
everythmg oft the face of the earth, even with the aid of the most 
patriotic motives. He expected to find the Colorado Beetle an 
efaeient ally. 

.The Meat Fly (Musca vomiforia) had to do chiefiy with meat. Ho 
should be glad to see a new-comer attack potatoes ; and as for gar- 
deners and farmers or St. Patrick himself trying to stamp him ont 
in this favoured island— they be blowed I 

The Pr^ping Mantis (Mantis religiosa) was not himself a vegetable 
feeder. Yet he sympathised with their Potato brother. He did not 
Ic^k upon him in the light of an en^y to Man. No j he regard^ 
hun rather^ as a beneficent dispensation— a bountiful provision for 
the limitalion, if not the extirpation, of a tuber possibly working, 
unsnspected, evil amongst men. Who knew? The Potato Beetle 
mght have been sent to supplement the Potato Famine, and still 
further reduce the population of this beautiful but mis-ruled island. 
If so, he would still prove a friend to the National cause, as the 
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Potato Pamine liad done, for lie sa-w, in that, the 'great spring of 
migration to the United States, and the tap-root of Penianism. To all 
the words of welcome with which the approaching advent of the 
DorypTiora decemlineata had been hailed by precemng speakers, he 
devoutly resjponded “ Amen I ’’ 

Ureat excitement was here produced in the Meeting by the 
announcement, on the best authority, that^ a large specimen of the 
Potato Beetle had just been caught climbing up a rope to Dublin 
Q,uay ! 

The Domestic Plea — ^who was proud to avow himself a Home-Buler 
— ^begged to move three cheers for the Invader. Any invader of Ms 
unhappy country was welcome, and the worse the better. 

Three cheers for the Potato Beetle were then proposed from the 
Chair, and given with tremendous buzzing. 

The cheers had hardly subsided when a pair of Devil’s Coach- 
horses was rapidly driven up, bearing the following telegram : — 

_ Spouse of Commons^ Thursday^ Midnight, 

Hjcks Bea.oh: says it isrdt a Colorado beetle thaVs in it^ hut a 
Stone JBeetZe^ twice as big and not a bit like the raal ould Colorado 
boy, X>orit believe it, ^ The Saxons want to stand between Ould 
Ireland and •precedency in possession of the genuine Totato JBug, I^m 
houlding up for the raal ould Colorado, JBLurroo ! 

The reading of this telegram was the signal for a scene of unpre- 
cedented excitement, amidst which our reporter, being recognised, 
was expelled with circumstances of the utmost ignominy. 


A GOOD KNIGHT, AND HIS GUERDON- 

“ Childb Bow- 
XAEn to the Dark 

Tower came 

Over its closed door 
was carved “ Post- 
Office," and it was 
locked all about 
with big padlocks 
labelled, l^stage." 
And Childe Row- 
LAJTB smote long 
and loud on the 
tower with his 
lance, and at last, 
after much hard 
knocking on the 
tower,and the weird 
things that came 
forth to fight in its 
defence, the pad- 
locks topped ofi, 
and light shone 
from loophole and 
parapet till now all 
dark and drear, and 
in place of all the 
heavy padlocks was 
but one slight latch 
with a penny stamp 
thereon ; and through the doors came and went millions of letters, 
where hundreds went before .... And the Dark Tower became a 
Light Tower, whence Knowledge and Love flashed forth to the ends 
of the earth. 

All which is an allegory of Sin Rowland Hill and his good work 
of Penny Postage. 

When we say that Sib Rowland, although no carpet kni^t, was 
born in Kidderminster — ^that of all the kids, or childxen, of TEidder- 
minster, he is the one the borough is proudest of — and that its 
muoicipal worthies have set on foot a subscription for^ a statue to 
this good knight of Kidderminster in his native town, and want 
another £1000 to complete the sum needed for Commemoration 
worthy of the man and nk work, Punch need only add that “ Appli- 
cations for Subscription Cards ; Donations to the Memorial Fund ; 
and all communications may be addressed to the ‘ Hop. Secretaries, 
Sir Rowland Hill Memorial Fund, Town Hall,^ JKddermiiister^’ " 
to set such applications and donations streamingin, in a flood as*iull 
as the flow of penny stamped letters through the Post Office Rowland 
HiLl has re-created. 


Between Chalet and Shanty. 

(A Tomisfs Question.) 

Fob the Autumn esimy a Swiss valley f 
Or explore a heW World in the West P 
Stand bet\sixt Coo?: and Haze, shilly-aiialiy.? 
Or subside in a “ shan’t-he P ” to rest ? 


MR. PUNCHES SELECT COMMITTEES. 

Ko. Y. — On Music — oe the Pbesent, and oe the Futtjbe. 

Mbs. Hazy Hiobealtttbb examined . 

Q, I understand you are passionately devoted to Music ? 

For many years I have made the Tone- Art my speeialite, 

Q, What do you mean by the “Tone- Art " ? 

A, I mean what you would scarcely, I fear, understand, as 
Music. I mean the form that Music now takes to the higher, and, 
if I may be allowed to say so, the more Teutonic order of intel- 
ligences. 

Q. Do you yourself belong to this order ? 

.d., I am Teutonic, though of the English or lower branch of that 
great World-family. 

Q. May I take it that ‘you have for many years devoted yourself 
to Music ? 

A, I prefer the phrase “ Tone-Art.” 

Q, Have your studies and practice been in the vocal or instru- 
mental branches of Music P 

A, In neither? 

! Q, Is there any other ? 

A, Tes ; the most important — the sesthetio and appreciative. I 
conceive it to be my mission to prepare the way for the Tone-Art of 
the Future. 

j Q. Will you define the Tone- Art of the Future ? 

I A. It defies definition. I should describe it as a mighty system 
I of spiritual aeronautics, meant to lift up the soul to the sublime 
I regions of supersensnous Harmony, above the gross and earthly 
restraints of received Form in Composition, and the vulgar attrac- 
tions of sustained Melody. 

Q. I am afraid I must ask you to explain your answer. 

A, I decline explanation. 1 am attempting to give you an idea 
of the musical standpoint of the higher aesthetic school of Tone- 
Art. 

Q. In whom do you find this embodied ? 

A, Wa&neb is the preseut embodiment of tbe Tone-Art of the 
Future. Amongst past Composers I have no doubt I should class 
Gluck very high, if I knew his music. I also rank Bbblioz and 
Letzt amongst those who, in the morning twilight of Tone-Art, 
antioipated its noonday brightness. 

Q , What do you especially admire in the music of Wagneb ? 

A, It is difficult to make this apparent to the uninitiated. But I 
claim geuerally for his music — ^it is difficult to avoid the expression, 
though I am aware we attach very different ideas to the word — an 
epic grandeur of intention, with a symbolising at once of sense by 
sound, and an uplifting of sound above sense, combined with a 
subtlety, variety, and cmour of instrumentation, which gives a new 
value to the orchestral interpretation of passion and poetry, and 
throws new Tone-lights on Man, Mind, and Nature. 

Q, Wni you kindly attempt to make your meaning a little plainer ? 

A, I fear I can hardly expect you to understand me. The subject 
belongs to the domain of the Higher -*3Esthetic, and rejjuires special 
cultivation of abstract subjectivity. As such subjectivity becomes 
tbe fashion, I have no doubt the faculties remiisite for its applica- 
tion will be developed. I find this to be usually the case. 

Q, Probably I need hardly ask if you admire the music of earlier 
Operatic Composers ? 

A. I do not. The German Tone-Poets, as Mozabt, Wbbbb, 
Beethoven, and Mendelssohn, may have nad ocoasional glimpses 
of the higher regions of Tone-Art ; but tbe Italians are hopelessly 
condemned, to wallow in the mud of sustained melody, and the 
fetters of fixed form. The French are still further below contempt. 

Q, Do you admit within your pale Bishoe, Balee, Wallace, or 
in fact any English composer ? 

A, Certainly not- They are essentially defective from the stand- 
point of the higher Tone-Art — ^mere writers of tunes, contented 
wallowers in the Melodic Bathos. 

Q, What do you mean by the “ Melodic Bathos P ” 

A, The region of recurrent rhythmical form, delightful to the 
vulgar ear, ere it is cultivated to perception of the higher Tone- Art. 

Q. You *have said you conceive it to be your mission to prepare 
the way for the Music — I beg your pardon — ^the Tone- Art of the 
Future. How is this to be effected P 

A, By carrying musical fashion a stag© higher than even the 
most serious musical matinies do at present. 

Q. What is a musical maUnie f 

A, In the popular sense, an assemblage of people of the most 
various tastes in a crowded drawing-room on a hot afternoon in 
the height of the season to listen to amateur musical talent. 

Q. TaJdng place. in the adEt^moon, why are those assemblies called 
“ maiinSes ” f 

A, Everything is called a matinie^* that takes place before 
dinner^ 

Q, What is the entertainment generally provided at these 
“ mc^nies ” f 
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THE BAROMETER. 

Master {soliloqrmmg aloud), ** This Ha-ND doisn’t move a bit I ” 
Eousemaid, “ No, Sir. Please, Sir, I think it wants Oiling,*' 


A. At my own, and those of the School of Higher iEsthetio to which I 
belong, all but the hi^er element of Tone- Art — the Wagnerian repertoire 
-^is rigidly excluded. In other houses, even of high pretensions to musical 
culture, the staple is what is called classical music.” ^ If there is a daughter 
of the house haying pretensions to a yoice, an occasional operatic solo, or a 
song by one of the fashionable English composers— as ISullivan or Mollot— 
must of course be introduced for her. 

Q. Will you oblige me by defining “ classical music ” ? 

A. I would rather leare that to those who still believe in it. It includes, I 
should say, the works of Bach, Beethoten, Mozaht, Webee, Stohr, Men- 
DEiiSSOHN, SCBDUBERT, ScHUKANN, and some modern composers— in particular, 
Eaef, and Bbahms. But this, I should explain, is far above the standard of 
most of these matinies. At a large number the lower forms of Italian operatic 
music are alone indulged in ; wlule some even descend to the degradation of 
French Opera-^Bouffe compositions. 

^ Q. How is the music usually interpreted at these matiniesy whether of the 
higher or lower order ? 

A, By an amateur quartette band, if one can be got together, with, or without 
the instrumental aid of professionals. The'; vocal element is. as a rule, also 
amateur. Besides the daughters of the house, and an;^ of their friends not likely 
to interfere with the success of their performances, it is of importance to secure, 
for these occasions, the fashionable amateur tenor (who is said to be thinking 
of adopting the Opera as a profession), the popular baritone (who sings Santeey’s 
songs) j or, in some cases of a still lower order of taste, the (^mio Oentleman 
(who IS thought' as good as Cohnet Gbain). I know such things are done 
—from report. I never attend any of these so-called “ musical ” entertain- 
ments myself. 

Q. Are such matinSee musieahs largely attended ? 

A* Very largely indeed, I am sorry to say, if I may trust report; but the 
Jtosic of the Future is rapidly overtaking that of the Present. My own 
^sthetic Ziikimft’s-Musik-mornings, for instance, which appeal only to ihe 
higher order of musical appreciation, and are very largely and even fashionably 
attended, are confined, as 1 have said, to selections from WAtfNEE. 

Q. Is this as yet equally fashionable with the so-called Classical mtunc ? 


A» Not yet, perhaps, but it is rapidly becoming so. 
The tide has set in the right— or Wagnerian— direction. 
And “set of the tide” is everything in a maritime 
country like England. 

[The Witness {toho had listened to the questions 
through an ear-trumpet) here withdrew* 


A FLOWER-SHOW IN FINSBURY. 

City Progress in numbers and wealth 
Works results not entirely unpleasant. 

In the Past nnrevealed, laws of health 
Are made known and applied in the Present. 
Though the Wen Babylonian extends 
Over meadows and fields in each quarter, 

In its midst we discern some amends 
For the growth of nnblest bricks-and-mortar. 

Open spaces in suburbs around, 

What with builder, and landlord, and renter, 
Are improved off the face of the ground ; 

But mums, too, are cleared in the centre. 

And through fires that consume their own smoke, 
And main-drainage pipes, of a surety, 
Close-packed metropolitan folk^ 

Enjoy air of comparative purity. 

Cockney villas encroach all about 
On the waste and the wold — more ’s the pity ! 

But behold window-gardens laid out, 

To gladden the heart of the City ! 

Yellow stonecroT) and sweet-smelling musk, 

Nay, even verbena and myrtle, 

In the region, most excellent Lusk, 

Where yon Aldermen tnck in yonr turtle ! 

See, with heartsease, geranium, aud rose, 

Lobelia and calceolaria, 

Creeping Jenny herself grows and blows, 

While Bank-precincts house nummularia. 

These are features that somewhat atone 
For much that in Progress must irk us ; 

And we hail the diimlay of them shown 
In the garden of Fmsbury Circus. 

There was Westminster’s Duke, who to all 
The demands of Philanthropy rises ; 

While his Duchess, alert at the call 
Of womanhood, dealt out the prizes. 

’Mongst the prizemen, on Paul’s airy height. 

One, a Yerger, had planted his garden, 

An emblem of sweetness and light, 

Set o’er all that town-life tends to harden. 

Did yon e’er, defunct Citizens old. 

Dream of fiowers in your close Wards a-Howing ; 
O’er your heads, where ye sleep in the mould 
Of your Churchyards, luxuriantly growing, 
Whilst you slumber in breathless repose, 

With the ends of your once jolly noses, 

And the tips of your moulderiilg toes 
Turned up to the roots of the roses ? 


TORTDEED GHOSTS. 

The Chanoelloe of the ExcHEauEB, the other 
evening, made a statement to one Honourable Gentle- 
man which may have been intereBting also to another. 
He informed Mi. O’SimixvAK that “ he had called upon 
the Board of Inland Bevenue and the Board of Cnstoma 
to prepare a General Report onthe'praotice as to racking 
spirits in bond.” This announcement, relative to a 
fearful custom and questionable source of revenue^ was 
no doubt welcome to Me. WHAi.nET. if, as is too probable, 
he takes “ racking spirits in bond” to mean the doctrine 
of Purgatory, and the practice to mean the imposition of 
Masses for the dead, extensively practised by Priests 
and Jesuits. 


EXOLUDEn KEMBEES. 

If the suggestion be carried out that ihe montiment to 
AdhibAX. Rous should take the form of an Alms-House 
at Newmarket, let us hope it will be strictly an “ alms 
bouse,— in the sense that “ legs ” will be excluded. 
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IMPORTANT PERSONAL EXPLANATION. 

From the Biding Bepreseniaiwe who Bode to Khiva and hack. 

To THE Editor. 

R,— Yotje retractation, in. the 
last number was ample and 
most handsome. Permit 
me, therefore, to set myself 
right once and for ever with 
the PuhliOj and, in reply to 
numerons inguixies, to state 
clearly— 

That I am not 
going to ride again. Ride 
again, Whithnotok, grey 
mare to London” the beUs 
may ring out, hut they will I 
not move me. I intend 
spending (as usual), a few 
quiet days in the Isle of 
■Wight, and this may have 

r ven rise to the report that 
am ** going to Ryfde again.” 

I mean to rest 
on my laurels. This is meta- 
phorical, as laurels are the 
last things I ^d choose to rest 
on, or among) after a long 
ride. I ’d rather choose a 
parsley-hed than a laurel- 
hush. 

Thirdly, — The horse on 
which I “finished” vdllnot be’sold at Tattersall’s 1^ public auction. 

Fourthly,— will not appear at the Winter Cattle Show, nor 
has he made arrangements with Messes. Hodge axe Essex for 
public performances at either the Albert or the Agricultural Hall. 

Fifthly,—!, have accepted no engagement from Hengier’s or 
Sangbr^s, and dorft intend to. 

Sixthly,—! have no intention of writing anything about Malf-- 
Hours with the best JDevil^Wbrshimors, though my experience 
among them has been Considerable. I do not mind admitting that, 
out of ouriosityt I have so far joined in their ritual as to have occa- 
sionally burned a candle to the Devik 
Semnihly. — ^My name will not appear this season under the 
heading “ Fashionable Marriage.” I must see Pig settled first. 

Eighthly,— I deny that I am in the pay of Russia. I have not 
even allowed my hook (The Fide io Khiva, just published) to he 
hound in Russian leather, ^ 

Hinthly.’r-l am not aware of five thousand copies having already 
been ordered by the Czar, Of course the Czae’S order will he 
attended ^ usual course, as will the Stoian^S— the Czar’s 

Having thus saiJ all I had to say, I merely beg to remonstrate 
with the clever artist who represented me. in his last illustration, as 
walking—! never walk when I say I ’ll ride— and, with a fond fare- 
well, I sign myself The Attdhoe oe Tm Fide to Khwk 





WHERE NOT TO GO— ANP WHY. 

(All Found the Alphetbet. By a TIeedr Tip Tourist) 

Aittwsrp, — ^Because after a long sea journey in hot weather you 
find yourself landed in a city redolent of RBUEBurs at his beefiest. 

Boulogne. — Because what may be “ Fort ” to the French, thanks 
to mud and malaria, is death to the English. 

Cologne, — Because gehtdne “ Eau de Cdogne” by any other name 
would smell much sweeter. 

Dieppe, — ^Because there is nothing in either their Old or our Hew 
Haven to pay for the misery of the crossing from one to the other. 

Engadine.—’Beesme the company of malades imaginavres is not 
particularly enlivening, and that 01 maUdes au grand sirieux stiH 
worse, 

2?7orence,— Because nearly all the shops and all the hotels are 
closed until the middle of October, and those that aren’t ought 
to be. 

Genoa, — ^Because I can imagine a combination of Thames Street 
and Pall Mall for myself without leaving London. 

HietdeZ&ergr.— Because it is the favourite “ ’aunt” of “ ’Aeet.” 

Because “ too many Cooks spoil ” a good many more 
thinga than the broth, and I don’t like ^^person&y-oondnoted ” 
tourists. 

Because you will have to do the Lakes, and be done 
by the hotel-keepers, gnides, touts, toy-merchants, and goats’-milk 
purveyors. 


Because, if you find yourself in that neighbourhood, 
you had far better go on to Ouchy, 

Milan, — Because some one or other will be sure to insist upon 
your going to the top of the Cathedral. 

Naples, — Because Vesuvius is all smoke, the Chiaja all sun, and 
Pompeii only a section of the Crystal Palace out of repair. 

Obayi, — Because you can’t stand a Scotch translation of Brighton. 

Faris, — Because, if you are fond of Me in a capital, you had 
better remain in London. 

QweScc.— Because, if you must cross the Atlantic, you will find 
the United States better fun than Canada. 

■Rome.— Because when you visit Rome in the summer you ought 
to do as the Romans do— that is to say, get away from it as fast and 
as far as you can. 

Silistria. — ^Because, if you are fond of shells, you will find the 
collecting them cheaper in Ramsgate and safer in the Isle of Wight, 

Trehizonde. — Because the opera^houffe accounts of the i)laco are 
not to be relied upon. 

CRrcc/i^.— Because the town is within twenty miles of Amsterdam, 
and, as malaria travels far and fast, those who have smelt the 
canals bf the Dutch capital should be the last to venture within that 
distance of it. 

Fenme.— Because the musquitos are said to be unusually lively 
this season. 

Worms, — Because if you have been there once you won’t want to 
go again ; and, if you have never been, there is no reason why you 
should go. 

Because the sherry there is no bettor than the sherry 
anywhere else. 

xeniseish (East Siberia). — Because you can’t got a “through 
carriage ” to the spot from Clapham Junction. 

Zanzibar, — ^Because this once interesting watering-place has been 
done to death, and you don’t mean to he “Badgered” into going there. 


A CLERaYMAN’S QUKSTIOX. 

Mr. Thomas Mbteer, Town Clerk of Taunton, has, by direction 
of the Aldermen and Town Councillors, forwarded to the newspapers 
a correspondence consisting of a letter from the Rev. FiiEDERrcK 
Jeremiah Smith, the Yicar, to Mr. Mtrr Jacobs, the Mayor, and 
the reply of Me. Jacobs thereunto. Mr, Smith writes to invite 
Mr. Jacobs to contradict, if he can, a very general report tliat he 
is *‘aa unhaptised person, and, consequently, not a Christian,” 
to. Jacobs, in answer, says that ne is proud to avow himself a Jew, 
What does the Arciideacoit of Taottok think of the Vicar F 
Perhaps that, though incapable of impertinence, his zeal a little 
outruns his discretion and his taste. It is remarkable that the 
Reverend Gentleman addresses his epistle ** To the Worshipful the 
Mayor ; ” thus giving him the benefit of the doul>t he entertains as 
touching his faith, and, consequently, his worship ; which is chari- 
table. 

Two of a Trade. 

Baxtce for the goose is ditto for the gander 
"What choice ’twixt priestly Pry and prurient Pander ? 

Sale of sealed packages and sly confession ? 

Belial, in search of suitable profession, 

Might halt ’twixt venal dirt and fetid piety, 

Unsavoury street, malodorous Society, 

And finally decide there’s not a toss 
’Twixt print of Holywell, and Holy Cross. 


Change for the Better. 


The Hellenic Correspondent of the Daily News reports — d propos 
of the Greek Loan, mat proclaimed— silver drachmas so scarce that 
they are likely to disawear altogether. Perhaps the Greeks are 
ready to defy the want of small change, in consideration of Ihe great 
change they have made in uniting five heads of faction in one 
administration, under brave old Cohstahtihe Caharis. 


k MATCH MISCAIXED. 


CoHSinEBiirG the style and number of the tom-outs on the ground, 
|nd the amoont of champagne-cups consumed at Lord’s dunng the 
Great Public School Cricket Encountecr, suppose it were re-ohiistened 
the Drag and Drunken, instead of the Harrow and Eton Match ? 


TrnjB of'Coott of the Holt Romah Emfire the Holy 
Father wishes to acknowledge the services of Mr. ‘whaxlet). — 
Count Out. 
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INSULT TO INJURY.^^ 

Dovmstio (to Family Grocer), ** KoTHiKa this Morning, thank you. Bttt 
Missis says, will yotj get a Stamp, and post this Letter to the Co- 
Opbrativb Stores ? 

BLXJECOAT BOYS AND BEUTB8, 

Hthtain Mr. Punch, 

Is a Boy a Wertebrate Hanimal? Eimy ow eVo got a Backbone, 
and e can feel. Tben wy not Alond^ the Bennyfitt o the Wiyeyseotion Hact ? 
Ain’t it Wiveysection to cut into a Littel coye witb a Burcb Bodd ? Tiie conse- 
quens of Witok you sawr the uther Day apeers to a bin that pore littel Peller, 
WILLTAK Arthur Girbs, only 12 yere oy hage at the Bluecoat Scool burched 
once for runnin away from Crule Treatment bein Bnlly’d and Beet by a 
Monnitop, then runnin away agin brort back wunce more and Shutt up in the 
Infirmery wile the Master was a thinkin wot Punnishment to Inwent for 
im, e, in Terror and Haggany o Mind no Dout lookin forrad to Anuther 
Burchin Went Mad and ung is Self. Wot e must a Sufier’d frum is fust 
Plogin to make im—a Kid oy 12— comitt Sooisidel Spose a Pupy ad bin 
wipt anythink like it by a broot oy a Master wooden’t the Siety fur the Pur- 
wenshun o Crulety to Hanimals a bin down upon Im ? If i wos to Wallup my 
Donkey arf as sewere wooden’t They be down upon Mee? Jest wooden’t 
they I ‘ 

In coarse Boys as Wei as Donkeys can’t be Manidged Without bein Wallup’d 
moderate at Times when they desaryes it, but wot i sez is wy is there wun 
Lawr fur Donkys and Anuther for Boys? If yer purteots Donkys frum 
heiu wallupt onmercifull, purtect Boys too. As to Wiyeysecshun of dum 
Hanimles, there’s Bools and Beglations to prewent that from bein carry ’d 


the preisense of members of the Force and a Perfesshonal Dooter. Leastways 
make it so at cpdoe Ors-spittle or the Blueout Skool as it ’s called, witch Black 
and Bluecut Scool wood he the heter name for it wot with the Nookm about 
and Betm and BnByin and Bnrchin as Driyes Boys to ang theirselyes. 
Anuther hoy honlj a few months Ago tried to committ Sooiside there, witch 
the joory at the Crowner’s hinkyest got .that faok out o the Skool Warden, 
Major Brackbnburt. Wile Booshan torpedos is a Blowin Turkish Monitors 


hupp the Black and Bluecut Skool Monitors wants a 
good Talkin to sum on ’em — if not halso a good Idin. 

It may seem hall wery manly for midel-haged and 
helderly G-ents, parties wot’s lorgott their own soool 
days, a good menny Hanimles’ Friends as ood cry ten 
thousand murders at tuohin up a Oss ou the Bawr, to 
stick up for Floggin at Skoqls and snere at are a word 
said agin it as morkish sentiment ; but then wooden’t it 
be ekally manly o me to hadwocate unlimitted non-hin- 
terf erenoe with the libberty of heyery Britton to wallup 
his own Moke ? But i “spose ’tis a feller feelin makes 
’em so wunderus kind to that are flannimle in com- 
parison with the Human Specie. The latter rayther 
enlistes the simpathy of ynres Trooly, 

Sam Tatties. 

Barrow Boad, July 18iA, 


FACES AND FLOWBES. 

A Summer Song* 

Dulness ayannt ! English summer smiles sunnily 
Full in yonr face. 

Seasons of late have been inmbled up funnily, 

Each out of place. 

Kow cynics, wont to vituperate viciously 
Wearisome wet, 

Melt, and admit that our sun can delioionsly 
Beam on us yet. 

Prophets preposterous, fain to Bnss-panio us, 

Kow may shut up. 

Here is a health to our Bhoahus Britannicue ! 

Brim we the cup ! 

Pagauish ? Pooh ! Pan ’s astir in my hlood to-day. 
Faith, and why not ? 

Nature’s strong life-stream ’s aflow in full flood to-day. 
(Pheugh I It is hot !} 

Fancies fantastic will flash and will float on it — 
Bubbles, no more. 

Vogue.la galere J Let ns launch Frolic’s boat on it, 
Spurning the shore. 

Here is a rose might have budded by Bendemeer, 
Crimson, dew-laden. 

Thank tbe flower-loving Immortals that send ’em here, 
Waifs from their Aidenn. 

What if ours fade ? Poke no pessimist chafE at us, 
Murmurings stmt. 

Beauty ’s a prophecy ; while Love deigns laugh at us, 
Death’s a mere hint. 

Then here ’s a face ! Wicked eyes in full battery 
Levelled at mine, 

Put a stern veto on Tom-Mooreish flattery 
False as it ’s fine. 

Well, but a flesh-and-blood Peri might graciously 
Listen and smile, 

While a fond word-spinner limns her yeraciously, 
Once m a while. 

Ho ? Well, floricomons despot, I ’m dutiful ; 

Yet I mmt say 

Flower-world never bore blossom so beautiful 
As Well-a-day ! 

Just to be gagged by those digits delectable, 

Well might one dare 

Violate rules the most sage and respectable, 

Proper, and fair. 

Take them away, they but tempt one to trespassing. 
Yield me this rose 

Coiled in your hair. From those lips is a ‘‘ yes ” passing 
^ As they unclose ? 

Bummer ’s astir iu me. Pardon a levity 
Bom of the time. 

Summer is short, yet, in spite of its brevity, 

Sweet is its prime. 

Though it may hake us, or chill us, or bring to us 
Switbinish showers, 

Ever it sendeth us song-bMs to sing to us, 

Fuces and flowers. 


DECLAJtAIION OR ENULANB. 

*‘Is and remains forbidden (in Anglican Sees )* — 
Private-eaxmg4 

How Eefeotuallt to Obstru'CT the Passage qe the 
Balkans.— Send Parnell and Biggar. 


yoL, LxErn. 


D 





HiELDS have Wo sides* The Wo sides of the Irish Shield were held 
up {Lordsy Monday y July 16 )— the black by Lobb Orakmokb aub 
Bbowne, the white by the Duke oe MiJaLBORotToir, Lord O’Hagak, 
and Loeb CABi»niroFOBi). 

On the question of Crime in Ireland, the authority of a Lord-Lieutenant and an ex-Lord Chancellor may well outweigh that of a 
High-Tory Irish Peer out of temper with recent changes, and natnraUy disposed to make the worst of ai^thingthat admits of Wo 
constructions. It is satisfactory to know that, bad as things Irish may be in some counties— in agraxian onences especially — pey are 
much better than they were, and are even now on the mend. The Irish Yehm-Cericht still works, but less widely and less wickedly* 
There is no case for increase of gag-and-muzzle law. ^ • 

{Commons ,) — After the usual Monday's Miscellany—out of which afresh outbreak of Cattle-plague in the unsavoury locality of Bethnal 
G-reen crops up like a hideous apparition— the House did short and sharp sentence on a late appointment* 

E fur si muove : all is not stationary, even in that oj0S.oial world where promotion by favour is the rule and promotion by merit the 
exception. When in jobbing your job you also slap a Special Committee in the face, look out to have the slap returned, and with 
interest. 

So in this case, after a Select Committee had sat on the Stationery Office, to consider whether there was no remedy, but the House 
must groan and sweat under all that weary load of waste-paper, and the cost thereof, and had reported that if that Office oould be 
prcmded with a Head that knew something about tbe matters the Office has to do with^ such as red-tape, pens, ink, paper, printmg| 
ding— the material and munitions, m fact, of , Departmental 

waste by the waggon-load, they did not mean their recommendation to he treated dfter the way of the Stationery Office— as waste* 
paper, bnt to be acted npon oy the appointment, as the next Controller, of a man who understood the Office work as an expert. 


Such a man was at hand, in the second in command. But Losn BEACOBrsnELn passed him by, as well as tiie recommendation of 
the ^leot Committee, for a son of an ex-Rector of Hnghenden— a very clever and efficient Jnnior Wax-Office Qerk, six^-ninth on 
tbe list, who besides good friends, oould plead good service in the Office, and, thanks to both, had basked in much sunshine of 
Private Secretaryships and Secretaryships of Commissions, and was now pitehforked over many he^s out of bis Junior Clerkship at 
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SOLD-CHEAP. 


LiUU Bnvm 1,1c “ Signer mcOrtl," ohc cOmjC addreuuhcc HcUncrc at *' My Zot^ )• ' ^ 

■" r ^Bca,.afU.^. 


£300 or £400 a year, into tlie ControUership of tlie Stationery Office, 
e said against the fortunate youth. Eyeryth^K 

onX^ntmr^istoW^ He had done woodwork, and had 

shoTO^od opacity, in many ways, and it was quite 

CoiiSoUership of the Stationery O&oe to ^ 

one hy a Chancellor of the Exchequer and a Secretary o± War. 

Butit wouldn^t wash. The Select Committees back 

ita fwt^ debits Chairmaa’. name was Homs, and Ms stand 

defence” wM ^^^not at all up to good Commm^fom, 
mnah Iars Lords’ and the Government were bowled out— stumped— 
b^atL bv 156 to iKuddTmuch cheering from an Opposition 
thankful^for small mercies. “A bad iph?^ wdlv^to^e cSlS a 

ind so not to ^e pardoned by the Commons, ^en in ^ 

f3SL?,»“c*”J^srr'b-..s^a « 


' in the Snoi Papers, with the soUtary smpe in the hig silver 

^E. CHAMBEBiADr called attention to 

distoibution— the funds and treasures of our Art 

SXteatod to three Capitala-not i. 

buTJth. and Dublin — whereof the o^mbs, at 

fS|\e totributed over the great P«>^««l,Knv dnnlio^ 

of 


npwa^. Had his v«ry good Joff ^ 


\a Squire’s defence; would ,tne ngm ^ve ^ ^ 

Bdore the House went into Supply, SraW. Habcotox 
L j j. j.- ja.* 'nvi 4 rMoPl utrifloiiArs aTO kout m prison, vo xne 




-a. grand parade of two Jndges, of a «ze, it w 
too big for toe work they have to do, ndmg amidst escort of 3 

Zn SdbhwTw^ts, to toe Sheriffs carriage, from Station I 


ve^ apt to 

begin and end with London. -. 54 . 

Tuesday (Ws).-irniversity BiU reported,^th an ^nd^nt 
that at fest blush, reads odd, tor empowering CqUeges to 

“ Our blood hath been too cool and temperate, 

Unapt to stir at your injTwticeB; 

And you hare found ns 5 for aooordmgly 
Ton tread upon our patipce : but be 
We will, ftom henceforth, rather, be, ourselves, 
iiighty and to be feared, than our condition. 
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■WhicTi hath. 1)6611 smooth as oil, soft as young down, < 

And therefore lost that title of respect 

"Which the proud soul ne’er pays but to the proud ! " 

Witness ould Ireland! But if Scotch. Members once band for 
Home^BiUle — Gare d vous, Messieurs du Gouvernermnt! When ' 
Scotch. Members do take to being unreasonable, their unreason- ' 
ableness will be wonderful I 

The Education Yote disposed of, came the Diplomatic. Rtlands 
ramped and raged as usual, in this, the Axistocratio Preserve. He i 
would have Diplomacv cheap— never 'mind, if nasty. Me. G-oldsmid 
thinks our Consular Establishment, at all events, wants raising, 
rather than cutting down. Mr. Hylands would relish the sub- , 
stitution of cheap Consular for costly Diplomatic Agency? — 

“ Consules provideant ^^ — (at half the money, too ) — qmd de- ■ 
trimmU Itespuhlica capiaV^ If only we could be sure of the right ■ 
men in the right places. But these appointments have a way of 
settling themselves so much more with regard to the pleasure and ■ 
patronage of the Eoreign Office than the needs of J ohn Bull. ^ 

A propos of the Yote for Colonial Expenses, Mr. Brioht objected 
to Sia A. Gordon for being too hardjon Cannibalism in Fiji. He : 
pointed out that, after all, eating men was only, like eating 
mutton, a matter of national habit. The Chancellor of the 
Exche^xter objected to discussing so serious a question in the dark. : 
It is only m the dark, as a rule, that the question of Cannibalism 
arises. In white meat this ** national habit” has not, as yet, 
arisen. 

Wednesday,— The House hnsy with its Liquor Bills. Mr. 
Sullivan abruptly hung on the table a Bill which he moved some 
months ago, but which he has since re-cast, for closing Jrish Public- 
houses— in town and country— at seven on Saturday evenings. He 
w;ould, in fact, have Saturday night in Ireland the reverse of Saturday 
night ut sea— non-grog-night. If the House didn’t like seven, 
they were free to name any other hour. “ Wouldn’t the BiE work 
oppressively in towns, and with varying inconvenience in town and 
country?” Perhaps ft might. Mr. Sullivan hoped not, but 
couldn’t say. Quien sale f as the Spaniard says. These were 
details. 

This oE-hand fashion of rejoessive legislation irritated the Houae, 
and Sir M. Hicks^Beacii: protested this was taking too great liber- 
ties with the subject. The Major was magnificent, and fiung 
himself into the orather, like an Erostratus. JBCis denunciation of 
whiskey, in his great character of the onld Brehon sage, was one of 
the sublimest outbursts of topsy-turvy eloquence ever heard in the 
House of Commons. Punch must embalm it in his imperishable 
sheets 

“ If we had an. old Brehon sage here, how would he proceed ? He would 
say, * This whistey is the destruction of my people. It ruins their health. It 
depriyes them of their reason. It lowers them in the scale of creation, even 
lower than the brutes in the field. It is manufactured of that which should 
provide food, not poison, for my people. Go, my officers, to the bonding ware^ 


of Hughenden since Lord Beaconsfield had lived there, and that 
the ex-rector’s one political act, as far as Lord Beaconsfield knew, 
in the Buckinghamshire elections, had been to vote against Mr. Dis- 
raeli. So the tables were turned against the assailants of the 
appointment, with an efiect which only this adept in the great art 
of ironic dialectics— vulgarly called “ fiapdoodle ” — could have so 
easily and so triumphantly secured. 

Lord Beaconsfield has not only ridden rough-shod over the 
Select Committee's recommendation, but has made it seem, some- 
how, ridiculous ; while he has secured Mr. Pigotx’s appointment in 
the teeth of a vote of the House of Commons. 

But after such a victory, what does the veteran General think of 
his new Lieutenant’s defence of the position which the Chief so easily 
recovered? Oh, Sir Stafford, call you this backing of your 
friends ? 

Lord Sxrathbden was delivered of another aboaftive speech, usher- 
ing in another equally abortive motion, on that Eastern Question, 
which his Lordship is always putting, and never getting answered. 

Lord Granville talked obvious sense on the subject of Eusso- 
phobist scares, on which his cool reason falls like water on hot iron, 
eliciting hisses from the incandescent metal. 

Lord Derby said ditto to Lord Granville— in spite of the pen- 
prioks of his Turcophile press. 

(Co»imo7is.)— Mr. Bourke promises papers relating to alleged 
atrocities upon Turks by Bulgarians and Itussiana. He judiciously 
abstains from endorsing the official reports on the sub^eot. There may 
be something in Lord Granville’s suggestion that the Turks have 
taken to manufacturing Kussian atrocities, ia the ho^e that they 
will rouse English opinion against the Eussiana, aa the report of the 
atrocities of Batak and PhilippopoHs opened eyes to the 

horrors of Turkish rule. They forget there were English .witnesses 
for the latter. 

Sir Stafford Nortrcotb, pressed to mark his little Bills for the 
Slaughter of the Session, with reluctance sealed the doom of four 
— Yaluation, (English and Irish) Bishoprics, Patents, and Scotch 
Poor Law. There are more that must follow, but Sir Stafford 
prefers to leave them for a while to the untender mercies of the 
chapter of accidents. 


POOR HUMANITY. 


1101*868. jjrag out w puucueons, tue pipes, ana me no^eaas or tms poison, 
SwiU the streets of my cities with it, and as the very dogs lap it up and fall 
prostrate under its influence, let Irishmen learn what a foreign nation has 
provided for their destruction.* Now, there was something statesmanlike in 
that. That was what he would do. But was there ever such a miserable 
puling Bill as the present introduced hy any one having the smallest pretence 
to he not merely a statesman, but a Member of Parliament.” 

Then what couJd exceed the terseness of his defence of Irish 
ingratitude?— 

The H<m. Member for Carlisle, had given Ireland a day. possibly he 
expected to he requited for this act of generosity ; hut he need never ei^eot 
any gratitude from the Irish people. They could not be gratef^. They 
had never been educated to it. They asked for many things, hut were 
refused everything. They asked for Home Rule. Refused 1 They asked 
mr the Borough Franchise. Refused ! They asked for the Municipal 
Franobise. Refused- ! At present they were asking that their letters might 
not he detained in the Post-office from three p.m. to nine a.R*, hut to this 
they had not obtained a precise answer. He should like to know how, 
under these circumstances, the Irish could he a grateful people. It was 
impossible.** ^ ^ 

If Ireland cannot be grateful to England for anything, England 
18 grateml to Ireland for one thing— the Major. Strange fate 
for an Irish measure ! The BiH was negatived without a division ! 

Two other Liquor-Bijls died the death the same night— Mr. C. 
Wilson ^at the hands of its father ; and Mr. Cowb^, for trans- 
lernng the hcensing power to Boards elected hy the ratepayers— 
to P^^ch s iptiqiij abont thcmort pemicions in promise of the manv 
leg^atWe abortions.begottenhy Liquor— at the hands of the House ' 
Oy to ou» 

In the Evening the House was Counted Out soon after nine. 

great house to hear Lord Beaconsfield’s 
rStf 3^ appointment. A perfect performance. 

^ solemn, playful and pompons, sopMstic and ironical hy 
‘ W ihaster kept Lis coup de Jarmc for the 

BEACONSFiELDlkd uever known 
either Mr. Pigott or his father, that the latter had not been reo^ 


^ ^ Can i>ii> Inquirer {curiously)* 

%> ^ ^ Madam, who aro 

® \ ^ Perpkxed ^ J^ersona^e 

exactly 

^ viciously). That is strange. 

one who on that point k 
informed than your- 

to know sdl about 

speak^in my 

counts of me do not in the 
least agree, their counsels 
^ do not greatly help me in 

the increasingly difficult 

n T ’ . task of self-recognition. 

Lanaid Inquirer. Tour position is peculiar, and 1 should say 
pe:^lexing. Pray how did it come abont ? 

Perplexed Pewwnye.— Party-spirit has laid its ali-oonfonnding 
,®P6ll me, and tricked out In the many-coloured vestcie of 
laetion, I am become the very chameleon of politit^ a pusfzle to 
the universe, and a mystery to myself. 

Candid Inquirer. But your name. Madam? Can you not re- 
member that f K mayposdbly ttoow some light upon thesuhiect 
of your mis]a]d identity and teal na^inre^ 

Perplesoed Persona^ Oh, as for mynome, that is, now as always, 
Humanist. But that name at present covers as great a multitude 
ot meanings ^ a kin^^ one is said to do of sins. Amidat a con- 
nictmg crowd of definitions, I find self-idwitiilcation simply im- 
possible. 


^ ' — 7 ™ WWJ* w, J.W W UQUAg OA4.WAOU.. JUyiXtJ 

tnai the twooe^ingg of its opponent# are “ihookinr 
to Humanity.** Whetiier nhamately I Bhallfe shocked into driyel- 
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ling sentimentalism, or utter insensibility, I do not guite know. 
Appeals to me are so multitudinous and so conjBdctiiig, that I begin 
to think sheer callousness would be a blessed boon. 

Candid Inquirer, I had thought that “ the claims of humanity 
an universal shibboleth that phrase—were held to be above personal 
interests, party ties, or national ambitions. 

Perplexed J^ersonage, So they are. But these theoretically para- 
mount claims are the first to go to the wall as soon as other interests 
are at issue. That I am accustomed to, however. What I complain 
of is this new-fashioned way of setting me against myself, and in- 
voking me, like the Despot^s complacently partisan Providence,” 
as the special patron of antagonistic causes and conflicting interests. 
Eighty-ton guns and torpedoes have “ shocked ” me ; but Turco- 
phobe railings and Turcophile recriminations whoUy confound me. 

Candid Inquirer, The Muscovite, posing as Humanity, seems 

I^erjplexed Personage, Well nigh as incongruous a figure as the 
Ottoman posing as Champion of fieedom. Inhumanity in a Cossack 
cap is not a whit better— or worse— than inhumanity in cafto or 
fez. Those who make me a matter of country or costume either 
know little about me or care less. It is no particular concern of 
mine whether Turcophobe or Turcophile have the better of the 
argument. But it is a concern of mine that they should argue 
fairly, and not make me a pander to party passion masquerading in 
the guise of philanthropy or patriotism. If TurcouhiLe prints 
Bussian Atrocities in large capitals, and Ottoman ditto in the 
smallest type, while Turcophobe does precisely the reverse ; if one 
triumphs in a hideous charge, and the other chuckles over a san- 
guinary iu quoque^ it is in vain that they play their typograpMcal 
tricks, shape their partisan phrases, and paint their invidious 
epithets in the name of Humanity, They know nothing about me ; 
and, confused by their clamorous invocations, I begin sometimes to 
feel that I know little about myself. 

Candid Inquirer, If, it is little to the credit of an Englishman’s 
head to be unable to distinguish the real merits of a cause apart 
from the details of its advocacy, it is even less to the credit of his 
heart to be unable to realise humanity save when she comes clad 
in the garb of his race or the livery of his party. 


And even a fuUy-fiedged poet might find 
Milk-typhoid a teaser. Had Science been blmd. 

Like Sentiment, death, midst its many vagaries. 

Had found no such rare stalking-ground as our dairies. 

Muse, What! Death in the milk-pan ? ^ A horrible thought! 
Medical Officer, The one place where disease in its germs must he 
fought. 

Ask BAiLAnD or MuncHisoN. 

Muse. Oh ! but the cow , 

Medical Officer, Hay, the beast ’s not to blame, nor its milk, but, 
somehow, . . 

Ere it goes from the farm, where the pumps suspicious, 
Or the smart London dairy you deem so delicious, . 

A chauge has occurred, not precisely alchemic, 

Which too often ends in a bad epidemic. 

Be it rinsing ” the pails, which of course is just possible, 

Or causes that are not so clearly cognoscible. 

But reference hear to the pump or the well. 

The mortal pollution ’s imparted. 

Muse, You tell 

A most terrible tale ! 

Medical Officer, One that ’s different, very, 

From pastoral yarns about Bhssom and Cherry, 

And milkmaids and syllabubs, whey, curds, and cream, 

And those other bucolic delights wmoh, ’ twould seem, 

This Dairy suggested^ dear Madam, to you. 

I admit that my tale is not nice, but it ^s true. 

The true Modern Milkiad, granting it written 
By hard with the epical-mania bitten, 
would have, in despite of poetical usances, 

To make its chief hero Inspector of Huisances. 

That Milk has an innocent look, but analysis 
Might give your sweet faith, Ma’am, a fit of paralysis. 

A Medical Officer’s very first care is— 

Or should be— to keep a sharp eye on the dairies \ 

And, seeing how easy ’s evasion of my laws. 

The^publio calls loudly for Sclater-Booth’s bye-laws. 

[Exit Muse, much disgusted. 


SKY-BLUE; OR, DEATH IN THE DAIRY. 


‘ ABSOLUTION ” MADE EASY. 


An Urban Eclogue, 

Scene— J? c/orc the entrance of a smart Metropolitan MilkShop, 
Muse and Medical Officer meeting. 

Muse, Oh, how clean, sweet, and snug ! 

Medical Officer, May I ask what you mean r 

Muse, Why this snowy-waUed Eden of silver and green ; 

This cool white-tiled nook with its ferns and its founts-; — 
Medical Officer [irrelevantly), 'And its red-oovexed-hook-piles of 
running accounts ! 

Muse [ignoring his interruption). Its lamp like a lily-oup poised on 
its stalk, 

Its immaculate cow neatly modelled in chalk 

Medical Officer, Most suitable substance that same, without question. 
There ’s a cynical frankness about the suggestion I 
Muse [impatiently ) , Please don’t interrupt. Hothing vexes the Muse 
Like gratuitous comments ; they check and confuse. 

This Eden, that might he the home of a fairy— 

But is a first-class Metropolitan Dairy— 

A true rus in urle^ a pastoral patch 

In your gloomy brick Babylon.— Eh ! Did I catch 

Your language aright ? A mere nest of disease ” ? 

What a horrible phrase ! Pray explain, if you please. 
Medical Officer, A dung-pit, a cess-pool— though each is a curse — 
Or a long-standing dust-heap, could hardly be worse. 

Muse, You shock me. But Science on Beauty ’s so hard. 

How metbihks ’tis a scene that might quioken a bard 
Into lyrical outbxirst. 

Medical Officer [dryly), I haven’t a doubt, 

For it doesn’t take much to do Iffiat, Ma’am I 
Muse, You fiout 

A theme which all pastoral poets has fired. 

Milkmaids have been sung — ^ 

Medical Officer, Tijl most people are tired. 

And would cry, ‘^hold, efiough!^ though the singer were 
Tennyson. 

Muse, I ’m sure Milk might earn even Science’s benison— 

Our very first food 

Medikcd Officer, And not seldom oiur last, 

If the dread typhus-germs in its depths are onee cast ; 

Hor if they are traced to seme liewer ex well, 

Is the matter much mended. The nlMufe they sell 
At this pastoral poison-shop’s “ quickening ” maybe 
To fl.T>d Wrdff. but ’tm death to a baby ; 


S HOUin a new 
edition of The 
Complete Letter- 
Writer he pub- 
lished, it would 
require, for com- 
pleteness’ sake, 
to be enriched 
with a few speci- 
mens of epistolary 
opxrespoindence 
suggestedlby the 
following state- 
ment’ in a news- 
letter— if true 

“The most famous 
of Confessors is Da. 
PusET. He re- 
ceives confessions 
not only vwh voce, 
hut by letter, and 
few persons are 
avrare of the extent 
of HS correspond- 
moe with people in 
all parts of the 
country who have 
made him their 
spiritual director/’ 

Db. Pusey was avowedly a Father Confessor long before certain 
t Ms followers compiled The Prmt in Absolution, As to Con- 
sssion, lie appear* to be ooisMerably m adyanoe of toe geaame 
ioman Catoolio Priest, as be aUowsa Confesaiond to be n^e o± 
le letter-box and the pillar-post. Perhaps |he 
ot gome ‘already-etdll fartoer ahead, and'reoei-ve oonfessioms by 
leotrio telegrapn, wramg absolution back. _ Or. what wl b| a 
reater improvement on the Roman praotico, ne nugnt, wnen tM 
‘dephone is bronght snffloiently tp beM, have them address^ to 
im orally through that instrument, and then the confesmon, &om 
hatever distance transmitted, would have, the advantage of being 
irictly auricular.' 



Sweetest Hots bob the Chanitbx-cbossino'Toxibist.— Sea fiat. 




FASHIONABLE EMULATION. 

La4y [speaMng mUk difficulty), “ What HAVE tot: madb it kottot) the Waxst, Mbs. Pbioe ? ” 

DresmaJc&r, “ Twenty-one Inches, Ma’am. Yon cotjIiDn’t ^bmatss with less I ** 

Lady, What’s Lady Jemima Jones’s Waist ? ” 

Lresmaker, Kinetben-anh-a-haly just now, Ma*am. But heb Ladyship’s a head shobteb than you abb, and she’s 

GOT BYEB SO MUCH THII^NBB SINCE HEB IdIiNBSS lAST AuTUMN 1 ” 

Lady, ‘‘ Then make it NmsTssy, Mrs. Price, and /'dd engage to get' into it 1” 


THE SPHINX'S SOLILOQUY- 

Hard lines, 1’ f aitL I Not unfamiliar things 
Upon the tortuons path I Ve had to tread 
To reach this elevation. 2fow;my lines 
Are fallen in pleasant plaoes—so men think ; 

And I-^well, triumph ^s sweet, despite the thorns 
That stiiff the Conq.ueror’s cushion. But by Thoth, 

This buffet is too bad ! The flout that brings 
A blush to world-worn cheeks is bitterer far 
Than a blood-fetching battle-blow. And I 
Not there to foB and counter 1 Blundering Bates 
M y heartiest champion I Headlong Habdx cool ; 

Sleek Stahfobd slugsdsh i Snightley armed against me ; 
And Holms the Hobby-rider jubilant! 

He who hath braved a hundr^ batteries 
Winged by a pop-gym ! After all the games, 

Moves educational, and dodges dark. 

That I have perpetrated, to he pinked 
By such a pigmy point as Pigott’s hoise 
Can lend the sorriest stabber of them all ! 

Oh for one hour among them ! Chaflf and tact 
May t^ the keenest thrust ; but Stajpfoed’s staff, 
Languidly wielded,— faith, 'twould scarce avail 
To beat down such a buUrush as the lance 
Of Hackney’s Sector on his Hohhy-horse. 

Oladsione lends wings to shafts that pierce his mail. 

In pen and post-card. Now I trip in turn 
O’er ** Statione:^.” Faugh! A weary task 
For nom Semitic and the temperament 
Of trifle-sooming genius to gidde 
These stolid Britons, with their insect-sense 
Of milk-and-water moral, pinched and prim ! 


A job? Philistine phrasers I beetle-close 
Envisagers of beetle-crawling fact I 
Hath Phoebus no prerogative to dazzle 
As well as light P— which any blinking taper 
May do at pinch, if ’tie but to explore 
Comer and cranny. Holms’s halfpenny “ dip ” 
Shows up— faith, what f A mere magnanimous leap 
Of ladder-spuming strength— a Titan bound 
Of rule-defying instinct 1 And the dolts 


Prate of fair-play and principle, invoke 
The infallible Select Committee-Man ! 

They ’d move a vote of censure ou Creation, 
Because not shaped to House of Commons rules, 
And hieraroh’d mto a Paradise 
On their Competitive principle. Well I well ! 

A flout ’s not mortal. Yet 1 ’d fain unhorse 
Yon Hackney Hobby-rider, and undo 
The masked signifloance of that ugly Foub ! 

*4|F 4^ # 

Four ?— even so- As Ancient Fistol says, 

“ I take the groat in earnest of revenge.” 


Salve of Oonscience- 

U 20 )EB the head of Conscience-Money, the other day, the Chan- 
CBELOB OE THE Exchequeb acknowledged ”the receipt of the 
second half of a ten-pound note from * 0. P. ft-’ for the Public 
Chest.” In language which would in these da^rs be accounted 
coarse, a vigorous political writer in a past generation used to call 
bank-notes shin-plasters. Were he now living, the 

announcement above referred to would have induct Turn to chal- 
lenge Staftobd Hobthootb to prove that he had pr<^ly 
led 0. P. a.’B ” ahin-ulMter to the nuhlTc chest 






“HARD LINES!” 
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QUESTIONS FOR TRAVELLERS. 

{^From London to FarisJ) 

At the CHAEine Ceoss Station. 

W AS it worth getting up so early to 
catch the tidal train ? 

Shall I have my luggage re- 
gistered to Folkestone or Boulogne ? 

Supposing it is roughj won’t it be a 
mistsuke to send my things across the 
sea when I shall certainly stop at the 
Pavilion ? 

Supposing it is fine, won’t there be a 
great deal of trouble in getting my port- 
manteau on to the boat if it 
is labelled Folkestone ? 

Shall I take a single ticket 
or a return for a month ? 

Shall I get into a smoking- 
carriage with a lot of un- 
shaven foreigners, or into a 
non-smoking-carriage with a 
sour-faced and middle-aged 
spinster ? 

Shall I take my hat-box 
and bag with me, and have 
the nuisance of carrying 
them, or shall I let them go 
into the van, with a chance 
\ of their getting woefully 
crushed ? 



Oh Boakd the Boat. 

Is it going to be rough ? 

Did the trees look as if there was a good deal of wind ? 

Isn’t this calmness in the harbour deceptive ? 

Shall I sit on the bridge, with the chance of being blown away, or 
go down below, with the certainty of seeing the unshaven foreigners 
in agonies ? 

Shall I accept the ofEer of the sailor to cover my legs with his 
waterproof coat ? 

Now that the ropes are gone and the boat is oif, don’t I think it 
would have been wiser to have stayed on shore ? 

Will it be much worse than this ? 

Now that I can’t move to get at my pocket, is it possible that I 
may have left my reserve fund of bank-notes at home ? 

If I did, how am I to pay my first hotel-bill ? 

Can this last much longer ? 

Why was I such a fool as to brave the possibility of having to 
undergo this ? 

Ought I to help that lady ? 

Have I forfeited all rights to be called a man of good breeding by 
refusing to move to help beauty in dire distress ? 

When will that useful OfiBLcial in the gold-banded cap attend to 
me? 

Is suicide justifiable under the present circumstances P 

Is suicide possible in my feeble state P 

Is it really true that we have only left Folkestone Harbour half 
an hour P 

Can human nature endure any further torture ? 

Are all the treasures of the Continent worth this misery ? 

Would it not have been more patriotic to have stayed in England P 

Have I the strength to find my way to the side of the vessel with 
a view to drowning myself ? 

Would it be very wicked to murder this Official for asking to see 
my ticket P 

Is it possible that I have lived to see Boulogne Pier P’ 

Can I crawl on shore P 

At Botjlo&he. 

Is it possible, in my present state of health, to have a row with 
the Douanier for insisting upon looking into my hat-box ? 

Am I wise to decide to stay at Boulogne a night to recover from 
the fatigues of my voyage ? 

Which Hotel shall I go to ? 

Which shall I choose, mosquitoes or unpleasant odours P 

Shall I dine at d^mie f 

Is this menu of greasy dishes particularly pleasant after my 
passage P 

6hw I talk to. my neighbouraP 

Why do English girls on the Continent generally have progeeting, 
teeth, corkscrew curls, and dresses made after a fashion much in 
vogue about fifteen years ago ? 

Why do Enghdiimen at Boulogne Hotels look so very difi^rent 
from Englishmen everywhere else P 


Is my right-hand neighbour a billiard-marker, or an ex-Captain 
of (very) Irregulars 

Is my left-hand neighhour an Italian nobleman in disguise, or a 
fraudulent French bagman P 

Why does every table-d^hote have a vulgar old Irishwoman who 
will talk of her titled acquaintances P 

Why do the oldest English inhabitants at French wateriug-places 
seem always to be hiding from their creditors ? 

Shall I go to the FtahHeaement to see the beautiful dancing, or to 
the- theatre to hear the equally beautiful singing ? 

What did the landlord mean by telling me that he could give me 
“ a veritable English bed P’’ 

Why:^duTing the watches of the night, do I so constantly think 
of the Howard family in general, and the Norfolk branch in par- 
ticular ? 

Shall I ventmre P 

Is it not a pity that “ the Direction ” neglects to carpet the wet 
and sandy floor of the machines P 

Why did not the Inquisition tbink of a drive into the sea in a 
machine as an appropriate torture for criminals convicted of murder- 
ing the Pope ? 

Considering the bore of walking through the dry sand and the 
people on my way back, and the nuisance of finding all my clothes 
on the floor, have I enjoyed my bath ? 

Does not this excellent lunch in the eafe on the Pier make amends 
for aU the miseries I have undergone P 

ARBIVAi AT PaBIS. 

How have I survived a tedious journey in a carriage full of ladies 
and children P 

Why did the Frenchman who got in at Amiens eat garlic before 
oommeneiiig bis travels P 

Shall I go to a “ grand ” hotel, where I shall he neglected, or to a 
family hotel, where I shall he poisoned ? 

Will the sun leave any part of me nngrilled, so that I may ask a 
few more questions next week P 


BETTER LATE THAN EVER. 

When Bkixannia wiped the undeserved blot from the scutcheon 
of the brave Dundonald, she could not undo all the wrong he had 
sufEered, but she certainly meant that the oompletest reparation that 
could be awarded him should be. Above all, whatever of his loss was 
measurable by money, she intended should be mad© up. But Beitan- 
nia’s servants at the Treasury read her orders differently. * ‘ Tout est 
mrdu f or s Vhonneur^^ they construed, “ Honour we are forced to give 
back— but with a loss of everything else.” They restored the rank 
wMoh should never have been taken awaj — small thanks to them ! — 
but the pay which should have gone with it they kept back, like 
dirty dogs as they were ; and, worse still, when his grandson, 
the other day, asked for the due so long and cruelly withheld 
from the heroic grandsire, Beitannia’s Treasury servants of to- 
day upheld the mean injustice of their predecessors of 1833 and 
1847, and refused the pay belonging to the rank and honour so 
tardily restored. 

But there are official acts of meanness of which even the most 
economically-disposed House of Commons scorns to take advantage. 
This was one of them. The Select Committee appointed— in the 
teeth of Government— to look into Loej> Bxtndonald’s claims, which 
were all he had to bequeath to his descendant, has reported, as a 
body of honest gentlemen needs must, that— 

“Complete reparation will not hare been done to Loan BtraynoNALP 
unless the claim for back pay wbioh he bequeathed to Ms g^and^8on is recog- 
nised. Everything connected with his restoration to the Navai Service and to 
. his rank and honour proceeded upon the principle thal^ so far as possible, he 
should be placed in me same position as if he had never been removed from 
the Service. This appears of necessity to imply that the reparation spoken 
of in the Treasury Miuute is not complete. Jxl . the opinion of your Com- 
, mittee no technical rule should he permitted to stand in the way of such 
reparation, the justice of which seems to follow by a natural inference from 
the steps which have already been taken." 

i So, at last, justice will be done all round. The Gtbverimaent will 
stand rebuked for an attempt to set up a technical rule in bar of a just 
claim ; and the descendant of a hero will reap some benefit, though 
late, from his famauftferefethear’aservices, for which hbeouutry would 
have gladly paid, but the reward of wMoh was unjustly withheld by a 
Government unworthy alike of such a country and sueh a Gaptadm 


CON. EOE. THE OOMMUNISi 

Hebe’s a oonundirum fox the Nation 
That likes its reasons graced with rhyioie : 
Why ’s Pabneix like Proerastinatian ? 
Because he is the thief of Time. 
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DOMESTIC ECONOMY. 

{Questions for the next Congress.) 

TArare into aocoimt the expense of extra coals, the outlay for 
soap, starch, powder-hlue, soda, and other necessaries, the payment 
to the washerwoman, and the cost of her beer, tea, and food, and 
considering the probability that a periodical disturbance of nerves 
and temi^er shortens the life of the head of the family— the bread- 
winner— is it Domestic Economy to wash at home ? 

Which is the more economic x)ian— to buy dresses, mantles, 
bonnets, &o., or to have them made in the house ? 

With regard to servants^ beer, which of these three courses is the 
most advisable to adopt ?— 

a. To substitute a money allowance. 

5. To keep beer in cask, 
a. Key in the parlour. 

Key in the kitchen. 
e. To serve out'bottled beer. 

Would you recommend a young and newly-married Lady to have 
Cook up into the drawinf-room every morning for orders, or to go 
da^ herself mto the kitchen after breakfast ? 

How far is it possible to dispense with the services of charwomen ? 

Compare plain needlework and fancy work (1) as a thrifty and 
economical employment, (2) as a rational occupation, and (3) as an 
encouragement of self-respect. 

Can the present relations between “Mistress and Maid” be 
improved in any of the following particulars — a. Wages and Per- 
quisites. h. Dress, c. Holidays* d. “Friends”? 

Whi(^ is the best description of Carpet (1) for dining and drawing- 
rooms, (2) for bedrooms, (3) for nurseries, (4) for stairs ? 

Does it answer to “ turn ” dresses ? 

What are the advantages and disadvantages of Meat Teas ? 

With reference to health, expense, and comfort, which is prefer- 
able~Gas or the Lamp ? 

Do you keep your Bed-room Windows open at night all the year 
roimd? 


C. D. has an income of £500 a year, and a wife and three daugh- 
ters, sixteen, eighteen, and twenty (no sons). What allowance 
should each have for dress and private expenses (including laun- 
dress) ? 

Can you furnish good and economic recipes for plum-pudding, 
claret-oup, gingerbread, minoed mutton, mild stumng, clear ana 
strong gravy soup, lemonade, light pastry, salad, and bread sauce ? 

Is it advisable to give everything out, or would it be better to 
place confidence in your servants ? 

How would you prevent the too frequent repetition of cold meat 
for dinner ? 

Can you supply a new recipe for a family pudding, which shall be 
at once cheap, wholesome, and palatable P 

What are your experiences of pages, parlour-maids, and general 
servants? 

What is the lowest income on which a young couple should marry, 
who have been accustomed to liberal housekeeping, genial society, 
the cultivation (as an amusement) of the drama, music, and the fiue 
arts, costly dress, and the frequent use of hired vehicles ? 

Tour husband^s income is £700 a year, the rent of your house is 
£70, you have five children varying from fourteen to baby, you keep 
three servants, and your usual dinner-hour is half-past six— what 
do you propose to give your husband for dinner each day next 
week? 

When are the following articles in season— salmon, partridge, 
asparagus, giblets, cauMowers, roast pork, mushrooms, oysters, 
woodcock, and sucking-pig ? 


A Slight Mistake, 

Oios of our Turoophiles, writing of the War in the hysterical style 
at present usual among these excited organs, declares that “ now 
Hell has been let loose in Bulgaria.” He mistakes. Hell has been let 
loose in Bulgaria since the Turkish rule was established there 
above four h^dred years ago, and this is the first efiective 
attempt to chain it up. Haturally, the imdertaking has its horrors. 
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SHAKSPEARE ILLUSTRATED. 

Delicate Wife. “ Bring mb another Pla.tb or Bacon and Beans, Waiter, And mind 

THEBE ’s PLENTY OR JTAT ! ” 

SMJespearian, hut dys^eptic^ JSusland {inwardly), 

** Oh I CURSE OF Marriage ! 

That we can call these dblioate Creatures ours, 

But not their Appetites ! *’ 


A CLERICAL SUGGESTIOJST, 

Some clever person, in the Lower 
House of Convocation, during the 
discussion on Lord Alwynb Comp- 
TON^s Motion, as to vestments (re- 
ported in the Church Timee) 
observed, that, “if a white Chas- 
uble were worn, it really could 
hardly be distin^shed at a dis- 
tance from a surmce with a degree- 
hood over it.” This is a beautiful 
notion for compromise, only a large 
church is absolutely necessary. 
Then the Ritualistically inclined 
among the Laity should have the 
front seats, where they would be 
satisfied that the Parson was wear- 
ing a “vestment.” Those in the 
middle of the Church— representing 
the ma would be uncertain 

as to what it was, and as indifierent 
as uncertain, while the moderate 
Evangelical party in the back seats, 
would see only a surplice and a 
hood. The ultra Evangelicals might 
be easily seated out of sight alto- 
gether, and so long as they were 
within hearing, they would have to 
live by faith, and not by sight, ia 
perfect accordance with their own 
principles. Really the Cleric who 
made this observation in Convoca- 
tion, and whose name we regret our 
inability to recall (as we only (jnote 
from memory), seems to have hit the 
right nail on the head in this vexed 
question. 


RUSSIAN ATROCITIES. 

In the Emperor’s quarters at Plo- 
lesti they are actually using Turks’ 
heads to sweep the ceilings with! 
They are supposed to be those of the 
prisoners taken at Meopolis— who, of 
course, have been massacred masse. 


MEDDLING AND MUDDLING. 

{Being the Log of Admiral de Forcey,) 

Arrived in foreign waters, and finding that the Local 
Municipal Council were using v^ strong language in debate, 
immediately bombarded the Town HaU. Mayor and Beadle killed, 
and eighteen Aldermen wounded. Spent the rest of the day^in 
proclaiming a new Monarchy. 

Tuesday , — Some one having told me that he had seen somewhere 
a paragraph, stating that a person looking like an Englishman 
had been arrested unfairly, considered it my duty to protect 
British Interests. To car^ out this idea thoroughly, bombarded 
the ^yal Palace, the principal Hotels, the Railway Station, and 
the Theatre. The target practice was excellent. Employed the 
rest of the day in dethronmg the new King, and restoring an 
ex-Emperor. 

Wednesday , — ^Pound that the two Houses of Parliament were 
opposing one another. Landed a couple of companies of Marines, 
and, assisted by the Commons, carried several important 3ills 
through the Lords at the point of the bayonet. Employed the rest 
oLthe day in banishing the Emperor, and converting the country 
into a Duchy, under a Grand Duke. 

Thursday,— FmdAixg that the Local fieet were fighting a naval 
battle amongst themsfivos, tried a few torpedoes. Result, six iron- 
clads went to the bottom in less than no time. Was just warming 
to my work, when it was explained to me (under a nag of truce) 
that what I had taken for a naval battle, was merely a sham-fight. 
Apologised ; and, to fill up my time, turned my Grand Duchy mto 
a Government on the Septennate principle. 

JVwfay.— Displeased at the noise made by the milita:^ hands of 
the Local army. Considered the noise dangerous to British In- 
terests. Aocordingly, landed a Kayal Brigade of Blue Jackets, and 
defeated the enemy’s forces in one hour and ten minutes. Spent 
the rest of lie day in establishing a Conservative Republic. 

. Saturday.— Thi^ being the last day of the week, was most anxious 
to leave everything ship-shape for Sunday. With this desire, 
dismissed all the Judges, disbanded the remainder of the Army and 


Navy, and ordered the Clergy into exile. Finding that the news- 
papers disapproved of my orders, took all the Editors prisoners, and 
seized the printing-presses. With a view to local self-defence, 
ordered aR the shopkeepers to appear before me, and swore them in 
as Yolunteers. Kext visited the Hospital (now used as a temporary 
town-hall), and gave the country a new constitution. In spite of all 
my efforts [to please them, the inhabitants appeared dissatisfied. 
This being the case, hoisted the TJnion Jack, and (in defence of 
British Interests) declared the country to he the property of Her 
Majesty. Having done this, posted despatches to the Admiralty, 
and ordered the fieet under my command to hold itself in readiness 
to start for a new place on Monday. 


IMMINENT STARVATION. 

It appears that a certain very good Institution is in a very bad 
way. At a meeting held the other day in the Egyptian Hall at the 
Mansion House, on behalf of the Dramatic College, founded for the 
final benefit of poor Actors and Actresses, according to a report of 
proceedings : — 

" Miss Sedgwick adverted to the novelty of her position in being caUed 
upon to address such an audience, hut she had to plead in the cause of charity, 
and sought to enlist the sympathy of those she addressed. The Royal Dra- 
matic College, she said, was in danger of collapse, and, indeed, of death, 
through sheer inanition. If that was so, it would not he creditable if some- 
thing were not done to avert such a result,” 

The Dramatic College is situated at Maybury, near Woking, and, 
consequently, not far from the cemetery in tnat vicinity. Should 
the collapse in which Miss Sedgwick represents it terminate, as she 
fears, in death, its inmates, dying with it, will he too likely, most 
of thenu to become eligible for citizens of the neighbouring necro- 
polis. It is to be hoped that the Dramatic College will not be 
suffered to perish of inanitioB, since its emptiness can be easily filled 
by the benevolence of the numerous playgoers and patrons of the 
Drama^ whose pockets are in a state of plethora, which would admit 
of considerable depletion without delariment to meir circulation. 
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ATTRACTIVE ATHLETICS. 


THE PLAN FOR 


‘‘ART PROORESS.^ 


OYS and Q-irls must Lave 
their little games. Ath- 
letics are as necessary to 
the health of the softer sex 
as the harder, besides being 
useful aids to innocent 
flirtation. 

Lawn-Tennis has super- 
seded Cro<iuet; but pro- 
bably to be sooner or later 
discarded in its turn. Still, 
lawns will remain, and 
there are other games be- 
sides Tennis for which a 
lawn could serve as an 
arena. Among these may 
be suggested Lawn Cricket 
—with the due distinction 
from the masculine game 
as played at Lord’s ; Lawn 
Football, adapted for the 
softer sex and weather, 
under modiflcations of the 
Rugby" Rules; Lawn Pri- 
soners’ Bars, or Prisoners’ 
Base ; Lawn Rounders ; 
Lawn Stag - out ; Lawn 
^ Hockey ; Lawn Tipcat ; 
Lawn Hopscotch. 'Duly developed to suit the lawn, Hopscotch might 
be rendered a very elegant game, so as to aflord much the same 
facilities for graceful display as dancing. ^ Lawn Marbles, perhaps, 
would hardly oe quite compatible with ‘‘tie-backs ; ” neither would 
Lawn High Cockalorum-iig and Lawn Leapfrog, at least without 
the fadoption of those reforms of costume which may be expected 
speedily to supervene on recognition of the Rights of Woman. 



The special questions selected for discussion at the forthcoming 
Social Science Congress, about to be held in Aberdeen, have been 
published. Among them, under “Art Department,” stands the 
following one : — 

“Is our modem system of Art competition favourable or unfavourable to 
Art progress ? ” 

Decidedly unfavourable, compared with the system of competition 
established in other professions than Art. There is no admission 
into them^^ but iist by means of a stiff preliminary examination, 
and exammations still stiffer, in all manner of subjects bearing and 
not bearing on them afterwards. If nobody were admitted to he a 
student at the Royal Academy, nor allowed to exhibit there till be 
had been tested as to his proflciency in Classics, Mathematics, 
History, Poetry, and the Modem Languages : if he were not eligible 
for an Associate without underling a still further ordeal, nor for 
an Academician unless certified by competent examiners of omni- 
science in all branches of knowledge besides those relative to Art 
and some others, the certain consequence would be tbe very speedy 
development of Michael Ahoblos, Titiaks, Raefaelles, Rey- 
HOLDSES, and Hooaeths, There is nothing like compelling men to 
work in grooves chiselled out for them by other minds, to foster 
and cultivate original genius. In due time, no doubt, if we only 
wait a little, our competitive examination system, in tbe medical 
profession for instance, will produce Hahveys, Huhxebs, Abbkke- 
THTS, and Bells as plenty as blackberries, and no less copiously 
enrich other Sciences with Bacons, Newtons, Davts, and Fabapays. 
So, likewise, it will give us MABLBORoueHS, Wellingtons, and 
Nelsons in the Army and Navy. Already we see in literature, and 
every department of mental work, how much it has done, especially 
to exalt and expand the reasoning and imaginative faculties whereby 
the creative is peculiarly distinguished from the common mind, and 
the intelleotual productions of Qie present in general from those of 
the past. 

SCHOOL BOARD AND SUNDAY CLOSING. 


SEASON-ABLE STATISTICS. 

It seems admitted that the season has been a sadly dull one, and 
West-End sbopkeepers complain that people have spent next to 
nothing at their shops. “ Offally hawed, yon kn^” has been a 
very frequent observation in the Parka"; and “We really can’t 
afford it ” has more than once or twice been overheard at garden- 

E arties, when a ball has been proposed. Still, if we may judge 
rom the following statistics, the season has been much as usual. 

Tbe number of Whitebait served and swallowed in London and 
its suburbs during the last three mouths has been computed at 
twenty billions twelve thousand and two (excluding fractions). 

It wdli perhaps be hardly credited that since the first of April as 
much as thirty-seven thousand and eleven pounds have in London 
been expended upon bntton-bole bouquets. 

A calculation has been made by one well coinpetent to guess, that | 
the distance nightly waltzed within the precincts of Mayfair has 
amounted to sixteen hundred leagues. 

It has been carefully computed by an able statistician that the 
number of white kid-gloves which have been split in basty dressiag 
in the course of the year is one million and fifeeen. 

The cigars which have been smoked at Hurlingham and Lord’s 
would, if placed end to end, reach sis times round 8t. Paul’s. 

The quantity of hairpias daily dropped in Rotten Row, and in the 
paths adjacent, has been sujficient, on the average, to fill eleven 
pecks. 

It is calculated that the drags of the CJoaohing Club alone have 
travelled, since the first of May, a distance eqnal to that from 
Peckham to Pekin, 

It is rumoured, in high, circles, that the number of positive 
“ offers” to that of p. p. (play or pay) flirtations may be approxi- 
mately represented oy the ioxmula : One to nine hundred and 
nineteen. 

An estimate has been made by a fashionable Confectioner that the 
ices which Society everywhere has consumed this summer, would, if 
piled together, overtop the Matterhorn in height, and equal it in 


TrnnnviABnB. 

Never trust Russian buUelanaf. How different Turkish I They 
can he re-tied on. 


Most people have hitherto supposed that the School Board system 
of education was one thing, the Denominational another, and that 
the former and the latter differed as light and dark. They will 
hardly know what to make out of the following statement in the 
letter of a local paper’s London Correspondent 

** The London School Board does not improve. It is developing an. amount 
of narrow-mindednefcB which one did not look for after the triumph of the 
Liberal party at last year’s election. By twenty votes to ten the Board has 
refused to allow the play-grounds to he opened on Sundays, declaring that to 
open them would he a breach of the Fourth Commandment.” 

Can this possibly be true, and no mistake? Then let all the 
Saints of the Sunday Rest Association rejoice. For then the London 
School Board has been undeservedly stigmatised as Secularist, It 
is, on tbe contrary, denominational indeed. Its majority, at any 
rate, have proved themselves so pious that they are now reproached 
with narrow-mindedness, and open to be maligned as Denomina- 
tionalists of the straitest and also the stupidest sect of the British 
religion, who live as Pharisees, or pretend to live so, whilst they 
compel all those in their power to practise their preaching. Let the 
ungodly taunt them with belonging to tbe Denomination of Dolts 
who confound the First Day of the Week with the Seventh, and 
I besides that, make a perverted Judaism forbid not only all manner 
of work upon Sunday, but likewise all manner of play, how innocent 
aud healthful soever. ^ The profane may tell them their Denomina- 
tion is simply that of illiterate and vulgar Sabbatarians. Train up 
the child early to idle about the streets on Sunday, or to take refuge 
in the public-house. Therefore shut him out of his play-ground. 
Call you that Sunday closing ? Do you pretend to be fit and proper 
persons to preside over national education ? Such may be the cries 
and questions of contemptuous scoffers. But the Denominational 
majority of the London School Board wiU know as well as any 
survivor of “Lady Huntingdon’s Connection,” how to reply to them 
— “ Ay, do despise ns, we likes to be despised.” 


A Bevived Title. 

CoNSTPEBiNG that the Anti-Protestant system, of which the Holy 
Cross Somety are the exponents, has been growing up for many 
years tinder the very noses of the Bishops, would noi it he appro- 
priate to style these dignitaries by a Imral trinsktion of their 
ancient GreA title, #irf<rjc<nrot— “ Over-Lookers.^’ 


A New Channel of CoMMTOiCATroN with the Seat of Wab. Blub Dittos.— What the Blue-Coat uniform turns Christ’s Hospital 

—By Special Liar. into Guys. 
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MALEDICTION MALE WOBSB. 

{To Mk, Edwasd Ebbem-ait.) 

It was not Perish India,” yon exclaimed, 

Rather than for the Turk one Briton fight I ” 

But “ Perish British Interests, xmshamed. 

Rather than we take part against the Right ? 

The second saying gives the worse ofience 
To the true Briton’s moral sense ! 

If India perished, and if that were all, 

The evil were comparatively small. 

“ India ” might “ perish ” without more ado 
Than if you sung out, “ Perish GKmbuctoo I ” 

But “ British Interests,” Sir, and “ Our Dominion 
In India” — these are things that Britons cherish. 
Do rather anything than let them perish I 
The man ’s un-English holds not that opinion. 

You, that of Ebebmajs- hear the glorious name, 

Do you yourself a freehom Bnton think. 

And yet admit, with soul devoid of shame, 

A cause for which you ’d “ British Interests ” sink ? 
As Britons ]^aramount we feel ’em. 

“ Fiat Justitiay ruat coelum,'*^ 

That moral maxim, in this freemen’s land, 

Eolk with this free construction understand, 

“ Let ‘ British Interests ’ reign supreme o’er all, 
Although the welkin on the world should fall.” 

You should have put up with the misquotation. 

What ? ‘ * Perish British Pocket— British Purse ! ” 
Ill-advised Ebbemab-, you ’ve hut made had worse 
By your unpatriotic explanation. 


- ^ Reports of Progress. 

SoBNB — A Bhok m Meet BtreeU 

First Cahly. ISTow then I What are you stopping for ? 
You ’re a nice ohstruction, you are I 
. Second Cdbhy. You ’re a Bigger 1 

Voli T "Vai« ca *Pa T>TaTDixT t 


PROFESSIONAL VIEW 


SITUATION. 


Awbue DEM Rooshian Atkohshitibs — Shtrippint’ de poor Crebturs kakbu ! 
Yon ting — Olb Olo’s 'il be sheap V* 


Epitaph foe Mb. Joseph Jeppeesoh {may it he long 
before he wants it), — ^R, I. P. 


A GOOD WOED AND A GOOD WOEK FOE JACK 
A8HOEE. 

Punch does not often own himself surprised. But he had to own 
himself surprised a little while ago, when he learnt that tWe was 
no Soldiers’ Reading and Recreation Room at the “Rock.” In 
furtherance of the movement to supply so strange a want, he then 
said a good word for the Garrison of Gib., and hopes it mofited. 
He has now another surprise to own to, on learning that the Bermu- 
das are without anything in the shape of a Club-house for Sailors 
and Marines on liberty from our West Indian Eleet, which has its 
head-quarters in the harbour of Ireland Island, where we have our 
chief West India Haval Establishment, andl where half-a-dozen 
men-of-war are often lying for weeks together. And, as he has this 
other surprise to confess to, so also he 1ms this other good word to 


than who do their best to strengthen the one and root out the other. 
But he has no better friends than those who help him to put to good 
I use the rare aud much-prized moments of liberty that relieve the 
monotony and confinement of his life aboard ship. This those, are 
doing who are promoting the establishment of the Bermuda Sailors’ 
and Marines’ Club-house. Such things want starting; though, once 
started, they should— and must- keep themselves gomg. 

Punch is proud to hold out his old naval cap for this good work, 
and to say tkat contributions will he received by Captain Leveson 
Somerset, R.H. (Captain in Charge, Bermuda), care of Messes. 
Chaep & Co., 3, Clifiord’s Inn, Eleet Street, or the Rev. C. H, Hae- 
BOEP, B.A., R.N., The Parsonage, Ireland Island, Bermudar 


“licence.” The only places open, during their run ashore, to our 
Blueiackets and Marmes are viUanous dens for the snpply of 
^gged liquor, the consumption of which is stimulated by the 
foulest accompaniments. 

' What it is proposed to start is a clean and decent Club-house, 
where, for moderate charges, good beds, wholesome food, honest 
drink, and rational amusement can he had— a place where Jack on 
liberty can smoke his pipe, drink his beer or grog, and enjoy his 
game a.t draughts or skittles, howls or billiards, read his paper, or 
take his hand at cards with his messmates, without having his 
pocket picked by extortionate harpies, and his eonstitution ruined 
with hooussed drink, or worse abominations ; — a place where, after 
his da]5^s ramble ashore, Jack may top-up a social evening with a 
qiaet night’s rest, and come aboard next morning as a British sailor 
should— cool, clean, cheerful, and collected ; and not like a beaten, 
hoosy, battered blackguard, with his eyes in mourning, his stomach 
sick, and Ms blood in a blaze. 

Jack, all popular as he is, has more flatterers than friends— more 
who make a profit ont of his weaknesses, and a living out of his vices, 


COLORADOS AT CLOSE OUARTERS. 

If out potato - powers do not become personally acquainted 
with the Colorado Beetle it will not be the fault of the Alexandra 
Palace Company, which advertises for exhibition a sample of the 
insect (dead, we sincerely trust) , or of Me. Stoxeweek, the modeller 
who has produced an exact likeness in wax of the beetle id all 
its stages; or last, and not least, the exemplary Manchester 
Entomologist who has received a consignment of the Chrysomela 
decemlineata from a scientific friend in the States, and has been 
keepmg them in his garden on strawberries and vegetable marrows, 
under the strictest injunctions, of course, not to let them escape. 

As they are winged, we don’t quite see how walls are to keep them 
in. At all events, considering the possible consequences of letting 
loose a pair of these interesting “hugs,” one is glad to learn that 
the Privy Council has writtmi to Sir Joseph Heeon, the active 
Town-Clerk of that Metropolis, to beg him to bring down the Muni- 
cipal foot— all its force of beetle-crushers .in fact— on the happy 
family which the Lancashire Entomolo^st has been maintaiolng 
with a curiosity highly scientific, no doubt, hut hardly compatible, 
perhaps, with the safety of our potato-fields. 


British Interest. — ^Wherever there ’s British Capital. 
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r we wanted an appropriate title for onr se’imiglit’B oLronide, we 
ouglit to call it “ A "Week at Donny brook,” It opens with, a pleasant 
novelty in the Dog-days— a Satnrdav Morning Sitting (July 21). 
And for such an agreeable and nsefnl morning’s work, too ! Fonr 
hours of obstructive row over the Irish Judicature Bill, resulting in 
one division of 90 to 4 on a Motion of Me. Biggae’s to postpone a 
Schedule. And this, after several rounds of the same weari- 
some wrangling in the small hours of Friday’s sitting. The only 
novelty was that Biggae said “ What the deuce ! ” and was called 
to order for it. If “ What the deuce ! ” makes Biggae’s behaviour 
disorderly, what the deuce do you call Biggae’s behaviour without 
that energetic form of interrogation f 
The House is rapidly getting into a state of white-heat , at ,tMs 
idiotic annoyance, and no wonder. If it keeps temper enough', under 
the nrovocation of PAErati, Biggae, and O’Doitnixl, to pass sen- 


will have earned canonisation ; for, certainly, they have been enough, this week, to rile a Senate of Samts.^ eveh TO rmia- 

mentary patience ; and it has evidently been reached at last. If July does not see the end of thw mwlerahle waste or pn^bhc tame, 
and uninstidahle tax on private temper, the House of Commons will have deserved the ignominy to which it is the object of tM precio^ 
trio to reduce it. In Sie Wilxiam Haecouet’s words, Messes. PABEEii, Biggae & Co., will have succeeded in then attempt to 
defy the authority of Parliament, to bring the House of Commons into contempt, and to block the great engine by which me Bnush Empire 
is chieBy maintained.” Of course this is what they wish. But ought they to have their wish ? It is all ve^ well to treat these perwns 
with contempt. Contempt, irony, sarcasm, ridicule, are as muon thrown away on them as hail on the hide of a wunoceros. iney 
must be prevented from further obstructing public business, as you prevent a knot ^ roughs from stoppmg a thorougmare. Jne rules 
of the House were framed for men of sense and Gentlemen, so no wonder a difficulty is found m hraging mem to hear on the present 
offenders. But if the old rules won’t fit, new ones will have to be framed. The nuisance must be abated. 


full complement ; and in the present uncertain and disturbed condition of Europe, it has been thought desirable that tney snouia be 
strengthened — to the extent of about 3000 troops. This is the sole foundation for the statements in the newspapers^ 

Parturiunt moutes, nascetur lidiculus mus.” 

But there can rarely he no nii«fH.Va about the Mouse after this. How oau the D. T. drummer persist in beating hie big drum so 
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lig drum, and take to irony iastead. more eliectnaUy* ^ . xv, ^ 

(a?mmow«.)— Tke Chanobiiob ob the Exckeqjter gave tne same Tuesday (Xordi).— Advancmg Bills— a lesson to tke Commons, 
answer as Lord Dbbbt to an echo of Lobj) Gbajstville’s question ^otild be in for a verdict o± acdlty, if tried by their Peers on 
by the KABqirrs OB Habtingtok. Again PwwcA asks, wter this, indictment of waste (of time). . . ^ ^ « xi 

hW can the Mouse be made out a Mammoth— except in Momhastes {Commons. )--On. Motion for gomg into Committee on the South 
P^nbso fashion? Ministers, be thev never so many-nmded. don't African Bill, Sib Gbobge Campbell insisted on having it out m 
go out of their way to fling d.ust in the eyes of both Lords and Com- i,iack and white. He complained that the Bill handed over the 
mons ; and if they say a tmng— in two places, too, as the auctioneers’ Darkeys of South Africa to its Whitey-browns. Mb. Fobsteb took 
phase is — they must be taken to mean it, diplomacy to the contrary opportunity of giving in his adhesion to the Annexation of 
notwithstanding. , . , the Transvaal, Mb. E. JENECsrs was graciously pleased to express 

So Punch, perforce, concludes that the troops who have this week approval of the Bill. The natural satisfaction this must have 
embarked for Malta are not meant to garrison Q-allipoli ; and sings, giyen the G-overnment was dashed by Mb. Pabnell’s decided 
cheerfully, . . . objection to the measure. Ireland wanted Pederation, and couldn’t 

“ Conturtabantur Gallipoli— would-be— itani. The South African Colonies didn’t want Confederation, and 

Preaproperabilibus soUicititudinibus.” ^ ^ ^^s machinery was thrust down their throats. Mb. O’DoKlsrELL 

The Chajnoellob op the ExcHEquEB having asked priority for followed on the same side, and succeeded in the course of atwo- 
Government business on Tuesdays and Wednesdays, Mb, Pabnell fours’ oratorical ramble in his favourite feat of exasperating the 
was of qpiaion that ^‘the Government ought first to have stated House to madness, which found vent in repeated attempts at a 
what BUfi they meant to proceed with.’' Cool, rather, of Mb, P^- Count, bnt in vain— 

ITBLL, whose moves have nothing to do mth the progress of BiUs, „ glittering eye, 

but the report thereof. Not satisfied with thia piece of assurance, hapless House sat still.” 

Mb. P. went on to complain that “ Irish business had ibeen much ^ , „ . , . . . . , 

neglected, and the ScotSi Prisons Bill not pushed on ; that the House Mb. Oowen by an excellent speech in favour of the Bill restored 
was incapable of legislating for Ireland ; and that it should address the House to something like temper, which Mb. Coubtnet suc- 
itself to the great problem before it, how busiuess should be carried ceeded in dasbdng, but could not .quite destroy, by his captious 
on in future Sessions in other words, how Mb. Pabijjell is to attack on every part of the measure. This Gentleman has in a 
be muzzled. There is an assurance about this sort of talk from very short time contrived to produce a settled sense ot irritation 
Me. Pabnell that is perhaps even more exasperating thsu his qbstruc- in the House rarely reached with so little practice, 
tiveness. . Tfi® BUI being at last got into Committee, Mb. Biggab succeeded 

Whallev’s complaints are, at least, pathetic. He bad ba. putting a stopper on it, and the Chancbllob oe the ExcHEquBB 

he moaned, brought forward The Priest in Ahsolutm (|fGauy the —blocked as i^nsual— was fain to report progress, when the House 
Member for Peterborough should keep better company), a#d b^d went into Committee on the Irish County Coiwt Bill. The Major 
thrice been Counted Out. He wound up with the awM tjareat now took up the obstructive game, and had the pleasure, with 
that— “ if the same thing happened again, he would either throw up Mb. Biggab’s aid, of dividing 147 to 1 — thanks to the kind help of 
his seat {great cheering), or hold it in abeyance, rather than act as Mb. Pabnell, who, admitting that the Bill was one of great im- 
a sort of screen behind which the Government could carry on the poytapice to the people of Ireland, walked into the “Ayes” lobby, 
business of the count:i^ in an irregular manner,” Poor dear JHember save his honourable friends from having nobody to teU.” In 
for Peterborough ! Me, at least, has the Arcadian virtue of a sim- spite of a warning from Mb. Callan, that this was too much even 
plicity which redeems a silliness that at times seems superhuman. for Am, the same little game was repeated in a few ininutes, Biggab 
Mr. CIowen recalled the House to common sense by pointing out standing by the Major to tell and Pabjnell coming forward in 
that its work had outgrown its machine^, and that the prolfiem solitary siiwimity to be told. Bather than risk a third performance 
before it was how to enlarge its! horse [K.B,, not any other auimalj by the Triad, progress was reported, when Whallet rose to ease 
power to meet the new demands on the old engine. his pent-up soul on The Priest in AbsoluMon. 

Then the Member for Dungarvan, envious of the prowess of P 4 B- But this was too much for the sorely-tried House. The Chait- 
EELL, rushed into the fray, and complained of the “ conduct of obllob op tbe ExcHBquEB. moved the previous question, and the 
Government in keeping Bills rolling about from week to week, and House let itself be Counted Out— in forgetfulness, no doubt, of the 


Speaker could not say the Honourable Member for Dungarvanwas Wednesday. — To-night the Irish imposthune which has been 
out of order, though he was certainly trying very severely the swelling so long, came to a head, and burst over the South African 
patience of the House. To this O’Dobjteil retorted— Bill. Punch, with all his lucidity, renoxmoes the attempt to paint 

He was merely endeayouring to show that the Government were not the particu^rs of a row tlnough which, m an atmosphere d^kened 
^ entitled to forbearance, particularly as they had given no promise that there with gusts of altercation, objurgation, and recrimination, amidst wild 
wotdd he the slightest amendment in their oouduot for the future, or that jumpings-up and sudden subsidings, the figures of Messks. Mobk 
I they would cease to inflict on the House useless and irritating discussions, and E. .JeneXNS, PabKELL and O’DoNZ^ELL, the ChaIBMAJN OP 
, For his own part, he should deem it to be his duty to continue to subject these COMMITTEE, and the CbMlBCBLLOB OF THE Excheutjeb loom dimly 
measures to as oedm, as independent, and as deliberate criticism as if Hon, visible. Everybody seemed for some three-ouarters of an hour to 
Membersjrere not mahTOTto repair to the shootiiig grounds throughout oaUing eve^lKxfy to order, while somebo^, from time to time, 
f the country. {Ones of Oh. oh. ) might be heard moving that somebody aUe’s words should be taken 

This was the straw that broke Me, Chaplut’s hack. He sprang down. ^ , 

up to protest. At last„MB. Pabhell, having declared the intense satisfaction he 

“He had seldom mtaessed anything more psinful or more degrftdiim than 

the scene which had just been presented to the House. {Cheers.) He did ExcmauEB moved that the words be taken dovra, ^d, this 
not rise to appeal to the good feeling of the Hon. Gentleman who imoke last, done, put the.quMtion that progress be reported, m order to report 
or that of those with whom he was iu the habit of acting. The otbakbe, the words to the House ; and the Speabeb was called m to pour his I 
whose mandates the Members of the House always treated with the greatest official oiL.€n the troubled sea of the Commons, 
respect, had appealed to their forbearance iu vam, and an opportunity had After being twice bearded by BlCfGAB, he succeeded at last in 
been affivrded of seeing their stubbornness and their insensibility to every getting Pabbell out of the House, while it sat utMMi his ; 

sentiment and every feeling by which Gentlemen in that House were and then'the House, in its natural wrath, backing its Leader m Ms 
actuated. {Oheers.y* excusable exasperation, was only held back from the false step of 

Thereupon Pabhbll called upon the Speaker for protection, and confounding Mb. Paiuoill’s avowal of his satisfaction in thwarting 
soon wigs were on the green, sticks in the air, and coats trailing, the (Government with an.aimounceiimnt of a determination to obstrnot 
and the HousC, before it knew how, was in the thick of one of those public business, by the calm wisdom of WHiXBKaAn, which soon 
Donny brook Fair skiimmages which have 'made the week remark- found echoes in the good-hiimoured sense of KHATCKBULL-HtrGBSSEK. 
able. and even the chivalrous impetuosity of the Secbexabt of Wab; ” and 

The O’Dohoghue protested, in the name of Ireland, against being furthOT proceeding in re Pabhbil was postponed till Friday, 
held responsible for the conduct of the three rowdy-ohsttnctives. This allowed the Honourable Member for Meath to resume hie 
The rest of the night was spent in Acts of humiliation of the place, and his practices. The rest of the afternoon was devoted to 
House and the Chahcellob of the ExcHEauBB over the Pigott vnterimzzi, iji which defen^ of Pabhell by O’Dojsteell alternated 
blunder. Nothing could well be more abject than Sra Stafford’s with interludes of Biggab in defence of both, to the waste of anoth^ 
apology, more unqualified than the House’s recantation, or completer day, though all we have between this and St. (house’s are all i /00 
than Lord Bbaconsfeeld’s triumph. Pigott , sits firmer in Ihe fewforthebusinesswaiting to be dispatched. 
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Thursday ^ (Zore?^) .—LoBD Nelson advanced to the table behind a 
monster petition for the repeal of the Public Worship Kegulation 
Act— in which the weight of the paper was real, whatever may be 
that of the signatures, among which Sunday Sdiool children’s figure 
largely. 

{Commons Chancellob oe the Excheqtjeb informed the 
Maequis oe Habtinoion of his proposed self-defending ordinances, 
and the House then proceeded to deal with Me. Butt’s Bill for 
endowing with nearly half a million an Irish Roman Catholic Uni- 
versity, under Episcopal control. This would amount, as Me. Lowe 
and Sir W. H. Beach both pointed out, to a deliberate reversal of 
all that the House has done to make education iXmdenominational, 
so no wonder the Bill was thrown out by 200 to 50, 

Friday {Lords), — St. Francis (or was it St. Anthony?) preached 
to the fishes. The Duke oe Somerset would not mind their being 
preached to, but objects to their being blown up, as they are now, 
off Devonshire and Cornwall, by dynamite. 

Loed Redesdale presented a petition from AU-hallows, South- 
wark, against a Romanising district parson, whose notion that 
Ritual hallows aR does not suit All-hallows. 

When a dying woman is refused the Sacrament because she 
objects to confess her sins to the parson, no wonder there is a feeling 
that the Protestant Pale is being Kicked over. 

{Commons,) — ITolumus Uges Farliamenti mutari is a standing 
sentiment of the House, exemplified to-night. Even the intolerable 
nuisance of Irish Obstruction has barely enabled the Government, 
after a whole night’s haggling, to carry, for the fag-end of the Ses- 
sion, SiE Staefoed Noethcote’s two Resolutions, that a Member twice 
out of Order shall be muzzled for the rest of the debate, and that 
no Member shall move more than once to report progress or vacate 
the chair. ^ Wrong-headedness laughs at Resolutions as Love laughs 
at Locksmiths. The House had better have stuck to the first idea, 
and suspended the Obstructive Three for the rest of the Session, 
if they wouldn’t be good on easier terms. 


“ EXCELLENT WELL— THOU ART A FISHMONGER I ” 

^ So we may all say, now Lord Haetinoton has taken his place as 
liveryman of that ancient Guild, whose brethren have been stamped 
as ** honourable men ” by the pen of Sharspeaee and the tongue of 
Hamlet, To his Lordship’s honour, let us set down the excellent good 
sense his Lordship uttered in the speech acknowledging his new 
rank:— 

“We have, as Head of Her Majesty’s (^position, thought that if matters 
had been otherwise oonduoted by Her M^ajesty’s Q-ovemment this disas- 
trous war might have been averted, and the complications and diffi- 
culties which will probably ensue before its close might have been avoided. 
{Cheers,) But since the outbreak of hostilities, the efforts of my noble 
friend and of myself have been directed to impress upon Her Majesty’s 
Government the expediency •'Of maintaming a strict neutrality, and to 
strengthen their hands in maintaining that neutrality, and not only a 
strict but also a calm neutrality, believing that by auoh a course the best in- 
terests of the country would be served, and the wishes of the vast majority of 
the people be consulted. {Cheers.) We have never denied that great English 
interests are involved, nor that the time may come when it would be neces- 
sary to defend those interests* but we believe that the position of this country 
as well as that of all other neutrals, while we maintain neutrality, is one of 
unassailable security and authority, and we believe that that position would 
only he weakened by a premature interference in this quarrel until we know 
in what way our interests are to he affected^ and in what way they can best 
he defended. {Cheers.) We claim in this respect to have given a more 
valuable support to Her Majesty’s Government than they have received from 
some of those who sit beside and behind them, and by those who profess to be 
their supporters in the Press, who, as will always be the case in times like 
these, have been urging the Government and the country to adopt some 
feverish and impulsive action instead of preserving what we believe to be the 
best for ns—a strict neutrality.” 

And these wise words were being spoken while the House of 
Commons was in the thick of the Donnybrook Fair fight, got up^by 
and oyer the Members for Meath, Cavan, and Dungaryan I How 
Loed HAETiNeTON must have blushed under his new livery, at 
thought of the contrast between Fishmongers’ Hall, and the Hall 
of tihe Collective Wisdom I 


REFLECTIONS ON THE GORILLA. 

{At the AgmHvm.) 

M astee Pongo, 

From tke Congo, 

Or, more strictly, the Gaboon-stream— 

Bole Gorilla 
That doth fill a 

Place beneath pale Europe’s moon-stream— 

Squat of figure. 

Like a Nigger, 

In the eyes and face and 
colour ; 

Grave and gentle, 

Dull in mental 
Aptitudes, and getting 
duller. 

Toung Chimpslnzee 
One might f au/ey 
Turning out a man and 
brother ; 

Full of frolic. 
Melancholic 
one moment, gay' an- 
other. 

High-rope swinging, 
Cross-bar clinging, 
Hand-o’er-hand, Jaok-tar- 
Hke, climbing. 





Hugging, snatching. 
Kissing, scratching,^ 

Much like Man, his baby-time in. 


That can fill a 
Babe Gorilla 

With a gloom so deep-dejected ? 


Not so PoNGO : 

You may long go 
Ere you’ll meet a sadder creature, 
Duller, drearier, 
Travel-wearier, — 

Babe as ’tis,— in air and feature. 

Springs this glumness 
From his dumbness, 

That he can’t return our greeting, 
Tell each brother, 

^ “ You ’re another I ” 

Or drink ** Our next merry meet- 
ing”? 

Or is ’t sadness 
At Man’s badness, 

In two capitals detected, 


Though at dinner, 

For a sinner, 

He enjoys his beef and bee^, 

Sad and testy, 

Oft bis breast he 

Beats, as who ’d say, “ Culpa 
mea ! ” 

Or is ’t owin^ 

To his knowing 

Science threatens rank quadrfi- 
man? 

That to-morrow— 

Shame and sorrow I — 

Darwin may proclaim bim'hn- 
man! 


PARNELL’S CROSS-REFERENCES. 


Ambition, (See Notoriety.) 
Bravery, (See Stubbornness.) 
Candour, (See Impudence.) 
Delay, (See Generalship.) 
Eloguence, (See Twaddle.) 
FoUy, (See Positive.) 
Generalship, (See Delay.) 
Head, (See Yaoant.) 
Impudence, (See Candour.) 
Jealousy, (See Motive.) 
Knowledge, (See Waut.) 
Loyalty, (See OuarreUing.) 
Motive, (See Jealousy.) 
Notoriety, (See Ambition.) 


Positive, (See FoUy.) 
Quarrelling, (See Loyalty.) 
Eepartee, (See “You’re ano- 
ther ! ”) 

Stubhomness, (See Bravery.) 
Twaddle, (See Eloquence.) 
Unpopularity. (See’Xcessive.) 
Vacant, (See Head.) 

Want, (See Knowledge.) 



partee.) 

Zany, (See passim.) 


DEFIANT^ 

“ Take down my words I ”-^and yon wiR see 
That not the way to take down me ! 


Qms CnsTODiET Custodes ?— “ Stands Scotland (Tard) where it 
did? in pubRc opinion ? 


The Bight Man in the Bight Place. 

SiE Stdnet Wateeiow, re^onding f6r the Governors at the 
Anniversary Dinner of St. Bartholomew’s Hospital, took occasion, 
among other improvements^of the Hospital, to refer to the increase 
of the lavatories, bathe, aiid wash-houses. How pleasant that it 
should fall to Water Low to note Higher Water in such an essential 
element of Hospital apphanoes I 


An Obsteucotb Cheery.— The Biggaroon. 


Suggested by a Licensed Tictuadleb.— New name for Ritualists 
‘UnRcensed RituaRers. 




AN INVESTMENT. 

MarnTtia , “ Well, Tommy, wHiiT lid ITnole Dives give you when toit went to see him Yesterday ? ” 

Tommy, “ He gave me a bbadiifdl bright new Thbeebenny^Pieoe T' 

Papa, ** Alb what are yott going to do with ir?^’ Tommy. ** I'm going to buy a Pctrsb to put it in/’ 


UN-ENGLISH ? 


In An^lioisingr generous souls at home, 
Much less abroad. 


JPmny Patriot, You ’U have to out them, John. 

John Bull, Cut whom? 

Penny Pjdriot, These men, 

Who play the traitor’s part with tongue and pen ; 

The “^Perish India ” Pamphleteers who prate 
Of caution when the foe is at the gate ; 

, These poor, un-English 

JohnJ^ll, Ah I hold there, I pray. 

On that same point I wish to have my say. 

I like smmrt hi^ but not below the belt. 

Hn-English I That ’s a phrase with which they pelt 
Men I have long been proud of. ’Tis a term 
To make the blandest Briton writhe and squirm, 

Sum of all shame, compendium of scorn, 

A brand too sore and scathing to be borne 
By an;^ man of British blood. 

Penny Patriot, ’Tis so I 

In spite of party Cant, did I not know^ 

John Bull was always true grit to the core ? 

^hn Bull, But pray what means this term we both abhor ? 
Penny Patriot, Shrinking from Patriotism’s Mgh behests, 

And slighting our Imperial Interests. 

John Bull, But who has earned it ? 

Penny Paf^ot, Gladstone and his gang : 


Pinny Patriot, I fear, John, you’ve become 
Tainted with sentimentalism* 

John Bull, Stuff I 

To that stale charge I ’ve listened quantum svjf. 


That polysyllable ’s the ready stone 
Selfishness shies at sympathy. Big-blown 


And blatant patriots pick such words to pelt 
More loyal men whose larger hearts have felt 


That high unselfish love of their own land 
Which Chauvinism cannot understand. 


John Bull, Humph 'Hardish words I Before I join the cry 
I ’d fain make'sure how fitly they apply. 

Un-English I Is it “ English ” then to test 
All Ei^t by rule of England’s interest ? 

Penny Patriot, Her Interests are the World’s ! 

John Bull* "ViThy so I trust * 

But only while she seeks the right and just : ^ 

And if tis English to erect our need 
Into a general law, you’ll scarce succeed 


Which Chauvinism cannot understand. 

Un-English, eh ? Is ’t English, then, to care 
Less for onr hononr than our safety ? Dare 
Only so far to foUow freedom’s fiag,— 

With help of arm, fair wish, or money-bag,— 

As to the point, close-measured to an inch, 

Where our own interests feel the smallest pinch ? 

Is ’t English to assume the double part, 

That joins Bomhastes^ bounce with Afatomom’s art, 
And brand the statesman of a purer strain 
A craven cosmopolitan ? ’ Tis gain 
To be nn-English then, and he b my man 
Who dares play patriot on a nobler plan ; 

Who dares be jnst, fair, mindful of the right, 

And only in clear quarrel prone to fight ; 

Loving of all earth’s lands his own the best, 

Yet honestly regardful of the rest ; 

Who lets not beam of wilful bias blind 


To mete aH human interests hy his own. 

If that ’s nn-English, then I hope, good friend, 

John Bull will he nn-English to the end. 

{Bait Penny Patriot in esdreme disgust. 


Fellow Fueling. — Ma. Parnell ** pitying the poor Boers.” 
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A FEW DAYS IN A COUNTRY-HOUSE. 

ferred sine die^ and 

we did not drag that pond, hrave boys, and “ we did not catch that 
Whale or, rather, that Eel. There has always been a big Eel— a 
tremendously big Eel — ^in BoouELs’pond. It ’s a, traditional Eel : it is 
to Boodbls^ pond what the Sea Serpent is to the ocean. The Eel in 
Boodels' pond has been seen more than once : in fact, it must have 
been seen to have been appreciated ; but it is difficult to arrive at the 
fortunate person Jwho has seen him. The Head Gardener hasn’t, 
but “ he knows he ’s there.” But why should a Head Gardener see ; 
an eel more than anybody else ? He has nothing to do, profession-; 
ally, with the fish-i)ond. Boouels’ Head Gardeper wears mous-’ 
tachios, and has a military air. He evidently delights in planting 
all his vegetables and fruit in lines. He passes along the Hnes, 
reviewing, as it were, his troops. When the right moment arrives, 
he will say, “ Up, Strawberries, and at ’em 1,” The Under Gar- 
dener, who is, somehow, officially connected with the ducks, is 
reported to have seen tne Eel. This individual, however, is of a 
taciturn disposition, and if he has seen the Eel, he won’t tell. When 
asked about the Eel, he smiles, wags his head (a sign of ^ pleasure 
with him when addressed, and is, jj^robably, a habit acquired from 
having a good deal to do with the animals on the establishment), and, 
mutters something about there being a big *‘Eel” somewhere, 
(he is unintelligible beyond this), and walks on. My private iin- 
messioii, after awhile, founded upon observation, is that if this 
Under Gardener has seen the Eel, he has eaten him. Hence his 
silence, and hence the smile. Hence, also, the mysterious legends i 
stiU current at Boopbis’, and in the neighbourhood, about the Mar- . 
vellous Eel. The Butler, in idle moments (of which, I fancy, he has 
several at command), has set lines for this Eel. 

\Mmpvy Thought, — The Butler and the JEel^ a fine subject fot a 
poem.J 

No result. The Eel, if there, stayed where he was, and the Butler 
retired. 

Everybody having nothing better to do at Boopels’, wanders down 
to the pond, hears fiom some one (generally from Boopeis himself, 
who finds this subject likely to interest his visitors— visitors being 
always interested where there is a probability of their getting some- 
thing by it, and that something, eatable), about the Eel, and imme- 
diately says, meditatively, as if it were quite a new and original 
idea, ^ I should like to catch that Eel.” 

1 “Why,” the visitor diffidently adds, turning to his host, “why 
I don’t you set lines ? ” 

I Boonsps smiles at this. It is what every visitor has said to him 
fjfqm the first day he took the house with the fish-pond. He 
j only replies, in a guarded mann^t that, from what he hqs heard 
; (as the Police say, “from information received,”) he believes that 
i any one fond of the sport can have capital fishing in the pond. 

iSappu Thought, — To sav to Boopels ; “ There may he ‘ capital 
' but is there ‘ capital catching f ” 


I don’t think so. It seems to me to depend upon the fish.]| 

There was a Poet stimpmg at Boopels’ who made this suggestion 
about setting lines* I seconded the motion, for several reasons. 
JFVirsi^Becanse it was something to do. Because I had 

often heard of “ lineS|” and wanted to find out what they were. 

Because I wished to find out if the Poet, who tried to ap- 
pear so sporting, knew any more about it than I did. Judging from 


Ms blank look, when Boopels, pointing to something on the ground 
that appeared to me like a very large and very dirty-white tee-to- 
tnm wound round with thick cord, said, “Here’s the Trimmer and 
the lines,” I am eonTinced that the Poet had not tiie smallest idea 
what he had been talking about. 

The Poet said “ Oh ! ” and looked at the Trimmer, then at me. 

I had only found out a few minutes before that he was a Poet, gl 
should have thought from Ms general^ appearance that he was clerk 
in something — ^not “,in orders ’’—but something official. The only 
outward sign of genius about Mm is Ms nose. He has a low fore- 
head (I don’t beneve in foreheads), and a very large nose. What he 
loses in forehead he makes up in nose. Most Poets are strong in the 
nose. Boopels, who is always enthnsiastio about Ms friends, 
specially if only recently made, tells me that HA-Mxrv Mumlet is a 
very clever man, simply cleverest man,” he (Boopels) “had 
ever met.” TMs sounds as if Boopels’ circle of acquaintances were 
limited. A consoling thought ^is “present company always ex- 
cepted.” “ He .has,” adds Boopels, vaguely, “ something coming 
out very soon ; and he ’s had some wonderful re^iews.in the papers.” 

“What papers P” I ask, as I don’t remember to have seen the 
name of Himiir Musclet anywhere. 

“Oh,” replies Boopels, evidently not expecting to he cross- 
examined on the subject, “ I don’t know. You can read ’em for 
yourself.” And so the subject drops. 

I eye Mumlet distrustfiiliy. At present “ the cleverest man that 
Boopels ever knew ” is throwmg bits of stick into the pon^ and 
frightening the ducks. Our attention is now centred on the Trim- 
mer. It looks to me such an awkward antiquated piece of machinery 
that I cannot understand any eel, associated as he is with .slipperi- 
ness, wriggling, and .low cunning generally, could be caught by 
such a very apparent trap as tMs Trimmer. It occurs to me that, 
as a hoy, I used to learn “easy lessons” out of a Trimmer. 
These were, if I remember rightly, Trimmer^ Guide to the 
Alphaheti^^—(Bj the way, I wonder at what distance from the 
Alphabet one would require a Guide ?) — and so, perhaps^a GCrimmer, 
pisoatorially, is a sort of Little Angler* s First Step to Fishing, 
The second title might he Line upon Line, 

There is another friend (new to me) of Boopels staying here — 
a fresh-coloured, round-faced, light-moustached, small stout man, 
always ready to snule. His expression seems to be saying beseeeh- 
higly,. “ Uo, please, make me smile I I ’m only waiting to be asked 
to smile ! ” 1 set him down at once as a Gentleman Farmer. I 
propose talking to him about crops. I will lay myself out to get 
some information about corn, hay, pigs, poultry, and turnips. I 
begin by a few remarks Ion the weather being bad for the country. 
He smiles, and fancies that it is worse, in some parts than others. ^ 

“ It ’s bad for crops,” I suggest, throwing much sympathy with 
Ms sup;i^osed losses into my tone. 

“Is it ? ” he replies ; then adds, inquiringly, “ Do you know 
this part of the country well ? ” 

“ No,” I say ; but I had thought he did. No, he doesn’t : in fact, 
it ’s his first visit. The conversation fiags. Getting Boopels alone, 
1 ask him, 

“Who’s that?” 

“ Oh ! ” replies Boopels, “ I thought you knew. That ’s Pogmobe 
the Composer.” 

“ What does he compose ? ” I ask. 

“Why music, of course,” retorts Boopels, rather testily. He 
never likes to he pressed too closely as to Ms friends’ accomplish^ 
ments. He accepts a clever friend as a genius, en gros, and 
disdains details as a disloyalty. 

“He’s one of the cleverest men I ever met,” says Boopels, stiU 
speaking of the Composer. “ He ’s got something coming out.” He 
says this as if Pogmoee was going to exemplify, personally, a Dar- 
winian theory. He explains, however, “ an Oratorio, I think — BiatS 
Reeves, Sajsttlet ; in fact,” adds Boopels, rather vaguely, and being 
a little tired of the subject, “ everybody ’s going to sing in it.” 

It occurs to me that the Oratorio must be a work of gigantic 
proportions. We aU walk down the garden to the fish-pond. As 
a matter of fact, the walks in Boopels’ garden are limited. You 
either go to the fish-pond, or yon don’t. The walks are: — 
Towards the fish-pond, which means loitering in a beautiful flower- 
garden; to the fish-pond, round the fish-pond, wMeh includes' 
chance interviews with ourions-looking creatures and big rats; 
half-round the fish-pond, and back th^ same way, nervously ; and 
when you don’t go to the fish-j^ond, you go to the kitohen^arden. 

As a rule, every one on arriTing for the first time at Boopels’, 
looks out of the drawing-room window, and immediately exclaims, 

“ Oh ! let ’s walk as far as the fish-pond I ” 

There has never been an exception to the rule, except in the 
instance of a grumbling old Gentleman, who on Ms arrival in the 
middle of summer, begged that all the windows ond^doors might be 
shut ; growled out that the place lay very low ; that ^the beauty of 
the flowers, specially the roses, was only a clear sign of the damp- 
ness of the atmosphere ; and, on being asked if he would like to 
walk as far as the flsh-pond, replied, surlily, 
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"NOT PROVEN.” 

Presbyterian Minister. Don’t yotj know it ’s Wicked to catch Fish on the Sawbath I ? 
Small Boy {^njot havmg had a rise all the Morning), ** Wha ’s oatohin’ Fesh ? 1” 


1 ^ 0 ; he didn’t want to catch his death of cold, for the sake of 
looking at a dnck-puddle ! ” ^ 

Boon els neyer forgaye this old man. ** In fact,” saidBooDBXs, 
justly irritated, if it hadn’t keen for his age, I’d have ordered a 
fly, and had him taken hack to London at once.” 

As we walk to the flsh-pond, Boodels and Mumiet jBrst, then 
PoGMOHE and m^elf, I start Poomobe on the subject of music, in- 1 
stead of crops* He informs me that he is composing an Oratorio on 
the subject of The “A grand subject?” he suggests, in- 

(luiringly, as if he had some lurking doubt about it himsSS. 

“ very,” I reply. “ Only ” 

“ Only what f ” he asks. 

“ animals a difficulty ? ” 

^ I ’ he exclaims, with the air of being eyidently reKeyed by 
this being my only objection, “but I see my way to that All I 
want IS a good libretto. That ’s what I ’m sticking for now — a good 
libretto. I wish you ’d try your hand.” 

I feel highly complimented, but, with innate modesty, I suggest 
tiiat he shotild ask Hamiin Mumiet. “ I point ont, “is a 
Poet.” I don’t inter from this that I ’m not “ And,” I add, “ Ae 
would wnte you a magniflcent libretto.” Implying that mine would 
be a more magniflcent one. Pookoeb has asked him. Motley has 
repli^, that good poetry is quite thrown away on musio : that the 
librettist gets no fame— only abnse ; and that no one eyer yet heard 
the words of any song, or eyer oared to ask who wrote them. 

I jcattier agree with him,” says Poomobe. 

So do I. But then why ask me to write the libretto ? 

See wMt you can do fox 'me, will you?” says Po&mobe, care- 
lesdy. “ You m/^A^ strike out something.” 

“^9^ as be would haye suggested that I mwht catch 
the Eel, if I only liyed long enough, and fished regxilarly. ipromise, 
however, —to think of it. ^ t 

Tom younger brother of onr old friend the Jester,— 

has nm dam to Boodels for a few days. Boodels says he likes to 
have him there because he’s “invaluable in a country-house— he 
makes everything so lively ’’—which is not much of a compliment to 
ns ; as if we made everything so dull, and he had to be invited 
to connteract our depressing iimnence. 


Tom Milbotd, coming down the walk from the house, hears Poo- 
MOEE sayj d propos of the Oratorio, that there ’s so much “ cha- 
racter in it.” Milbubd Jotb. is a very loud man, and his laugh is 
overpoweringly noisy. He has got a trick of bursting into his 


comes down between us, and exclaim^ in a stentorian voice. “ Oh, 
1 1 know what he’s talking about. His old Oratorio.” Here he 
; roars: no one can get a word in, 'and he continues, stOl roaring, 

I “Capital subject— ha! ha I ha I Noabc and all his little men— 
ha I ha! ha I— with long coats, and sticks, and flat hats. Which 
I are the wives, and which are the sons ? Eh ? Whichever you like, 
my little dear; you pays your money and yon— ha I ha I hal” 
And here he is oh again, as if this venerable quotation were one of 
the raciest things he had heard for years. We look serious. Poa- 
MOBE is aunoyed. But Mmstnau doesn’t care. He takes PoaKOBE 
by one arm and me by the other, shaking us both as if to get a 
laugh out of us by sheer force— he is very muscular— and begins 
again, just as loudly as ever. 

^ “Then the music!— hal hal hal The March Past of the Animals 
into.the Ark ! and the songs I— ha I ha ! ha I I say, though, how do 
you get over their being all duetts ?” Here Mubtod goes into ocn- 
yulsions of laughter, but he won’t leave go of our arms, which he 
shakes and squeezes during his laughter. And this is the man 
whom Boodels says “is invaluable in a country-house, and keeps 
everything lively”! Why, he’ll drive me wild with his voice 
alone. As to Pogmobb, he’ll be mad before he reaches the fish- 
pond. Milbubd shouts out, still burstxxig with laughter, “ They 
must be duetts, because they went in'in couples. Ha! nal hal hal” 

“Housensel” says Pogmobb, irately. “The music will be 
descriptive.” 

“ Of course,” exclaims Mububd. “ I see it. Bassoon for the 
Elephant,” — here he makes noises which he thinks represent the 
ins&uments in question, and, thank heaven, id.eases our arms, in 
order to pretend to be playmg first double bass, smd then the ophi- 
oleide,— “ ophicleide for Idon; the Blaek-heetleawill be a diJG^iuty. 
The Donkey ’s easy enough.” 
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SINEWS OF WAR WANTED. 

The Commons Preservation Society is in want of funds. 
The announcement of this want in the Times should of 
itself suffice to get it abundantly supplied at once. The 
President of our Association for the Preservation of Open 
Spaces from the grasping landowner, noxious manutao- 
turer, and odious speculative builder, is Me. Cowpbr 
Temple. Its Committee includes Peopessoe Fawcett, 
Eael Granville, Me. Shaw-Lepevre, the Aechbishop 
OP Camtesbuey, Sie William Haecouet, Miss Ocxavia 
Hjll, and Me. Beeespoed Hope; and these names 
avouch an appeal from College Street, Westminster, for 
further subscriptions. 

Why further ? To defray the expenses of further ex- 
ertions such as those in the past— to which the public 
owes the salvation of Hampstead Heath, Wimbledon 
Common, Barnes Common— where the Bumbles have 
abandoned their scheme of Sewage Works— Hayes Com- 
mon, Blaokheath and Tooting Commons, besides help 
towards the rescue of Epping Forest, and— with bene- 
ficence extending beyond London— of the Forest of Dean 
from partition and enclosure in 1875 ; and material assist- 
ance m preventing the destruction of ,pioturescLue timber 
in the noble and beautiful New Forest. Much as has 
been done, however, more still remains to do. Several 
objectionable appHcations from aggressive landcrabs 
have been made to Parliament this Session. Philistines 
still persist in dogged endeavours to revive the sordid 
policy of enclosure under the Commons Act of 1876 : 
and there are no less than thirty-three of their hateful 
projects now before the Enclosure Commissioners. Sub- 
scriptions and donations are asked to enable our Com- 
mittee of Vigilance for the Preservation of Commons, 
not, indeed, to Lynch the atrocious projectors of en- 
croachment, but to inquire into their schemes, and, if 
needful, oppose them. Commons’ Preservation is no 
common charity, needing the hat to go round, but a great 
public good, for which contributions should pour in. 
Draw your purses, Ladies and Gentlemen, and defend 
your Commons. 


MOCK-MODESTY. A Ooinoidence. 

Freddy Longshanks {who is really very proud of his lofty stature). ** I Assure you, Deae Me, Pumch, 

MY DEAR Fellow, I find mt Height an awful Nuisance. I’d give ant- Has a recent advertisement of Bacon and 

THING TO BE NO BIGGER THAN YOU ! ” Essex ” anything to do with the Dunmow Flitch just 

Jack Short ‘‘Then why the dickens do you wear such enormous awarded? Tours truly, 

Heels ? ” ^ Tuetle-Dove. 


“ Yes, you can play that,” cuts in Pogmoee, quickly. 

I feel this retort was weak on Pogmoee’s part. 

“No objection to learn, if you’ll teach me,” returns Milbubd. 
Then he suddenly seizes my arm again, and squeezes it roughly, as 
if to point his repartee, which he repeats three times, and roars and 
shakes with lau^ter. 

At this point 1 should like to come to Pogmoee’s aid, and put 
Milbued down, only I haven’t got the right thing to say. Milbubd 
never knows where to stop, except at Boodels’, where he certainly 
knows how to stop. 

This is the first half hour after my arrival fwe are expecting 
dinner) , and we are all down by the fish-pond. The fish-pond has 
a quieting effect, momentarily, on Milbubd. 'He is silent. Then the 
influence of the place overcomes Hamlin Mumley, the Poet ; and, 
turning to Boodels, he says, solemnly, 

“ There must be a great many fish here. Why don’t you set some 
lines P ” 

JSO'VVV 7%oM^Af.-*-(Suggested politely to both the” clever men.) 
If Me. Mumley will compose the lines, Pogmoee will set them. 
Both eminent men much pleased. So is Boodels. He considered 
this compliment he tells me afterwards, very neat, and “so epi- 
grammatic.” Mjlburd (who is evidently jealous, and who never 


This offends Boodels, as it implies that he (Boodels) has used a 
long word without knowing its meaning. We walk silently towards 
the house. Boodels begins to doubt whether Milbtted is as funny 
as he had once thought he was, and whether he hasn’t become rather 
coarse. 

“How about the Trimmer?” calls out Pogmoee' from the pond, 
and he is seconded by the Poet. 

^ Boodels turns. Personally he doesn’t care about fisbing, con- 
sidering it dirty work, and, firom long experience, he does not (I am 


convinced) believe in his own pond, or in the Eel. But these doubts 
he keeps to himself. 

“If you like to go and dig for worms,” he replies— (this to Pog- 
mohe and the Poet !— fancy the two cleverest men Boodels had ever 
met being sent to dig for worms J — so thoughtless of Boodels, If 
you do have a^iPoet and Composer staying with you, they ought to 
be treated properly, and not sent \xfjUg for worms, I am quite hurt 
by it : and I ’m sure they must feel it, though they say nothing) — 
“ yon can get some very fine ones near the Pig-stye, and then you 
can set the lines yourselves. But,” he adds, looking at his watch, 
“ yon won’t have much time now, as the gong for dinner will souna 
in five minutes. See about it to-morrow.” 

So nothing is settled about the catching the Eel in the pond. But 
we ’ve got at least a week before us at Boodels’, 


Satirical Suggestion. 

Tbcb Morning Post has lately been savagely severe upon those 
barbarous and brutal Muscovites. In striking contrast to its own 
mere abuse, however, it published the other day, in a telegram from 
Berlin, the following example of suggestive satire 

Intelligence from Bulgaria has been received to the eUect that fever and 
rinderpest are most virulent amongst the Bussian troops there,” 

How much better than bluntly calling the Russian soldiers brutes 
it is delicately to announce that they are troubled with the rin- 
derpest I 

Hog and Dog. 

When Tartar meets Turk, 

With their mutual ferocities, 

Then— horrible work ! — 

Comes the tug of atrocities. 
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nau sentimentalists to sJint tip snop, eh r 

Mr, Punch, And why, my jubilant friend ? 

PhUo-Turh, Why? Hasn’t Cossack cruelty quite put BasM-Bazonk 
j barbarity into the shade ? Hasn’t the Mnsooyite lamb proved himself a more 
sanguinary butcher than the Ottoman wolf? But, of conrse, you won’t admit 
it. Party philanthropy is conveniently blind of one eye. 

Mr, Punch (calmly). As was shovm when the accounts of the Bulgarian 
horrors were pooh-poohed as “ Cofiee-house babble” 

Philo- Turh (eagerly). Oh, that was before they were proved to be well- 
founded. 

Mr, Punch, Is the same desire to wait for proof shown in the same (Quarters 
now? Party spirit is always one-eyed, but it is the special business of 
Mr, Punch to keep both his eyes open. 

P1Hh-Tv^h, 'Tmu be so good as to cast them over these recent accounts of 
Bussian atrocities, and tell me what you think of them. 

Mr, Punch, I have already done so. At the risk of raising your wrath, I 
must sum up my judgment, for the present, thus: — Cases not parallel, and 
mots not proven.” Way, do not explode, and do not misunderstand me. If the 
Russians have rivalled the Turks in ruffianism, Mr, Punch will he the last to 
palliate or condone their xinpardonahle offence against humanity, honesty, and 
—policy. 

My bftton falls with equal thwacks, 

■Whatever their robes, on rascals* backs. 

It has had occasion to fall heavily on Muscovite shouldws before now, and may 
again. But discrimination is not partiality. The incidental and unpremedi- 
tated horrors of a furious War do not afford a parallel to the 'deliberate brutali- 
ties of an inhuman rule.- When it is shovm that the Eussian atrocities ” are 
parallel to the horrors of Bulgaria, not only in being bloody and bestial, hut 
m being deliberate and unpunished — ^nay, rewarded^ then Mr, Punch vrill have 
a word to say on the subject which even Philo-Ttjb,k vrill not find feeble or 
apologerie. But until that is made clear to a candid judgment, Mr, Punch 
declines to greet every ,big-oapitalled account of “Eussian Atrocities” with a 
howl 'which smacks more of partisan triumph than humane horror. 

Philo-Hwrh, Pot and kettle, Mr, Punch — ^pot and kettle I 

-PwncA. Well, at any rate, “ it was kettle began it,” And the Turkish 
kettle s dentmciation' of the Eussian pot 3Q[dght come vrith better grace had it 
been preceded by recognition of his ovm yet deeper blackness. 

Philo-Turh, But at least you’E own the Eussian has not a very clean 
record ? 

Mr, P^eh, He has not. And he^ is now suffering in public judgment for the 
plots on the pages of his past. It is the less necessary to make a case against 
as some seem so anxious to do. For that plenty of materials are sure to 
be torthcoming when a semi-oivilised power meets its hereditary enemy face to 
face, m defence, whether disinterestedly or not, of a subject race embittered and 
brutalised by centuries of oppression and outrage. 


Philo- Turk, But would the Eussian make a better 
master of the Bulgarian than the Turk has made ? 

Mr, Punch, In the long run probably he would— 
though, remembering^ Poland, and regarding popular 
opinion, it requires the courage of Mr, Punch to say so. 
The Eussians are a growing and an improving people, 
sympathetic in race and r^igion with those they are 
fighting.for. The Turk is effete, unimprovable, and an 
alien in religion and in race. But it is not a question of 
change of masters. It is because the action of Russia 
opens np to far-seeing men a prospect of emancipation 
beyond ner own purposes or desires, that lovers of 
freedom lean to her side in this particular issue* But 
if the self-appointed champion turn tyrant and butcher, 
be sure the butcher shall be denounced and the tyrant 
vrithstood. 

Philo-Turk, Ah, yes— when it is too late I 
Mr, Punch, The plausible reproach that raw haste is 
always hurling at the deliberation it mistakes for delay. 
To move in wrud fear of danger before the summons of 
duty sounds is as unmanlv, and may be as disastrous, 
as to lag when it sounds indeed. 

Philo- Turk, You think, then, it has not sounded yet ? j 
Mr, Punch, It sounded one charge some time since ; 
but at the desire of those who are now so clamorous, i 
was unhappily disregarded. At present it is silent, i 
Trust Mr, Punch to catch the first notes of the alarum, I 
and to echo it with all his vigour of lung and trumpet. 


DEFIANCE, NOT DEFENCE. 

A FEW days since the Government despatched three 
thousand men to the East (with the possibuity of “ more 
to fallow ”) to defend British interests “ in the Mediter- 
ranean reOTon.” In the face of this spirited conduct, 
Mr, Punch is unable to give an emphatic denial to the 
follo'wing warlike rumours which have reached his office 
from very reliable sources : — 

To put the Camp at Aldershott in a thorough state of 
defence, some fresh gravel vdll be laid down in front of 
the Commander-in-Chief ’s office,. and all the clocks will 
j he properly cleaned. 

With a view to securing the Isle of Thanet tcom 
invasion, a Bolioeman will be added to the garrison of 
Herne Bay. 

To increase the martial spirit of the Militia, new 
colours will be presented to the Royal East Diddlesex 
(Poplar Sharpshooters) at their annual training next 
year. , 

With a view to meeting possible contingencies, Ma-ior 

0 GoRKAJsr will be at once promoted to a lieutenant- 
Ooloneloy. 

Twenty additional boys will be added to the Shoeblack 
Brigade, and stationed in front of the Royal Exchange. 

Orders have been riven that all the T^thing-maohine 
horses at Margate, !&bmsgate, and Brighton e h all be 
: trained to stand fire, 
j 

To avert the possibility of a battle of Dorking, the 
Controller of the Stationery Office will be iuvi&d to 

1 return to his late duties in Pall MaE. 

Two new gunboats of ten-horse power and carrying 
two four-pounders wEl be immediately laid down at 
Portsmouth, to be christened, on completion (early next 
year), Buhhle and Squeak, 

To protect Spring Gardens from surprise, the salutir^ 
Igmis in St* James’s Park vnll he kept load^ vrith blank 
cartridge. 

I To prev^t Spring Gardens being taken by apurprise, 
the saluting guns in St, James’s Park will be kept loaded 
vrith blank cartridge. 

EffectuaEy to provide against hostile ooeupation of the 
Metropolis, the members of the A Division of Police v^ 

: be warned not to permit any foreign troops to loiter in 
I front of the Henses of Parliament. " 
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Wisdom, eB|>edal^* on 

/| j week’s rows was st^ 

I 'iJ 3 ® Jq / mI Resolutions tossing xu^asily on the 

‘ / r/ M\^ troubled waters. Bo, no wonder if — 

! if «aV communications corrupting good 

manners— the Scotch Members should 
/& have taken a leaf out of the Irish 

^ ^ Obstructive book, and taken to kick 

w^fw^fT^ against the pricks of time, and (on the 

^ V^/ order for going into Committee on the 

V / N Sheriff ’s Court Bill) first to move an 

^ a adjournment, and then to complain of 

^lu r the way Scotch business had gone to 

the wall this Session, and even to dis- 
\ uTite and divide on a Motion of the Lord | 
Yi^ ' \\\ Advocate’s to report progress. To be; 

■ - ^ \N > sure, on division it was 39 to 61, instead 

of 3 to 149 in the Irish fashion, which 

f ives one a comparative measure of sturdy Soot as against wrong-headed Hibernian. 
In. Ceoss flung oil on the waters, and promised the sore Soots w ednesday. Alas I 
“ Mmister proposes, and M.P. (Irish) disposes.” When that Wednesday came, where were 
Soots’ hopes, and Ceoss’s promises I 

Monday {Lords),— Low Cadooak— a good military name, with a smack of Maelboeough 
about it— brought forward the Warrant for Appointment, Promotion, and Retirement in the 
Army. 

The Maequis of Laetsboweb ventured a reasonable grumble that it was rather slow 
work to be a year hatching the Warrant, and rather sharp work to require PaxKament to 
make up its mind about it in the over-orowded fortnight at the fag-end of the Session. 

Considering that the Warrant combines a scheme of compulsory as well as voluntary 
retirement— that besides getting rid of a heavy load of dead-weight in the form of Super- 
annuated Pield-Ofltoers, long Acre de oombatf and only Field Officers in the hcous a non 
lucendo sense, on a very liberally calculated scale of allowances, it compels the retirement 
of Company and Field-Officers at ages which may cut short the career of many possible 
Colin Campbells and Havelocks, there was much force in the Maequis of LAErsDOWEB’s 
reminder of SiE Lintoen- SiMMoirs’s weighty evidence as to the over-officering of our Army, 
and the saving in cost and quickening of promotion from a nearer approximation to the 
Continental proportion of officers to men. 

Of course the Dtteb of Cambeedge doesn’t like reorganisation. It would be odd if he did. 
But Lobd STEATHNAiEtN’, and Loed Saothuest, and die John Abte’s opinions are to he set 
against the Duke’s, an(L perhaps, iu military minds, are likely to weigh as heavy. While 
the Duke spoke a dove fl.ew in and circled round the House. Was it an emblem of peace 
that had made its way out of the War Office, or out of the Cabinet-room ? 

Lobb Foexescub ventured a good suggestion, that riding across country and athletics 
should be included in the Commissions competition, 

C 9 nsideriiig the place these sports and pastimes fill in the PubHe Schools and University 
curriculum^ it would only be fair should they make their marks in the Military Exams. 
Bookworms neither look well nor work well in uniform. 

{Commons,)— kltox a feeling reference to the sad and sudden death of Me. Waeb Hunt— 
it seems but yesterday PmcA was squibbing iu his kindly face, and flinging his crackers at 
Ms broad back— all went quietly enough, till poor dear What-lby got cflled to order in 
attempting a personal explanation. He is like tbe Mgger, always complaining of “too 
high”^ or “ too low.” You can’t lay the lash on to please him. The Biggae figured at 
Ms Big gares t, wMch we presume is Ms best. On Saturday he had objected to The 
^Donogbtde as unfit to sit on a Select Committee. How oaUed on by the Speaeee, as 
Censor Morum of St. Stephens, to state his reasons, he could only refer vaguely to a dis- 
^wioH of “ last Session, or the Session before,” where many quotations from The 
0’Donoghue'’s speeches were read and discussed in ms presence* and an impression was stUl 




I on his mind that the CMeftain “ did not 
come very pleasantly out of the discussion,” 
i He couldn’t be expected to remember 
details, and hadn’t had notice he was going 
to be put to the question, or would have got 
up his answer. 

TMs light and airy way of dealing with 
a grave charge very much disgusted the 
House, and brought Sm W. Haeoouet hot 
and heavy on the Member for Cavan. At- 
tacking a Member in the House was not, he 
reminded Ms. Biggae, like firiag at a land- 
lord from behind a dyke. You can’t Mde 
your blunderbuss, or make a secret of your 
slugs. “ A man who makes such a charge 
must have it ready.” The chosen of Cavan 
caved in ; The O’Donoghue was contemp- 
tuously magnanimous ; and, altogether, 
Me. Biggae, to use Ms own phrase, “ did 
not come particularly well out of it.” 

In Committee on South Africa Bill, rose 
the first mutterings of the storm, which 
was soon to sweep the House beyond note 
of nightcap or ken of compass, out of reck 
of rest or count of time, into the roaring 
region of Rowdy-land. For whereas an 
overwhelming majority on both sides the 
House were urgent for the Bill’s passing, a 
few ot the more stubborn, and, it we may 
«ase the word without being offensive, 
crotchety sort, as Sir Chaeies Dilke, Me. 
CotiEXNET, and Me. Rylanbs, rationally 
objected ; to them, as to the little nucleus of 
obstruction that in a fast-fiowing river 
draws to it ooze and rubbish,^ sticks and 
snags, till from an obstacle it grows an 
island, gathered the Irish Obstructives, 
Paeneib and Biggae and Calxan, and, 
among them, soon contrived to sweep the 
House back into last week’s Donnybrook 
Fair “divarsion” of unreasoning row. Me. 
Cailan figuring in the front of the sMUe- 
lagh-sMndy. 

“ So bad begins, but worse remains behind.” 

Tuesday {Lords),— Low Kjnnaieb asked 
Loeb Derby if he would oblige tbe Russo- 
phobes by rubbing up, or at least laying 
bare, the Polish raw, and Lobb Houghton 
and Loeb Stanley of Albbeley backed 
the request. Loeb Derby did not see why 
he should open up fourteen years’ old 
grievances for the purpose of embittering 
feelings that are bitter enough in all con- 
science already. 

{Commons,) — ^When a Public Board re- 
quires ground for a street, it is the usual 
course to take not only what it actually 
! wants for the street, but a certain scheduled 
breadth on either sidefornewfrontages, that 
it may rqcoup itself so much of its outlay by 
their re-sale. Once by a Committee of thi 
House of Lords tMs public right was 
restrained in favour oi a noble owner— 
Loeb Oabogan. In the case of the much- i 
needed thoroughfare from Tottenham Court 
to Charing Cross, planned by the Metro- 
politan Board of "W^orks, a Committee of 
the House of Lords has, a second time, 
attempted to restrain the public right in : 
favour of a lordly owner— the Eaex of 
Saxisbuey. The Board of Works has 
dropped tMs part of the Bill rather than 
yield. Me. Fawcsbtt doesn’t see. it, and 
moves to restore this part of the Bill in 
the form of a dissent from the Lords’ 
Amendments. Serve the Lords right. They 
ought to be ashamed of themselves, and so 
ought Low Salisbury’s agent. Of course 
it ’s all his doing. 

The Chancellor of the Excheouee 
assured Me. Whalley that Government 
didn’t want any extra money for troops and 
transport— howl the D, T, never so Del,- 
Tremendously. 

Then the House went into Committee on 
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MISUNDERSTOOD/' 

Our Family Choir (jpractisiiig Bmn's Madrigal) . “ Swikt uma Ba, . . . by ” 

George {our Conductor). “ ItHiEB yoto Timk 1 OsE— Two Mind that loho B ix/it on ‘Baby’ !” 

Mamrm {v>U had iem dozmg, wUh a shrieh). “ Mercy on to 1 My Chup 1 ” . [Rushes cF to the Might Nursery. Sensaiion! 


tlie Soutt African Bill, and tlie land of Acbronoa—the land wliere is 
no time to be used, or wasted— only weariness and wrangling, row 
and rot, hot obstruction and high words, objurgant, impatience and 
r,ud6 xeonmuiation, aggravation that overbears restraint, and del- 
ance that plumes itself on unreason. 

And in this land of disputation and darkness, angry words and 
idle motions, the House was content to struggle lor twenty-siac 
hours and a half with a knot of Obstructives, that never rose above 
se^en, and fell through the night to three, two, and one, 

F(mr Chairmen— BaiEES, Chiiders, Sir H. Selwht-Ibbetson-, and 
W. H. Smith— were used up in the night-watches, and the House 
was kept, by relay s, against the Dauntless Three for Grat, 
Ca.li.ah, JNclah, a^ Kirk are but recruits to the banner of Bigoar! 
Pkrhell, ,and O’Dohhell, the standard-bearers of Obstruction! 
All pretence of argument was early abandoned ; and it became a 
mere contest of endurance, varied by episodes of more or less— gene- 
rally less — lively sguabbling and chaff — if such a word may be 
XL • Susses in the august Temple of Legislation. 

All this while the new Standing Orders seemed, by tacit consent, set 
X and O’Donkell moved the Chairman 

out ot the Chair, or report of progress, again and again. And yet 
the Leader of the House had the rod of suspension in his hand, ' 
though he forbore to use it, pref erring the reductio ad ahmrdum oi 
such a night s m^oh between the toughness of the House and the 
tenacity of ifs Obstructives. Once only he went so far as to 
threaten more summary proceedings, on which, they say, O’Dohhell 
coUapsed. (W course, the great 0 denies it. 

But why, Funoh must again ask, allow debates to be degraded 
to a faro^ and the House to a bear-garden? Go to his Cartoon, ye 
sqLueamish, and be wise. With the rod in the Speaker’s hands, it 
IS not the ^struotives' words that Punch would have taken 
j House sat from four o’clock on Tuesday till six on 
Wednesday. Ko wonder, among such rowdy doings, if like 
mnnson Crusoe, .P«»cA shonld lose a day in Jis Di^, ox &at! 
after snob a spell, there should be little work to chronide t<a 

Thursday— hejoDi a mass of Eoyal Assents in the Lords, and in 


the Commons ^Uoe of a question by Mk. ITewdegaxb as to how the 
Leader of the House proposes to avert a recurrence of the week’s 
shindy ; and another by Me, Pabneli, how unprotected and inde- 
pendent members— pow innocents !— are to be shielded from inter- 
ruptions and oalU to order; with progress of two Scotch Bills— one for 
Mntmuing the Education Howard for a year, the other for amendfag 
the prwtice of the ShenfPs Courts— and third reading of the Irish 
Judi^ture BiU after an indecency, exceptionally flagrant, even for 
iuE. BIGOA.R, a charge bv name against Justices Keogh: and Law- 
SOH of flagrant partisanship in every case they tried. 

" Mr. Justice Keogh sometimes made himself a partisan for the Ctown 
and sometimes for the pn^ner, bnUf r. J ustice Lawsok always made him- 
self the pMtisan of the Crown. He was thoronghly incompetent to try a 
case ; he had no sense of fair play, and a prisoner had no chance in flis 
hands. He desired that neither of those Judges should be on the rota for 
trying election petitions. Justice Lawson’s conduct was most outrageous.” 

Sib H. Jamm threw away a sharp rebuke on the incorrigible 
ofiender— waste of words again. 

N.B.— It u evident, from the speeches at an Irish Home-Eule 
^er in Canonbu^ on Wednesday night, that the Obetractive 
T^ee are proud of themselves, and, stranger still, have a party of 
Irish supporters out of doors who are proud of them too. 

Lords of Mis-EulCy here Saxons cut your comb ; 

But if you really did Pule at Rome ! 

Mr, Butt, at le^t, is^ ashamed of them, and has convoked the 
ImpraoHcaWes'”^^^^ ^ taken with the 

The Chakcellor oe the Exchequer does not purpose 
w make any more formal record of the week’s B.ow-dy-dow'he^d 
the ordmary one on the journals. ** He trusts we shall have no 
repetition ^ such scenes ; but if any attempt to repeat them should 
oceu^ the House will know how to deal with them.” It is to be 
hoped so ; but there do^ not seem very good ground for the hope 
in anything the House has yet said or done. . ^ 

Under the burden of decided disapproval from Messrs. PARltEia^ 
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A BALLAD OP DREAMLAND. 

{iiOT ly Mr. Stptnbttrne). 

The sorest stress of tlie Season ’s over ; 

Out of its erusli I am lying alone, 

My face to the sky, and my back in the clover. 
Hark to that lark ! Its jubilant tone 
Is a cheery chaise from St. Stephen’s drone ; 
And ah ! that whin from the wind-swept brine ! 

With nought to do but absorb ozone — 

Should there be ballad more blithe than mine 

Song of a haven-welcoming lover ! 

Rare rose-scents from our garden blown 
Reach me here, and my eyes discover, 
Shimmering there, in a tangle thrown, 

Sunny locks. ‘ ‘ She is coming, my own I ’ ’ 
The green bowers sever, her blue eyes shine. 

Sweet love nearing, sore labour fiown, — 
Should there be ballad more blithe than mine ? 

What to me though weariness hover 
Still o’er Town where the toilers groan ? 

Lazy lounger, leisurely lover, 

What care I for the Members’ moan 
At the Irish incubus, heavy as stone ? 

Por Biggar’s bullying, Whallet’s whine? 

Peace unchequered, and care unknown, 

Should there be ballad more blithe than mine ? 

Envoi. • 

Eh ! What ! Drowsing ? A dream Oohone I 
St. Patrick’s curse on those Irish swme, 

Who have burst the bubble by slumber blown, 
And broken a ballad so blithe as mine ! 


MIGRATION. OF SPECIES. 

Deae Me. Punch, 

I WHST call your attention to the following 
paragraph, which appeared in the Globe of July 25th, 
under the heading of “ Tame Chamois” 

‘‘Like the Zebra, the Chamois has been looked upon as un- 
tameable. . . . "Bnt, as the striped beauty of the South American 
plains has been made to bow its neck beneath the yohe^ so the 
repressive skill of the lord of the creation has at last asserted itself 
over the freedom of the chamois.*' 

Fancy the Zebra being described as “the striped 
heanty of the South American plains ! ” It is really too- 
awful. I have scarcely yet recovered from the shock. 

Yours very painfully, 


BYRON ILLUSTRATED. 

(THE SLEEVE OF THE PERIOD.) 

“ One SfEUGGLE more, and I AM Free 1 ” 


and O’Donnell, the South African Bill was got through Report, 
and ordered to be read a Third Time on Saturday. All's Well that 
Ends Welly is a better Parliamentary play than the Tempesty or 
Mu^h Ado About Nothing. 


John Frost. 

{Bx<*Magistrate and Chartist Leader, sentenced to death for high treason, and 
transported for life, in 1839—40, died at Stapleton, near Bristol, aged 
nmety^six, in July, 1877.) 

The Frost that fire to stand at Newport did aspire, 

And failed, to his sore cost, 

For niuety years and six withstood Life’s hotter fire, 

And yet continued Frost I 


Sport for Two. 

In the Middlesex Sheriff ’s Court, the other day, a waiter obtained 
a verdict of £40 damages for injuries occasioned by a shop-keeper, 
who 'set a dog at him which bit him in the leg. The action was that 
oi'Eohinson v. 'Bruin. By setting his dog at the plaintiff, Bruin 
baited Robinson. But then, when the Plaintiff in return set his 
lawyers at the Defendant, did not Robinson also bait Bruin ? 


A Distracted Naturalist. 


New Measure.— Three feet to the yard— and three 
“legs” to the Scotland Yard. 


ENLIGHTENMENT AND PROGRESS. 

“ Light — ^more light ” is a living want in most large towns of a 
dark night. Cheaper light is also wanted as well as more. Accord- 
ingly, at Romford the Board of Health, it is steted, has resolved to 
invite tenders for lighting the streets either with petroleum or gas ; 
the former having been substituted for the latter at Barking with 
economy and effect. On the part of the Romford authorities, note, 
holders of gas shares, that — 

“ This step has been taken after a prolonged dispute with the local gas 
company in reference to the pidce and quality of the gas supplied by them." 

However objectionable^ an agent petroleum may be ^ employed 
by Commimists for political purposes, it promises to ]Aove a most 
emcacious combustible for bringing Gas Companies to their senses. 

'^Sors Horatiana.’’ 

{For Stamboul.) 

“ 0 Eus(8) ! quando ego te aspioiam ? ** 

2 vi. 50. 


Favourite Figure or Irish Logic. — Obstructio ad ahsurdum. 



WHERE SHALL WE QO TOP 








TI/rAMMA says to tlie| 
lYI back drawing-! 
room, and draw 
front blinds 

^ r down, No one will 

attend to.^ 

cause Ma JOE Flt- 
catchee assures her 

-_- bracing 

c=s=r^^s,T-^— - ' I ™ there, an^he means 

^iL *' I ' place 

where she ever 
learnt any French. 
She would so like to 
" pursiw h^ studies 

^ Caeet votes for 

Switzerland. There 

are such funny people always going up and coming down the Rhigi. 
It will be so cheap, too, as we all have got our alpenstocks. 

Jack vows the only place- is Scotland. What part?. Oh, near 
Oban. He has got a College friend who has splendid grouse- 
shooting close by. 

Aieck bets they will end by going to Margate. He doesn’t care 
as long'as he gets lots of bathing and plenty of shrimps. 

SrssT wants Papa to go to w ondeAand. Alice went there, and 
perhaps they might meet Tweedledum and Tweedledee. 

Tommt wants to go to heaven, and pay with the pitty angels. 


A FEW DATS IN A COUNTEY-HOUSE. 

Still with Boodbls ok Boodbls — Pleasures of Retirement — Birds^ 
Beasts, and Fishes— The Troulles and Cares of Boodels— 
Awful Revelation, 

First Fight. — ^Everyone to bed early, except Boodels, who didn’t 
ask his visitors into the country to go to bed early. They say 
they ’ve had enough of late hours in town. Boodbls disappointed. 

First Morning in the Country JSbws^.— Every one up and out 
very early, except Boodbls. The Poet and Composer go out sepa- 
rately ; probably for inspiration and respiration. Milbiied JumoE 
summoned to town by twegram. 

I lounge on a garden-seat, wondering at my own immense capa- 
bilities for doing nothing. Masterly inaction. 

First Summer Morning. — Shall I open the window while dressing, 
and admit the balmy air ? I will. I find that if I had opened it I 
should have admitted a wasp, or something of that sort, which at 
this moment comes burring, not buzzing, and flopping itself against 
the, glass. ,Luoky I didn’t open at. Nothing more unpleasant than 
a big wasp in your dressing-room when you We not ^prepared to receive 
visitors. 

I mention this fo Boodbls when ho does appear. He wishes it 
had been a wasp, as that would be a sign of fruit. 

What I admire about Boodbls’ place is that there are lots of 
living things wandering about. There is repose, but animation. 
There, are dogs and cats, ducks aud bees, poultry, pigeons, a parrot, 
and birds everywhere. 

** How happy one could be here,” I say to Boodbls. “ I envy you, 
always living m the coun^.” 

Boodbls, however, replies that I have no idea of his troubles and 
bothers, and that he has had serious thoughts of giving up the place. 

I protest dn the name of hospitality) against any such proceeding. 
If ^e other guests were here, they would join me. 

“ Ah,” says Boodbls, “ you don’t know.” 

Then we walk to the pond. 

Boodbls is melancholy and reserved. I admire everything ; but 
whatever excites my admiration, only draws from Boodbls a tale 
of woe, 

“ You ought to have excellent fishing,” I say, repeating what 
I m sure I ’ve heard a dozen times from Boodbls himself when in a 
good-humour. 

“ Ah ! ” he replies. “ I don’t know what ’s the matter with this 


pond. It was an awfully dull winter, and the fish were found all 
floating about dead.” 

Horrible ! As ghastly as the Ancient MarinerW story. What an 
appalling view of the dulness of Boodbls’ place in the winter, that 
even the fish should commit suicide, and drown themselves in sheer 
desperation. Boodbls thinks theymust have been poisoned. But, 
I a&, who would poison a fish ? Who could have a grudge against 
the fish ? Perhaps, I observe, in order to take a cheerful view of 
matters and enlrven Boodbls, perhaps the fish wanted thinning ; 
too many fish spoil the pond. ; Can’t he consult some fish-doctor ? I 
suppose there is such a person for dealing with diseases in fish, just 
as there is a Yeterinary and a Cow-Doctor. What is the profes- 
sional name for a fish- doctor ? A Piscinary ? 

The Troubles of BoomLS.—’Ko can’t get the pets to answer to 
their.names. There’s a Peruvian goose— I think it is a Peruvian 
goose— waddling about that ought to answer to the name of Doddles. 
But vihonoyoT Doddles is called, a little toy-terrier,, with bells round 
its neck, rushes up harking. The terrier’s name is Squig, but he 
refers being Doddles. The Peruvian goose rejects both Squig and 
Doddles as inappropriate, and has elected to answer only to 
Tittikim, which appSlation belongs by right to a stealthy white cat 
with a very pink nose. 

All this is a source of deep annoyance to Boodbls, who prides 
himself on his extraordinary influence over animals. Whenever 
iS'gwiir appears, J)ot?&sutters;a sound between a grunt and a quack, 
and waddles ofi, shaking his tail with an air of grave dissatis- 
faction. 

The Peruvian goose is a remarkable bird. His natural peculiarity 
is a bright scarlet carbuncular excrescence over the beak, just as if 
he had been in the habit of taking more port wine than was good 
for him, I congratulate Boodbls on the specimen, when I discover 
that this goose is another of Boodbls’ troubles. He, ought, it 
appears, to eat the slugs, but he prefers the strawberries. This, 
perhaps, accounts for what I had set down to port wine. Then, 
another thing, this goose will not join the ducks on the big pond,” 
but will (with another goose whom he has induced to join him) insist 
on bathing in the small pond exclusively devoted to gold fish. From 
time to time Boodbls, and the Gardeners, drive him away— everyone 
drives him away from the pond ; but crafty goose watches his oppor- 
tunity, generally squatting by a tree within easy walking distance of 
the pond, and pretending, artfully, to be fast asleep ; then, when no 
one is near, he summons the other goose (of a very weak character, 
and easily led), and they both waddle down to the gold-fish pond, and 
are into it, with a flop, before anyone can ffot at them. Squig, the 
nervous black and tan terrier with the fool’s bells round nis neck, 
generally gives the alarm on these occasions by rushing to the edge 
of the pond, making vigorous feints of jumping in at the geese, for 
which they don’t care a straw, bein^ far too old birds to be taken in 
by this sort of ohafi, and barking with all Ms might and main until 
someone arrives to see what on earth is the matter, when he assists 
in chiveying the Peruvian goose, who sometimes, forgetting his 
figure and his dignity, takes, literally, to flight. His flying is a very 
awkward performance, Ms movements being as unsteady and as 
noisy as those of the “ property ” dove in Lohengrin* However, he 
doesn’t go far— about twenty yards— just enough to astonish the 
terrier, to whom tMs sudden levitation of a heavy body evidently 
savours of the supernatural. Squig turns tail, and retires into the 
house, shaking his head with a puzzled air, as though there were 
something wrong somewhere. 

I admire the pond : the smaller one, where the gold-fish disport 
themselves. No, it won’t do ; nothing is satisfactory. 

“ Why,” says Boodbls, pointing to a something sticking up iu 
the oentee of the pond, that looks as if an umbrella had taken a 
header into the water, had stuck in the mud handle downwards, 
and left only its ferrule visible above the surface. Look there I— 
that is a fountain. I mean,” he explains ; and the explanation is 
necessary, ** it ougJvt to he. That fountain won’t work.’’ 

I suggest that he means “ won’t play,” which, he replies, is the 
same thing. It may be the saute thing to a fountain, but not to me. 

Another great trouble of Boodbls’^ is a duck that wonH sit on 
eleven eggs. The Gardener is of opinion that Squig, the terrier 
with the bells, “harries” her, and drives her away. Squig eomes 
up, gamboUing, at this very moment, when we are standing by the 
bush, where the eggs are, and assumes an air of total indinerence 
to the subject, as much as to imply, 

“ I really don’t know what you are talking about. I wouldn’t 
hunt or harry a poor duck, or prevent her sitting 1 Absurd I ” 

“ She must be made to sit,” says Boodbls, augiily, to the XJndor- 
Qardener, who thereupon appears hurt. 

Proverb for the Occasion,’-^** The duck that can sit, and won’t 
sit. must be made to sit.” 

“ At all events,” I say, “ your bees are all right.” 

Are ^ey ? That ’s m I know about it I Why bees have been 
emulatmg the example of the fish, and absolutely drowning them- 
selves in a small pan of water. Boodbls thiuVa tney must be 
and advises mo not to go too near the Mves. 
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And yet I thonglit a purely country life mnst he so xmrnjGBLed ! 

But Boodees hasn’t yet told me half his tronhles. 

“ How are yonr orchids getting on? ” I inquire, 

“ Orchids I ” he exclaims, “ Don’t mention them I ” 

“ Why, what ’s the matter ? ” I ask. 

“Matter!” he returns. “We ’ve got the Mealy Bug in the 
house— in fact, it ’s infested with the Mealy Bug.” 

The Mealy Bug I What a nasty, creepy sort of name I What an 
unpleasant thought, too, that, as the orchid-house is quite close to 
the house, the Mealy Bugs may, when tired of the orchids, walk in 
and , . . ugh! 

I think I Siall go hack to town. Have a telegram as Mubued 
did, and he obliged to retain. 

Luncheon gong. The Poet and Composer are at table, punctually, 
with tremendous appetites. 

Yes, but they haven’t yet heard of the proximity of the Mealy 
Bug! 

I wish I were more of a naturalist and knew the habits of the 
Mealy Bug. Is he called “ Mealy ” because he eats so much ? If 
so, how many meals a d^ ? Does he live on vegetables as well as 
orchids ? Is the Mealy Bug so tenacious of life as to survive the 
boiling of a vegetable ? Could he hide in the corner of a cabbage 
and so be served up? Or could he, like Ariel^ “ lurk” in the heart 
of a lettuce and be mixed up in salad ? 

Oh the Mealy Bug I There ’s something so indefinably meaking 
about the name. It ’s not grand and bold like the Colorado Beetle. 
There is a military dash ia the sound of Colorado Beetle which is 
bombastically operatic. Were a tall, stout, fierce-looking, middle- 
aged Oentleman in a crimson and gold uniform and a cocked hat 
pointed out to you as “ the Colorado Beetle,” you would be inclined 
to believe it. Colorado ” is a magnificent word for music. There 
is a ring of El Dorado about it. You can imagine an epic describing 
the fight of some hero of romance with the Colorado. St, George 
and the Colorado Beetle ! 1 Why, it might even be a battle-cry I 
It looks grand— it sounds grand I But St. George and the Mealy 
Bug! No— ugh! 

Hang it, I wish Boodees had kept the Mealy Bug to himself, 

“ No salad, thank you.” 


MORTIMEE COLLINS: 

JBLie Letters and Ms FriendsMps, Two Volumes, Edited hy 
Ebances Collins. (Sampson Low & Co.) 

“ No man,” we all know, “ is a hero to his valet.” How many 
verse-writers, I wonder, have been poets to their wives ? These 
two volumes exhibit such a phenomenon. The man whose “ Letters 
and Eriendships ” supplied the material of them lived by uninter- 
mitting pen- work. The eight years included in these volumes brought 
him hardly a single holiday. The bloom of things would have been 
taken off, and the keen edge of enjoyment blunted, for most men, 
by this constant brain-churning. But it does not seem to have been 
so with Moetemee Collins. 

It is worth reading these volumes to know how sunshine may 
be extracted, not from cucumbers in Laputa, but from trees and 
flowers and birds, and all pleasant natural sights and sounds enjoyed 
along with a congenial spirit, and enlivened by warm friendships, in ' 
a quiet Berkshire village. The feat was only possible in a household 
blessed by love, where the husband was quick-witted, warm-hearted, 
and happy-tempered, and the wife aflectionate, sympathetic, and 
cheerful, each able to appreciate all that was good in the other, 
their friends, and all about them, both ready to make the most of 
whatever was pleasurable in their lives, and the least of whatever 
was hard and painful. 

Even the very hard work of light literature, under such condi- 
tions, appears to have helped to happiness, till the pages, as we read, 
seem to set themselves to music, and bubble up in song as spon- 
taneous as that of the birds. 

Perhaps it is only to the wife’s loving retroraeot that the eight 
years of that double life look so sunsmny. But Moetimee and 
Eeances Collins, as we see them here in their cottage at Hnowl 
Hill, seem really to have managed to get more innooent pleasure 
out of life than wealth could have bought, or luxury procured them. 

One cannot help loving both the woman who writes the book 
(Moetimee Collins’s Secretary, as she calls herself) and the man 
who furnishes the matter of it. That he wprked for PwwcA, among 
other taskmasters, is no reason why Funch should not say as much, 
by way of reoommendmg these volumes to aU who want to read the 
record of a kindly, sweet-natured, bright-witted being, who really 
did manage to make a very hard-working existence, in spite of 
not unfrequent money-troubles, more of a poem— of the brighter, 
lighter, and gayer kina, such us comes by inspiration of sunshine and 
flowers, green-leaves and running waters, love of aU living things of 
earth ana air, a contented spirit, and a warm and aflectionate heart— ; 
than is possible to most men. There is no organ or trumpet note in 


his orchestra ; hut a warble as of birds, and a freshness as of brooks, 
and a sweetness as of growing flowers, and aU springing out of the 
pure fountain head of a happy and united wedded lite : — 

“ I do not want,” says his wife, “ to try and prove that my husband was a 
great and good man. He had faults— very big faults— but a man who had 
, so much room in his heart for love, and was so beloved, must have been of no 
common sort. In the many very kind letters which I have received from 
people unknown to me there is continual reference to the feeling of love the 
writers had for my husband ; and people who had seen but little of him have 
expressed over and over again how much they loved him. 

“ This quality in a man may to some appear foolish. There are grave, 
serious people who have so' much to do, or who make so much work for them- 
selves, that they have no time for love and admiration of God’s creatures. To 
such people Moetimee Collins would no doubt appear an insignificant man, 
for they would have no time to understand him. I well remember on one 
occasion when a lady, who was a district visitor, and a general helper in the 
parish, called on us, she asked what bird was^singing so sweetly in the tree 
by the gate ? 

« ‘Don’t you know the robin’s note ? ’ remarked Moetimee Collins. 

“‘Does the robin sing ? ’ said the lady ; ‘ I was not aware that it did.’ ” 

“ This lady had lived in the country for nearly half a century without 
noticing the robin’s song, She had devoted her life to the good of the parish ; 
visiting the poor, lecturing them, distributing tracts. She denounced Moe- 
TiMEE Collins as a bad man, judging him chiefly from the fact of his not 
going to church so regularly as he ought to do. And yet no doubt he had the 
power of bringing people nearer to God, even by his very reverence for a 
robin’s song, than the lady had by all her years of parish work. His reverence 
for everything in nature was sufficient to convince even an atheist of the 
presence of God. I do not think an atheist could have spent half an hour 
with Moetimee Collins in his garden without being convinced. Not long 
before his death he wrote . — 

“ ‘ The contact of man with his Creator is, in my mind, the primal idea— the 
one thought that should never be forgotten. Everywhere God speaks to man. 
Those who do not hear that speech in every song of bird or burst of flower are 
: simply blind and deaf to what the Master gives us.’ ” 


CROWDS AND CRIMINALS. 


H ow proud any person- 
age of distinction 
should be when he 
gains the applause of the 
British Pwulace I The 
pending “Charge against 
Detectives ” has created 
immense sensation amongst 
the Gentlemen of the Pave- 
ment and the Slums. Ac- 
cording to a report of 
recent proceedings in this 
interesting case at Bow- 
Street 

“The convict Kuee, attired 
in the uniform of the Millbanlc 
Penitentiary and handcuffed, 
was received with cheers by the 
mob.” 






^ -Kxtee is undergoing 

P®iJLal servitude in punish- 
^ \\\ ment of the “ big swindle,” 

in connection with which he 
is now brought forward, to 
prove that three detective Policemen and a Sohoitor were acces- 
sories after the fact. This is all that the gentlemen who cheered 
him , except perhaps a few of his former associates among them, 
could possibly have known about him. So, when the same style of 
gentlemen cheered Oeton, they cheered him because they believed 
him to have supported imposture by perjury, and shamelessly 
avowed himself a villain. Not that they sympathise* with Huee 
as they sympathised with Oeton, simply for the reason that they 
esteem him a scoundrel. No; they are also Me. Kuee’s weU- 
wishers, because they wish ill to the parties he has split upon, truly 
or falsely. To prevent tumult— 

** The three detective officers were brought to the Court earlier in the day, 
and before any large concourse had assembled.” 

The British multitude, probably, would not have cheered, but 
hissed, the Officers— might, even have made an ugly rush at 
I them. Me. Kxiee got okeered not only as a criminal, hut also as 
an accuser of Detectives. Cheers for a convict as such, and especially 
as an informer impeaching Policemen, stamps pretty clearly the 
character of the cheerers, whatever it may -say for that of the 
cheered. 

: Mttcb: Cholee and no Little Ado (from JTere/orc?).— What 
•one might expect to find in a Mare’s-nest — Lady-birds. 




A SENSITIVE PLANT. 

(Hbee Puhebeniokbl, havino jtot played a Composition op his own, bdests into Teaep.) 

Cirrus of IHei > ds . “ Oh, what is the Mattbe? 'What oak we do poe tott?” 

Sorr Pumper ^ icM . » Aoh I Nossmo ! nossino 1 Bor ten I eeae eeally coot Mhsio, zsn most I always rEEH/» 


IN WAIN I 

A Villanelle 6f, Vexations, P**a, 

Ik wain would I the British Lion wake I 
In warn I »d rouge the brute to wilent springing : 

-His tail won t wag, his inane declines to shake, 

'larum-bell I take, 

lUl ms ears tingle with its brazen ringing : 

In wain would I the British Lion wake I 

In wain I warn him of that Northern snake, 

TTio soon be stinging ; 

His tail won fc wag, his mane declines to shake. 

In wain to Gladstone I my gingham take. 

And spatter ^ his lot with free mnd-flinging : 

In warn would I the British lion wake ! ® 

“ Hinterests at stake ! 

His tail won t wag, his mane declines to shake. ^ ^ 

" In warn are all the noisy pains I take. 

In T^in w“id?ftrai^*^noiSr 
^ ^ windless lake : 

TTi. ^ is flinging. 

“’®”i j'?S? ^® ?^® declines to* shake : 

In wain would I the British Lion wake ! 

^ B^TTYAL OE AN old ENOU8H AMDBE^ 

BaSkside. site-Westminster instead of 


MORE THAIS' A MATCH FOE YOU. 

Me. PoiJCH, 

yourself that, with help of your hacking, the 
KTs Justices, &o., will be aSie to 

5% Church preferments and functions, by asking us 
whether we belong to that Priestly Society which the BraSian 
Archbishop calls a ‘ conspiracy’* against the Church of England 
S should be kicked out of doors by ever^father 

our stt foTThe“rX?^®- 1^®^® a’newfflto 

lor the relief of such weak consciences as do not vet 
see that the question whether we belong to the Society mav be met 
J>y plenary absolu^^^^^^ 

Society is asked whether he is a 
question, excluded from the Society 
conscientiously answer “hTo.” If he be asked further 

iSi hf ® ®®«?®ty.®Bift®. the guestiou disiXes the 
and he agam conscientiously answers “No.” When 
haye hem accepted by the’ duU-^tted ErasK || 
before!* ®^’^®“®®» returns to his plam m 

s,“fe Tc, Sr ‘ 

Cxu)ss-Ceosslet. 

All but Parallel. 

I^aEel plain, 

V ™ strain of the compass 

haven t the Bump got e- g^T u. 

We ve:got something beyond it— the Bumpus. 

Messes. Giadstoite, Ssccnc, akd othbe 

wK^as-slKM • B. ™ . KA 


. Noethcote. “ TAKE DOWN THEIR ^WOEDS I ” 

. PaHCH. WORDS’! NONSENSE! BETTER TAKE DOWN SOMETHING ELSE, WHEN YOU ARE ABORT IT!” 
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THE GREAT BEETLE PANIC. 

(By Telegraph) 

Peittlebtoy, 10*15 A.M. 

S HE Serge^^of the 

field Monging to 

Chief ConstaHe has 

rapid pace to fetch 
the Exciseman and 

The greatest 

citement prevafis. 
10;45. 

The Exciseman has arrived, hnt vnithoiit the Beetle, the insect 
having defied all attempts to capture it. The Exciseman's grandr 
son (a youth of nine), remains in the field to watch its movements. 
The Corporation are now sitting with closed doors. 

The Magistrate^ are holding a Special Petty Sessions. 

The meetings.are over. 

The Mayor has telegr^hed to the Lord Lieutenant (on a tour m 
Norway), the Borough Member (in bed after an exhausting sitting in 
the House) j the Privy Council, the Chamber of Agriculture, and the 
Entomological Society. , 

The Mayor and Corporation, with the Town Clerk, the Magis- 
trates, the Urban Sanitary Authority, and the leading Bankers and 
Solicitors, have aU gone, with the Exoisaman, in three waggonettes 
to the field. 

12 * 0 . 

There is a rumour that Members of the Privy Council are coming | 
down by special train. 

The V olunteers are en route to the field. 

The Fhe Brigade start immediately to saturate the potato crop | 
with a mixture composed of Petroleum, Carbolic Acid, and Dyna - 1 
mite. I 

The entire Police Force have formed a cordon round the field to | 
prevent the escape of the Beetle. Special Constables have been i 
sworn in to assist them. . . , « 

All the schools have been granted a half-holiday to search for the 
insect. 

12*30 p.M* 

Business is entirely suspended. 

The entire population are flocking to the fidd. 

The publiciouaes on the way are crammed. 

I’Q. P.H. 

People are popring in from aH the neighbouring towns and 
villages. ■. t. 

Every conveyance in Prattlebury has been taken i^p by Ee- 
porters. Authors, Artists from the illustrated papers, Agriculturists, 
Naturalists, Entomologists, and Coleopterists. 

The Chamber of Agriculture have this mon^ent started in a drag 
from the “ Green Dragon.” 

The few persons who are compelled tp in the town are 

either studying Entomology, or searetiog for Colorado in the Atlas. 

1*35. 

The Entomological Society, with their most powerful microscope, 
have at last succeeded in forcing their way through the ^owd, ^o 
cheered them yoclEerously. 

2 * 0 . 

The insect has been caught I 

The eapture was cleverly effected (at V0O), byEjiwijEB SNOMinsrfl', 
a youth who has, for the last eightw mopthsf* been reodving Ms 
education at the new Board School. 

The Mayor and Corporation, the Magistrates, the Chamber of 


I Agriculture, the Entomological Society, the Privy Council Inspectors, 

I the Borough Member (wno arrived by; the express from London 
five minutes before the capture), the Chief Constable, the Reporters, 
Authors, Artists, and Naturalists, and several school-hoys^ nave all 
carefully examined the insect, and are unanimously of opinion that 
it is not the Colorado Beetle, hut a Lady-bird. 

The Mayor has addressed a few words to Snoetiho, and presented 
him with five shillings. 

The people are returning to the town. 

The public-houses are fuller than ever, 

4*0. 

Prattlebury is gradually resuming its usual tranquillity. 

The Exciseman, unable to face the ridicule of his fellow-towns- 
men, has disappeared with Ms grandson. 

The Lady-bird has been set at liberty in the Mayor’s garden by 
the Mayoress, 


1 KEEPING HIS HAND IN. 

(From an Olstructwe^s Jou/rnah) 

’ 8 A.M.— Sit down in the doorway of Westminster HaU leisurely, 
and arrange my boots, tripping up a few Irish Members as they go 
out. Hail all the cabs on the stand at once, causing considerable 
confusion ; pick out a crawler and home. 

10. — Have dining-room furniture put into hall, sit with my back 
to door and breakfast. Burn all my correspondence without opening 
it. Read Times upside down on stairs, lock area-gate, and throw 
key into ventilator, telling all tradesmen to call again at 1, 3, 6, 7, 
and 9. 

, 12. — Stop all the clocks, cut off the water, have a feather- 

beds put up the kitchen chimney, cork the filter, stuff the hall mat 
into the letter-box, fill the gas-meter with blacking, counterorder 
dinner, and out. 

2. p.H.— Hire railway furniture removal van, call at dentists and 
have all my teeth stopped, then drive up narrow streets, pulling up 
jat corners to ask the way to Temple Bar. Find it, and turn over 
across roadway. Get out, lunch on block system, lounge down to 
i Lowther Arcade and practise lawn-tennis. 

4. — Buy five tons of coals, look in at afternoon theatre, and refuse 
io leave it, create disturbance with my umbrella, stop perform- 
ance, get turned out after constitutional resistance, make for 
Me<^?opolitan Railway and study Block System in action. 

, 6,— Pay tbreepenny fare with Irish bank-note in crush, drop 
change on stairs, have gate locked till it is all picked up, get into 
empty carriage, sit by door and thrust legs on opposite seat at every 
crowded platform, then get out, hail wrong omnibuses for fun, and 
go to Westminster by water, assisting Captain with shouts of 

Stop ’er I ” when he calls “ Back Jer 1 ” and vice versd^ 

8.— -Enter House, take a better man’s seat, insist on my right to it, ^ 
and move amendments on every section of me BiH under discussion 
in Committee. Then move to report progress r alternate with motions 
that the Chairman do leave the chair, and so keep at it, hammer and 
.tongs, with help of a knot of kindred spirits, till eight the next 
'morning. 

Honey and Huskets. 

The Turks fight well ; hut how is war to be carried on without 
its sinews ? A telegram from Philadelphia says 

** A company which, was making arms for Turkey has suspended operations 
on a contract, because remittances from the East fe-iled. As many as 450,000 
rifles were ifiready made, leaving 150,000 to be manufactured as per ag^e- 
ment." 

No rifies for a Government that can’t pay its shot. 


' Suburban Grammar^ 

The following remarkable notice was observed the other day, 
posted on Hammersmith Bridge : — 

“No Persons are allowed to remain on the Biidge, and are requested to 
pass on.” 

If no persons are requested to pass on, and yet are not a^^d to 
remain on Hammersmith Bridge, are there Policemen in attendance , 
to collar them and walk them over without speaking r 

t Xovtoise *v. Hare again. 

• has vron Douoetx’s Coat and Bafige. AnotheB^ilIn^a-s^ 

'ttonof thetnrfh of Naeoleqh’s favourite Towtment^qui 

isqit attendreJ' It is only natural, however, that Tahuyee should 
show exceptional staying power. 
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PONGO. 

{By Ouv Own Interviewer,) 
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, At the next meeting of the Shareholders, Mb. Pongo will (he himself informed me) he 
I proposed as Secretary and Treasurer to the Aquarium Company. His inability to write (as 
^demonstrated by Me. Fba^k BxrcKi.Am) is assumed to be his chief qualification for tW 
jumted omoes. Here Me. Poitgo put his finger slily to Ms nose, and winked at Your Own 
' Interviewer. 

Ms opinion of Me. Feaot Bucklawd, he replied, in the Pongo dialect, in 
which Your pjm Interviewer is, fortunately for the public, a proficient, that Me, FeIwk 
gmiKXAisro might know a good deal about Armadilloes, but knew precious little about him, 
BoiSTGo. Here he winked again. He has acquired the habit of winKng since he has been in 
England, as alw of laying his finger slily against his nose. He gave me to understand that 
He Md learnt the habit from the present energetic Manager of the Aquarium. 

He informed Tour Own Interviewer that the question of his appointment to an ojOdcial 
position m the Aqutoum Company would be decided by the Shareholders, but that he had 
seen a private ^tter from a most infiuential member of tbis body lately on the direction, 
t iS (Pongo) must be got at any price ; and that if matters should reach a crisis, he 
l^'^?“8reholder in question) would much rather have Me. Pongo with them than against 

if , wan justly indignant at the mention of “ price." « Every Pongo,” said he, 

the ’re im^t^^lBdsSien^^ ^ they think that mine is eifiier beer or roast heef, or cigars, 

5^PoNGO <^nuses such expressions as “BedadI ” “Begorra!” hnt never' makes the I 
^ ^ his Jail,” as an invitation to a row. A stranger 

present, wit ft ^y t^want of tact, addressed him once as “ Me. Pabnell.’^ Me. Pongo was 
very mnoh Mtated, and wished to smash the stranger’s hat and break his umbrella over 
ms head. He, moreover, threatened to draw Me. Robbetson’s attention to the presence of 
bteangOT m the Aqi^um, hut was ultimately pacified, when he good-naturedly admitted 
that, after aH, it was hut a short step from the Aquarium to St. Stephen’s. 

^ Int^ewer, Me. Pongo replied that he was at present engaged 

doritta CliMf—e. sensational play^ in which 
woMd t^e ^ leading ro/e. Being asked if pie would like to appear in any 

had a ^eat personal esteem for Me. Ieving, ana 
wuMd not like to do anything to injure Lis wcSl-earned reputation. Legs were Ms weak 


point too. In compliance with numerous 
solicitations, he might be induced to play 
Borneo, a part which he believed Mr, 
Irvxng had not yet attempted. Mr, 
Pongo added, that he considered Bhyloch 
and Jiichard the Third quite out of Ms 
line. As to Caliban, Mr. Pongo looked 
upon the existence of such a creature as 
an utter impossibility, and expressed him- 
self very warmly on the subject of the 
sterile nature of SirAKSPKABB’s invention, 
“ which must,” he said, “ have been 
thoroughly exhausted to havo placed on 
the Stage such a Imns naiur<r” 

Me* Pongo observed that ho no more be- 
lieved in Caliban than ho did in the 
“Learned Pig” in The Bide to Khiva, 
which astonishing book of travels he haa 
read with considerable satisfaction. Mr, 
Pongo is of a communicative disposition, 
but is generally silent and reserved with 
strangers, as he evinces the utmost re- 
pugnance to anything like chattering. He 
says emphatically, “I hate a chattering 
Ape,” In conse<iuenco of ^this horror of 
his, he has refused all invitations to five 
o’clock tea, and has determined not to avail 
himself of the privileges of a foreigner of 
distinction, in this country, to beoomc an 
Honorary Member of any of our loading 
Lohdon Clubs. Nothing would iiidiicc him 
to join the Travellers, but he Jias a certain 
partiality for the Athenauim, where he has 
been informed he would meet a Bishop or 
two, for whose shovel hats and gaiters ho 
expresses intense admiration. At first, 
Mh. Pongo said he had mistaken them for 
Freemasons, on account of their aprons. 
Me* Pongo is inclined to Ritualism, and 
hopes that Me. Robbbtson will use his 
influence with the company to get him a 
private chaplain. Exceptional roforonces. 
or, as Me. Pongo puts it,, “ exceptional 
reverences required:” hut if Me. xOOTH 
were disengaged, he would be at once 
accepted for the post. 

Me. Pongo, in answer to my question, 
“Are you fond of music?” replied that 
he doated on it, and anxiously hoped Herb 
Rxchaeu ’W’agnbe was quite well. On 
being informed that he was, he appeared 
much relieved^ and at once commenced a 
lon^ dissertation on the libretto of the 
Bkmegold. Me. Pongo plays on almost any 
instrument that may be within his reach, 
and his performance on the piano beggars 
description. He can, at this moment, make 
his own terms for the Philharmonic or 
Monday Pops, but he is at prf'sont loyal 
to the Aquarium. Your Own Interviewer 
wanted to know if there was any chance of 
his appearing at the Opera next season. 
He replied that he might perhaps oome out 
for one night as Boberto U Btavoh* But 
he hardly thought it fair on the other 
foreigners. If he did, he should, of course, 
call himself Sxgnoe Pongo. 

On being asked why he selected Bobert h 
Diahle for his debut, he answered that it 
was out of compliment to the Caterers for 
the Aquarium Restaurantj to whom he 
was under considerable obligation. Their* 
names, he said, were Bbeteak and Eobbexs ; 
he (Pongo) would play Bobert' s part, and 
he hoped to induce the other Gentleman to 
nndettake the part of Bertram in the 
Opera ; Expressed Mmself much fluttered 
wxth Lobb Bbaconsbiblb’s visit; felt 
unique creatures ought to know each other, . 
and dwrit much on the pleasure it would 
have given Mm to have examined that 
eminent Statesman’s head closdy. 

Eecuiring to the subject of his appoint- 
ment to ofaoe, he whispered td yottr lifter- 
viewer, so as not to be overheard in the 
tanks, that the Fish had not as yet been 
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COMPLAINT PROM A LADY-COW. 


"What false alarms, resounded here and there 
By dolts precipitate or hoax-designers, 
Excite your “ Colorado Beetle Scare,** 
Penny-a-liners ? 

The Beetle seen at Hereford was I ; 

Preserver, not destroyer of the *tater ; 

Who eat not it, but off it eat the fly, 

Aphis vastator^ 

The donkeys, from a foe that could not tell a 
Friend I ffo Doryphora decemlineataj 
The Lady-cow am I, the Coccinella 
Septempunctata, 


“ Wolf ! ** is a cry that soon gets counted flam. 
Till comes the Wolf indeed, at last unheeded. 
Worst folly *tis to cry out “ Wolf ! ** on lamb. 
As Mufls on me did. 


BULLS IN BATTLE-ARRAY. 

Mja. O’Donisiell claimed credit at the Canonbury 
Tavern Home-Rule Dinner on the ground that 

“ A few determined men, who were called ‘ Obstructionists,' 
kad retaliated for the English and Scotch indifference to Irish 
business by compelling the Imperial legislature of En^hshmen 
and Scotchmen to attend to Imperial interests by fcnrly and 
fully considering Imperial subjects, such as the South Africa 
Confederation Bill.** 

What the ^eat O’D. understands by “full and fair 
consideration ** he tells ns in the next sentence : — 

“ The Government bad invented new rules to prevent what 
they called an ^ obstruction ; ’ the result had been that the House 
of Commons had been compelled to discuss the positions of the 
Obstructionists fully and fairly, to abandon at least one^third 
of their MUy and with all ^ their relays of Members to gallop 
through the remainder y which was unopposed by himself and 
his friends,** 


“the QUEEN’S ENGLISH.” 

First Sub. {who doesrCt read the Papers), “ What ’s all this about Phonetic 
Spellin’ 1 ” 

Second Fitto. “ Oh, these School-Boabd Fellows want EyBEVBOUT to 
Spell as be Pronounces ! Thebe ’ll be an Act o’ Parliament, I s’pose ! ” 
First Sub, “By Jove, I yrisH they’d thought o* that two Years ago J 
'Took me an awful Gwind io get up my Spellin’ 1 ’Doosid deal basi-ah 
10 spell Words as they’re PwonoukobdI That’s just what I used to 
LO, YOU KNOWl I” 


And this he calls 

“ Giving the House of Commons some slight education in the 
art of constitutional government ! ” 

What a. trio of Masters the School of Home-Rule 
may boast in Parnell, Bigqab, and— last, not least — 
O’Donnell ! 


Now Uniforms are being settled, a Military Inquirer 
wishes to know if there are any troops in the Service 
called The Green Bays ? 


consulted, and he believed that there would be some little diffi- 
culty f with the Members for Greenwich. “What Members?” 
yourlOwn Interviewer ventured to inquire, who could only think 
of W. E. G. 

“Why, the Whitebait, of course,” returned Me. Pongo, much 
amnsed, and suddenly pointing his joke with, a dig in your Own 
Interviewer’s ribs, which will lay Your Own up for a fortnight. 
Your Own Interviewer then withdrew. 


6 9.— Battle of Three Bridges. Complete rout of second-class 
assengers, destruction of guard’s van by torpedoes, capture of 
anger fla^, and armistice. Casualties very heavy. PourparUrsy 
and off again by ruse at 9*47. 

11 S.—Retreat of Hayward’s Heath. Hot pursuit, and opening of 
masked batteries. General sauve qui peuty and stampede for 
Brighton. 

11 ’65 .—Rally, flnal charge, demoralisation, and surrender. In at 
last. Call ambulance, and home. 


LOCOMOTION A L’AMERICATNE. 

{Ovy what it is io 'be hoped that we are Not Coming to,) 

9*55.— Arrived at Yictoria trenches.^ Cab overturned on pave- 
ment, luggage burnt, and hat knocked in. Took ticket under heavy 
Are from thmd-class booking-office ; cut away to train, and started 
blazing. 

1015.— Ran gauntlet of Clapbam Junction. Top of carriage blown 
off by shell. Badly cut about the head, but conscious. Casualties 
—Killed, five ; wounded, seventeen. 

10^45.— Skirmish at East Croydon. Got head bandaged, bought 
full-sized ordnance map of Sussex and revolver, and attended mili- 
tary funeral of Station-Master. 

1115. — Half-hour’s practice at chance signal-posts. Accepted 
commission in “ Passengers’ Impromptu Defence Brigade.” Passed 
9 ’30 “ Up Wounded Express.” 

12*45. — Red Hill. Tickets, purses, and other valuables given up. 
Bombardment of' refreshment-room. Guns beautifully handled. 
Assisted to swell Butcher’s bOl, and made my way to the plat- 
form under withering fire. JEn route again at 5*47. 


Solomon at Fault for Once* 

“ Nemo,” the notorious nobody who is everybody, complains in 
the Times of the want of seats in the Painted Hah at Greenwich. 
The consequence is, fronts of weary wayfarers huddled on the steps 
and the m)or. On mquiry, it turns out that the seats have been 
removed by Mr. Solomon Hart, the Keeper, “ beesuse they have 
been found .iaconvenient.” For once the wisdom of Solomon ap- 
pears to have failed him. The inconvenience is not in the seats, but 
in the want of them. At this time of year, seats are a sine qud non 
in aU places of public resort, and pietitfe-galieries more particulfiffly 
— for ease is a condition of enjoyment. ' So, hearken, O Solomon I 
and revise thy judgment, or Bunch will have to sit upbpJ ^Aee / 


Telegrams and Tarradiddles. 

Tubes and Russians hither send 
Tale ’gainst tale, hy different wires. 
Which one, at its farther end, 

Has the more and greater liars? 
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QUESTIONS FOR TRAVELLERS. 

{In Parts,) 



ELECTION OF 

Hotel. 


AN 


What Hotel shall 
I ^0 to— the Louvre, 
with the everlast- 
ing Hue de E-ivoli ? 
or the Crrand, with 
all the noise and 
bustle of the Boule- 
vards? 

Or shall I take 
Smithes advice, 
and go to “ the 
excellent house,” conducted on 
economical principles, in a bach 
street near the Madeleine ? 

If I went to the latter, would I not be sure to 
get “a good English dinner” and a bad English 
bed? 


Had I^not 'better take^my wife’s advice, and go to the Grand ? 

Is it altogether pleasant to be hustled into an office, ticketed with a number, 
and sent up in a lift ? 

Does not the inmate of a large Hotel, in his character of “ Boom Ho. 2413,” 
feel rather like a convict ? 

Have we got all our Luggage— the eight large boxes and my portmanteau ? 
Will the wardrobe, the cupboard, and the drawers contain all these Dresses ? 
Why are there not more pegs ? 

Why is Soap, on the Continent, always an extra ? 


A Djbive theoxtoh the Steeets. 

Why should one never be able to get a Yictoria Cab in London ? 

Do Omnibus men and Cabmen in Paris ever learn to drive ? 

Can there be a special cemetery for the victims to street accidents ? 

Is it altogether fair to call all the Bonnets we have looked at in the shop 
“ rather vulgar ” ? 

Is it amiable to sneer at all the Dresses in ‘*the Grands Magazins de 
Louvre ” ? 

Is it not rather spiteful to suggest that the Balloons given by the large 
Linendrapers to the children are like their other advertisements— full of gas ? 

Why do Ladies prefer, as a rule, the rooms of the “Bon March6” to the 
galleries of the Louvre ? 

Is it,heoause they find “ greater novelty ” in the former ? 

Would Paris be ‘‘ the Paradise of Wives ” without the fashions ? 

Would Paris he “ the Purgatory of Husbands ” without the shops ? 

Is it altogether moral to declare that you have seen all the vanous novel- 
ties ” weeks ago in the Fulham Road ? 


A Yisit to the Bois. 


On’the whole have I seen any better Actors or Actresses 
than the Hendals, the BANCiiOFis, the pEroiTs, jMr. Hajie, 
or Mb. JA]fcES, to say nothing of Mb. Jeffeixson ?'/, 

Is it quite wise to take so many Bochhicres between 
the Acts ? 

Can anything he sillier than the comic songs in the 
Cafes Chantants in the Champs Elysces ? 

Do not frequent ‘‘consommations” corrupt good 
manners? 

Is it, on the whole, the best way to finish an evening s 
entertainment with an expensive snipper at the Cale 
Anglais ? 

Why do the Boulevards waltz after twelve o’clock at 
night? 

What was the number of my room— 308, 803, 742, or 
930? 

Why has Fastboy left me ? 

Can I say, with perfect distinctness, “British Con- 
stitution?” 

How shall I, in my present most unusual condition, 
explain matters to my wife ? 


THE MELAHCHOLY OCEAN. 


{Prom a Critic jmt landed at Dieppe from Bewhaven.) 


SlE, 

A Poet in a recent number of the SpuHaior has 
been inspired by Vivian Ore^*s famous plirase, “ seated 
by a melancholy ocean,” Standing near the Atlantic ho 
sings a stirring strain, climaxing in the quatrain— 


“ For the prophet’s fire and motion, 
Icy mask and sneer sardonic— 
Be it so : lifajestic Ocean, 

Thou art melancholy’s tonic.” 


Considering the part chiefly played by Ocean about 
this time of year, I would suggest a correction 


“For the prophet’s fire and motion, 
I(iy mask and sneer splefietie-^ 
Be it so : Majestic Ocean, 

Thou art sadnmU emetieP 


Yours, 

A CUAKKKL PASSKNaKK. 


PATTERN FOR PARHAM K.N'r. 

Why cannot our House of Commons take a lesson 
from our Antipodes, and provide for PaitNELr^, Bxo- 
GABS, and OT)onxkli.s, by passing a Btanding Order 
like that adopted last year at Victoria, and called “ The 
Iron Hand ” r* J "uhlicet : — 


Can one look imposing in a Victoria whose driver smokes a short pipe, and 
won’t wear his coat r 

Is it possible, by a dignified demeanour, to overcome these drawbacks, and 
to ihauce the belief that the vehicle is our own ? 

Would the appearance of the Park in London undergo much change were 
cabs adnntted in me drive ? 

Would the horses that dawdle down to the Cascade appear improved in 
quality were cabs excluded from the Bois ? 

As a matter of fact, is not the horseflesh in both the exercising grounds 
miserable ? 

Why do Frenchmen ride, or, rather, why don’t they ? 

Can the French nation really have any sense of the ridiculous, if Frenchmen 
are able to gaze upon the “chevaliers” in the Bois without roaring vdt^ 
laughter ? 

Why does the Cascade always remind one of the Trafalgar Square Fountains ? 
^ Doesn’t the Avenue rather resemble Portland Place without the houses ? and 
isn’t the Bois generally a little Uke Battersea Park minus the flowers and 
timber ? 


Pabis by Nig-ht m 

, Is it lucky that, meeting Fastboy after dinner, I agree to visit Paris by 
night m garpn f 

^ I no£ very considerate to leave my wife to recover from the fatigues 
of the day at home, while 1 walk abroad ? 

Will my wife take this view of the case P 

Is the mirth of the students at the Closerie des Lilacs particularly infectious ? 

Is worth while coping a long cah-drive to see a fourth-rate tea-garden ? 

Is French actmg so very much better than the English ? 

my do :^gRsh people in French Theatres laugh at jokes which would he 
considered utterly stupid m England ? 

§!P English La^^ (so particularly decorous in London) 

certainly would not pass the Lord Chamherl^’s 


smile at French ioJses. 
Office in Great Britain ? 


“A motion ‘That the House do now divide/ moved aiul 
seconded, shall take procedencie of all other business, and shall 
bo immediately put from the Chair, without any diseussion 
taking place ; provided that no such mofion can be made so as to 
interrupt a member speaking.” 

“Divide I” That seems to bo an arrangement by 
which Obstructives would be so efiectually shut as 
altogether to preclude the need of ordering them into 
the custody of the Serjeant -at -Arms. Divide and 
conquer. 


Comparisons are Odious. 

Q,ttoth Babnuk, as he looked with admiration on 
Cabtaiht Ceaho, his gallant mate, and their gallant 
one-ton schooner, at the Alexandra Palace, “ Crossed 
the Atlantic, hev’ you now, in a nineteen-foot new 
Bedford half-deoked boat— waal now— and weathered 
five gales, too, and been forced to lic-to eighteen days ! 
You bet I— Gfuess I ’ve crossed the Atlantic a good many 
times too, with a bigger sorter foraft though — and 
oalkilate I’ve had to lie, too, a good deaf nacre ’n 
ei^teen days.” 

Rut why don’t the Captain spell his name more 
amphibiously—** Crapaud,” as it surely ought to be ? 


THE BIOGAE EXPLICIT. 

Sah) BxaoAB, Tes. the ohai^ is true ; 

And who can say ’tas not? 

I still maintain The ODohoohub 
Has done— I don’t know what I ” 
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PONGO-ISMS. 


mAi&m from the 
Westminster Aqua- 
rium per Electric 
EeL 

Mr, Pongo being 
asked tbe other day 
what historic work 
he Iwonld ^like to 
peruse, replied, with 
a sly look at Ms. 
■Wtbrow Pobeet- 
SON, Lahhe^ s Coun- 
cils:^ 

Me. Pongo’s Contjn- 

DEHM. 

The other evening 
Me. Pongo invited 
some friends to tea, 
in order to ask them 
a riddle. After pro- 
posing the usual 
toasts, to which he 
is particularly at- 
tached, Me. Pongo 
incLuired of hia con- 
vices “What reign- 
ing Sovereign ought to be Queen of the Tallow-chandlers P 

Everybody gave it up. The Manager said he was really unable 
to imagine what the answer could be. 

“Why,’' said Me. Pongo, chuckling, “the Sovereign of the 
Candle-makers and Tallow-chandlers ought to be Queen W ice.” 

Everyone in fits, Me. Pongo himself laughing immoderately. 

M[e. Pongo ah a. Latent Sohoeae. 

The other afternoom business at the Aauarium being (like Zazee'g 
wire), a little slack, Mr. Pongo expressed a desire to visit his ;^or 
relations at the Zoo. His wish was immediately communicated to 
the proper authorities, and as promptly gratified. On reaching the 
Monkey House Me. Pongo, in his celebrated Hapoleonio attitude, 
stood before the cage, buried, apparently, in profound thought. 

“ These poor animals,” observed Me. Pongo’s obsequious Chap- 
lain to that eminent Gorilla Chieftain, “ are clearly envious, Sir, of 
your position in society. They wish that you were of their species. 
Doubtless,” added the reverend Master of Arts, who never loses an 
opportunity of displaying his erudition, “ they would, could they 
speak, address you with the well-known words, ‘ Cum taMs sm, utinam 
noster esses ! ' ” 

Me. Pongo's eyes twinkled for a second. Then he replied,, 
ray dear Sir, their envious readhag of the line you quote would more 
likely be, * Cum taillms sis, utinam noster esses J ’ ” 

At this side-splitter the worthy Chaplain was fairly convulsed. 

Me. Pokgo’s latest Sedb-Spottee. 

“ If,” said Me. Fongo to Losp Beaconseieeb,' “ you were" to see 
a Russian and an Englishman fighting, and were to bet six to 
four on the Russian, why would that resemble my exclamation of 
surprise were I to see you crowned with roses, and holding a 
goblet P ” 

The Peemiee paused. Then he replied, candidly, “I do not 
know what you would say in such an extraordinary case.” 

Me. Pongo had it all ready. 

“ My Lord,’' he returned, “ I should say, * What you I Each an 
alien / ’ ” 

“ Bacchanalian, by Jove! '' murmured the distinguished States- 
man, and was led out by Me. Montagu Coebt, to whom he subse- 
quently explained the jeu de mot, 

Mr, Pongo’s AocompiiIshjotts. 

Me. Pongo’s chief accomplishment is Ms drawing,— fit the 
Aquarium. 



liucus a. Uon* 

A newspapee, noticing the recent performance of a mimib Mass 
in an Anglican Church, observes that — 

** At St. Alban's, Holbom, the service was of the most advanced Eitualist 
type." 

When will our friends and brethren of the Press cease to style the 
Ritualist “ type ” to the Roman anti-type “ advanced ” ? Being, in 
fact, mere mimioiy of medieeval rites and ceremonies, instead of 
being advanced it is, on the contrary, retrograde. 


HOLIDAY TASKS FOR THE RECESS. 

Loed Beaconspieu). — To “ recuperate ” from the heavy labours 
devolving upon him as a member of the House of Peers. 

Lord Saiisbuey. — To set his agents right in re the Metropolitan 
Improvements Bill. , n -n 

Lord Derby. — To get up the geograjjhy or Europe, with a view 
to devise a British foreign policy that shall not be at once fee ole 

and bumptious. . ci v i. 

SiE Stappord IN’orthcote. — To write an Essay. Sabject: 
“ Sparing the rod and spoiling the Irish Member. 

Me. Gatzoene Haedy. — 'T o find some substitute for his favourite 
setting-up drill— “the Goose-step.”, , , xi ■T^ j. i.- 

Me. Ceoss. — To spend his leisure in detecting the Detectives. , 

Me. W. H. Smiih. — To make the British Ifavy something 
stronger than a paper fieet. , , « , . 

Me. W. E. Glapstojste. — To cut down some branches of his 
labours and most leaves of Ms pamphlets. 

Me. W. H. Glabstoite.— To reframfrom talking polities before 
excursionists when “ papa” begs him “ to be seen and not heard. 

SiE WiLPEH) Lawson. — To discover a new argument or a fresh 
joke in favour of the Permissive Bfil. 

Me. Whailey. — To find something better to admire than an 
obstructive Irish pig. ,, „ , „ . . 

Captain !N^olan. — To apply his own “ range-finder to the duties 
of an ofdcer and gentleman. . , . .x* 

Majoe O’Goehan.—To take six lessons in the art of writing after 
dinner. 

Me. Biggae.— To grow smaller. 

And the Small Erij of Both Houses,— Tlo have as little to do with 
“ Extra Parliamentary Utterances ” as possible. 


PEERS AND PRIVILEGES. 

{After the use of Sarum) 

Duxe op Wellington. — Season-ticket for knif eboard on W aterloo 

Duxe op Richmond and Gordon. — Entry at Star and Garter, 
including meat luncheon and use of billiard-room, on all Sundays 
and Bank Holidays in the year. , . ^ i-r at. -c^* 

Duxb op Westminstbe. — Admission to , Henry the Eighth s 
Chapel, Coronation Chair, and other sights in Abbey, on sixpenny 

Right, ef playing: lawn-tennis, cricket, and 
polo, up and down Sloane Street. 

Ea-rt. op Onslow, — Ditto of grouse-shootmg ^er his own Sqimre. 
op Deeby. — ^Reserved seat for two on Grand Stand, rerarn 
ticket by railway, and presentation sample of silk pockethandker- 
cMef, with portrait of winner, at Spring Meeting. 

Ea-rt. op Nelson. — ^Permanent right of passage to top oi column 
with a party of not less than twelve. j t, at. • 

Ea-rt. op Sandwich. — Free ;^ass for a family to double bathing- 

macMnes at Deal. , . x -u- tt n / 4. 

Viscount Canteebuey. — ^Ditto to shilling places at Ms Hall (not 

later than seven). , 

Loed Raglan.— Ditto, ditto, at Ms ditto. . 

Loed HIampion. — ^Admission, with a friend, to Maze after six on 
Thursdavs. 

Loed Hastings. — Privilege of going there and back for three 
sMUiugs duriug the summer months,^ And x- v 

Loed Punch. — ^Right of taking Ms seat and sTOporting, by pre- 
cept and example, the true dignity of the Upper House. 


A Name for Nationalists. 

In a Times leading article a misprint is a rarity, 
is not the following sentence exceptional r 


But in that 


“Ve had hoped, indeed, that by this time Mb. Biggab and hjg band of 
lerillaB would be disavowed by the mass of the Rome-Eule Party. 

Is gw^rillas the right word ? We beg pardon of Me. Pongo. 


What is a Cantrip ? 

Let out Norwegian Correspondent, who wants an explanation of 
Cantrip,” refer to any Engfish Dictionary. If he does not md it, 
le worse for the Dictionary. The word nieans a witches dance, 
hich was something between a “ canter and a e.nwlange 

ue, doubtless, to uie hoof of the master the Terpsichorean 
ifltflft nf hia nnnila. For wMch see Tum O Shanter, 


A PiBA that the Eitualists might faiily put |prwd for their 
imitation, of the Mass is, that it has an elevating effect. 
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STUDY IN A RESTAURANT- 

Ltocheon with tour Sister, and Luncheon with some one else’s Sister ! 


asking leave to' help in each case. Bed Tape at such a moment 
should be relaxed, if it is not to be used halter or bow-string 
fashion, to cut short wretched lives. 

The South African Bill read a Third Time under complaint of 
“indecent haste from Sir Q-. Campbell and — pudorl — 

I Mr. Parnell. Sir G-eoroe should have complained of “ indecent 
obstruction.” The time that should have been employed in debating 
the Bill was spent in fighting the Obstructives. 

Lords’ Amendments of Universities Bill agreed to.^ 

Wonders will never cease, Irish County Courts Bill passed with- 
out a word or blow from Bigoar, Parnell, or O’Donnell. The only 
fight was over the Clause that prevents a County Court suitor from 
the suicidal act of employing two attorneys. Irish attorneys must be 
less sharp than we think them, i£ one isn’t too many for most men I 

Mr. Butt argued that because a man might have two barristers, 
why might he not have two attorneys. As well argue that because 
a man can stand under two bottles of pop, why two bottles of brandy 
should not be too much for him, He forgets the different strength 
of the creatures. Attorney. to solicitor may be as alligator to 
crocodile ; but barrister to attorney is as iguana to alligator. 

Irish Prisons and Scotch Sheriff’s Courts Bill read a Third Time — 
and no idle talk over either. And four other Bills besides forwarded 
a stage before the House was up at half after four. 

’Tis the sunset of Session makes speeching a bore. 

And coming St. Grouse casts his shadow before.” 

Monday . — ^The Lords did their business in agreeing to Commons’ 
amendments : and the Commons did theirs in disagreeing to Lords’ 
— in Metropolitan Street Improvements. 

Lord Salisbhrt is not to be discredited by his agents’ anxiety 
to defend his pockets at the expense of his public spirit. 

Mr. Cowen has scored another to his credit by getting the promise 
of Consular reports as to the late strikes in the States—a strictly 
Consular duty. “ Consules provideant ne quid detrimenti ReS’- 
puhUca capiaV* 

Mr. Tbeveltan moved a declaration that it is too late to consider 
the Army Promotion and Retirement Scheme. 

Too late to consider undoubtedly, hut too late to postpone, says 
the Government, and not too late to pass. 


Punch is ready to say ditto to Trevelyan in almost every point 
he made. The 'delay in bringing forward the scheme has been 
inexcusable : the unfairness of asking Parliament to pronounce an 
opinion it hasn’t time to form on a complex set of professional pro- 
visions is palpable. The plan does stereotype a guestionahle organi- 
sation. We should like to see companies with more men and fewer 
oiBBleers. And it is but too plain that it lays a heavy load on poor 
Pilgarlic— the tax-payer. 

But, per contruy if the House hasn’t had time to consider what 
the Commission and the War-Office have— and their consideration ! 
of such a matter is like to he more to the purpose— then Parliament 
can watch and amend what it is not allowed time to consider : and 
consideration after trial is usually more to the purpose than con- i 
sideration before. 

Re-organisation is, and had better be kept, in tbe future. To 
that the Army must come in the good time coming ; but the less 
Retirement and Promotion are mixed np with Re-organisation the 
better. Perhaps we may one day get an Army in which retirement 
will follow, naturally, on decay of-vigonr ; and promotion wiR come 
naturally, neither from the north nor south of the Horse Guards, hut 
from capacity for command. But then promotion and retirement 
will need no “ scheming.” It is “true ’tis pity— pity ’tis ’tis true,” 
the “ Scheme ” does not consider the interests of the aged General 
so much as at all satisfies General Shuts, or as might have been 
expected. In fact, it may be said to thrust General Non-Shoot 
into the background with an indecorous alacrity that, having regard 
to the tenderness of those dear old veterans* toes, may (and no 
doubt will be) called, in the Military Megatherium and the shady 
side of Pall Mali, and seventy-fiye, “indecent,” spelt with, a good 
many double d’s. 

But what can’t he cured must be endured even by fine crusty old 
veterans, whose half -pay we should delight to see doubled, and who 
—on the retired list— would be cheap at the money. 

As to the temporary retirement of Officers oi lower rank and 
fighting years, let ’s hope we mayn’t lose many, and that those we 
do lose won’t be tbe CIueen’s best bargains. The simple answer to 
all the pleas for delay— Trevelyan’s, Captain O’Beirne’s and 
Nolan’s, Mr. Bylands’ (who would have preferred a money Bill), 
and Sir H. Havelock’s, who summed up smartly against the 
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EXPERTO CREDE. 


Aimexatioa Bill, Mb. Cotjbtney had a final deliverance 
of his much exercised mind over the Transvaal transac- 
tion. O’Donjstell, with bated breath, if not whispering 
humbleness, followed suit; while Mb. KNATCUBtriL- 
HuGEssEiir, Mb. E. Jenkins, from the Opposition point 
of view, and Mb. Lowthee, from the Official, defended 
a transaction, which, however out of the usual line of 
English policy, Punch believes with them, to have been 
unavoidable, and the means of averting far worse evils 
than the worst even an O’Donnell can lay his tongue to. 

Sib J. Hat brought up the Db Hobset naval duel, 
at the unEnglish odds of two to one, Shah and Amethyst 
against Iluascar. As nobody quite knows the facts, fit 
would have been wiser to postpone a Parliamentary 
action as unsatisfactory as the naval one. 

Mb. Egerton held the Admiraltv brief, and put the 
points in his instructions effectively. Mr. Bentinck 
defended the Admiral, and attacked the Admiralty; Sir 
W. nABCOTmt fired into Aphteal be Horsey, the 
Attorney - General into Sra W. ITakcoukt, Mb, 
Goschen into the Attobnet-GenebaL, and Staf- 
FOBD Hobticcote into everybody who had attacked the 
Government; and the subject, like the action, then 
dropped, with nobody much the worse for the all-round 
fire, or much the better. 

Supply wound up a cheerful evening, with a duett 
from Parnell and O’Donnell over the Transvaal Vote, 
that sent away Members merrily at three in the 
morning. 

Jf^ednesda^ blaming dare say “ Do 

minimis nm curat Xear,” when a Duke brings forward a 
big Bill against a little Beetle _ The Privy^ Cotmcil is to 
receive powers for its eradication. Imagine my I-«ords 
abroad, not in the meadows to view the young lambs,” 
but in the potatoe-fields to “ eradicate ” the Colorado 
Spear -bearer I Sublime spectacle — or rather, sub- 
Paris-green spectacle I As lime is useless against the 
seven-lined shield of the winged invader, the Oouncil is 
to be empowered to prohibit importation, destroy crops, 
and make compensations ; and those wno sellj or keep 
the plague, are to be fined. So let our friend, the 
Manchester Naturalist, be on his guard, or ho may be 
snapped up, like an incautious fish, by the ever-watchf ul 
heron. 


Tourist {on approaching Hostelry), ** "What will you have, Ooaohman ?” 
Drirer, “ A wee drap ’Whuskev, Sib, thank you.” 

Tourist . “All bight. I’ll get down, and sbnd it out to you.” 

Driver, “ Na, Na, gib mb the Saxpenob. They’ll gib you an unoo 

SMA* GlESSI” 


scheme as “unjust, inefieotive, and suicidal”— is that something must be 
done, and that is the best the Boyal Commissioners and the War Ofiice see 
their way to doing. Mb. Habdt defends the scheme on aE the points on 
which Mb. Trevelyan attacks it, but that is a detail. The real reason for 
passing it is that “ something must he done ; and whoever knew the right 
thing done under that condition!’ Even Mb. Hardy admits the scheme is 
“tentative,” or, as Lobe Habtington puts it, iu plain phrase, “a temporary 
expedient to meet a temporary purpose, under which all questions of Ee- 
organisation must be held quite open.” 

Of course, under the circumstances, there was nothing for it but to negative 
the Trevelyan Eesolution by 139 to 77, and much more two dilatory motions by 
Mb, Pawoett and Sir G. Campbell, which came on its heels, by 128 to 63 and 
124 to 30, respectively. 

Tuesday (Xorc?^).— Lord Habbowby tried to quicken the tardy steps of law 
in Lancaster. The Loed Chancellor promised a fourth assize, and more power 
to the Commission, if nothing else would do. Civil justice, tit seems*now-a- 1 
days, is as lame as criminal. Hobaoe wrote : — 

“Raroanteoedentem scelestum 
DeSeruitpede pcena olaudo." 

We should Write scape. 

The Duke ok EichmoNd moved the Second Reading of the Canal Boats Bill, 
which will secure some sanitary educational and humane supervision of the poor 
wretches who now grow up uncared-for in the foul atmosphere of those floating 
slums. The Session will not have been altogether barren of blessing if it brings 
them within reach of a paternal Government kinder than their too often brut^ 
fathers. 

The Irish Prisons Bill, “too, was forwarded a stage. It travels the same road 
as the English. If we could say as much of Irish Juries I 

{Commons,)— ^iB. Stakfobd could not oblige Db. Kenealt with information 
as to the designs of the three Emperors for the partition of Europe. When, the 
Turkey in Europe is cut up, Europe will, of course, f oUow. After the Bird the 
Dish. 

In Supply, when it came to the vote for money to pay the South African 


(Commons.]— Hew writ moved for Westminster. The 
Right Hon. W. H. Smith having been promoted from 
the command of H. B, P.^s Railway Book-stalls to that 
of H. B. M.^s Fleet. May he show himself as unmis- 
takeably the right man in the right place as First I^ord 
of the Admiralty as he has of First Lord of tho News- 
paper and the Railway Volume. Tho way he has done 
his work in the House and the Treasury augurs well for 
him in his new functions. He can’t know anything 
about ships, but he ’s the man to know that he knows 
nothing. What a gain that will he ! 

In Supply, a long fight to cut down the Irish Police 
Vote, PaiuraL and O’Donnell, of courst^ promiiumt. 
Altogether Obstruction rather looked up to-<iay, Par- 
nell talking out the expiring Acts Continuance Bill. 
Better, after all, wreak his wrath on “expiring Acte” 
than expiring Members. 

Thursday ,— Lords on Commons’ Amendments— as 
a rule approvingly. Ho such awful catastri^he as col- 
lision of the Houses in prospect. 

On the East India Loan Bill Loan Sallsrury spoke 
with becoming gT^J-yity of the impending famine in the 
South, and disclaimed, for the Government, any intimtion 
of showing less liberality in relieving it tlian its prede- 
cessors. Lobd Hobthbbook bore witness to the need 
and tiio will to avert it— -if not tiie way, and wound up 
with words worth quoting* 

** If nations did not grudge the employment of all the means 
; iu their power for the canying on of war, they ought with infi- 
nitely greater reason to tax their energies to the utmost Ibar the 
preaearvation of human Hfe.” 

Eabl !Fevebshamc waived the Eastern Question, that 
the Sphinx might proclaim, with due %hinxian solem- 
nity and oracular obscurity, that the Eastern policy of 
the Qovmmmcnt had been clearly expressed and con- 
sistently maiiitained, and that it is one of “ strict but 
conditional neutrality” — under the condition that the 
interests'of this country should not be imperilled. Her 
Majesty’s Government have no reason to doubt that 
Russia will, in an honourable manner, observe the con- 


65 


Atoust 18, 1877.] PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIYAEI. 


ditions slie has promised to ohserye; but, in any case, it is the 
policy of Her Majesty’s Q-overnment to maintain them. 

There, John* Bhil, is your pillow for the recess, to sleep on with 
both ears — stretch they neyer so widely. 

{Commons,) — After a string of variorum questions, the Chah- 
CELLOE OE THE Excheohes appealed to Ma. Bbntinck to waiye his 
Eastern Question ; whereupon Whaleey insisted on shoying in his 
oar, and, after being twice pronounced disorderly by the Speaxee, 
was silenced under the new rule, without — as he afterwards, not 
unreasonably explained—being “ heard in explanation.” So 
“ Order ip. disorder rooted stood, 

And rules on rules were 'gainst rule oyerruled.” 

Ma. Paentell had another onslaught on the Expiring Laws. Why 
won’t he allow their E. I, P. to be quietly written in the usual 
Continuing Act ? Like ‘a lady’s letter, the Session seems destined 
to carry its sting in its tail. Here is Geant Diifp, within a few 
days of its finis, raising the question of Loan Lytton’s doings 
beyond our North-West frontier — the stationing of troops at Q,uettan, 
267 miles in advance of our frontier line, the old adyanee-post of 
the Indian Alarmists. Geant Duee, Loan HAaToraTOH, Sia 
Geoege Campbell, with Loed Lawbekce, in another place, are all 
of one mind, that our best Indian policy is one of “ masterly inac- 
tivity,” — Quieta — or if you like the reading Quetta — non moveref 
and that “least said,” or done, in Afipghanistan, wiU be “soonest 
mended.” 

Punch could have wished that either Loan G. Hamilton or Sia 
Staefokd Noethcote, had. found themselves able to disclaim 
for Loan Litton any policy of the stirring kind, as distinctly 
as they disclaim it for the Government. But both spoke with 
the elaborate wordiness of men who had a great deal to hide. 

has a disagreeable likeness to “ in the improved 

pronunciation. 


Friday {Lords), — The Amendment of the Metropolitan Street 
Improvements’ Bill objected to by the Commons was retracted, and 
the interests of Loed Salisbuey, with the assent of the Noble Lord 
(who defended his agents, however) were sacrificed to those of the 
Public. 

Loan Deeby, in answer to Loeb'Colchestee, said that reports, 
circulated by lihe Austrian Press, as to the policy of the British 
Government respecting the partition of Turkey, were unfounded. 
The British Lion is not waiting to take his share of Turkey;. 

{Commons,) — The Chancelloe op the Exchbuhee, amid Minis- 
terial cheering, declined to tell Me. Monk whether or no the 
Government intended to quarrel with Bussia if Eussian troops 
should temporarily occupy Constantinople. 

To the question, what steps the Education [Department had taken 
to protect the children in its schools against the Priest in Absolu- 
tion^ Loed Sanbon gave Mr, Whalley a patient answer. The De- 
partment could only enforce the Conscience Clause. Me. Whalley 
subsequently read; an explanation of his conduct at the previous 
sitting, and, later in the evening, rambled, amid the usual indica- 
tions,^ on the influence and intrigues of [the Yatican and the Jesuits 
in bringring on the Crimean War. 

A minor Bill reached* a Third Reading, another passed through 
Committee. There was more talk about Russia and Constantinople, 
and the Destructive Insects Bill was read a Second time, iflse, 
nothing was done or said more memorable than the remarks of 
Me. Whalley. 

The House in discussing the Gale of Food and Drugs Amendment 
Bill was Counted Out at 11*10, And so, as Me. Pepys would say, 
“ betimes to. bed.” 


SEASONABLE ADTERTISEMENTS. 

T O LET, for Climbing, a SWISS PEAK. Never yet attempted, 
and may be had for the Month or the Season. No yiew from the top. 
No Alpine flora. What is not ice is granite. AvAlanches regularly laid on. 
A probability, almost amounting to a .certainty, that one attempting the 
ascent will break his neck and that of his Guide. Terms reasonable.— Address, 
Alpenstock, Nomatterhom, Switzerland, 

W ANTED, by a Gentleman intending to visit the chief Con^tinental 
Capitals, a Second-hand Suit of Check Tweeds, Three Red Plannel 
Shirts, a Pair of Knickerbockers to match, and a serviceable Pair of Shooting 
Boots,— Address, Free and Easy, Manners Street, Caipden Town. 

W ANTED, by several Ladies who are about to travel, a knowledge of 
the French and German Languages. 


A Natural End. 

The Kilkenny Cats lately had a Meeting on the tiles,' to decide 
who should be their head. They separated fwithout coming to a 
conclusion. The only conclusion Enkenny Cats come to, is not 
‘ ‘ heads ” but ‘ * tails.’’ 


LATE ON THE MOORS. 



T he House of Commons used, of 
yore, 

Betimes to get the Session o’er, 
Without postponement, heretofore, 
A-going out a-shooting. 
TheTwelfth of August saw the House 
About the hills in quest of grouse. 

Its Members then had too much nous 
To let absurd Obstructives chouse 

It out of time by 
vain debate, 

On useless motions 
— idle,prate, 
Wnbioh now has 
kept them up 
so late 

From going out 
a-shooting. 

Chorus* 

Punctually^ upon 
the day, 

Casting politics 
away, 

Tramping o’er the 
heather gay. 
A-going out a- 


Although the corn was ripe and brown, 
This year they had to stay in Town. 

The grouse for them no bringing down! 

No going out a-shooting I 
Through six or seven determined bores, 
Home-Rulers from Hibernia’s shores, 
They couldn’t close St. Stephen’s doors. 
And cut away unto the moors. 

There grouse were waiting to be shot, 
But found they had a respite got ; 

For Members— Irish-bound— were not 
A-going out a-shooting. 


It seems an ominous event. 

On August’s Twelfth, when Parliament, 

Has always joined, with one consent, 

In going out a-shooting. 
Perhaps the safety of the land 
Might such a sacrifi.ee deinand. 

But that perverse Hibernian band ! 

Your Blouse should ne’er their nonsense stand. 
If e’er they try it on again, 

Be down upon them there and then, 

And promptly let them know you’re men 
A-going out a-shooting. 


Barnum’s Aphorisms. 

Eveeything is a Mermaid that comes to my“net. 

Washington’s Nurse was worth two Gorillas in the Bush. 

A Poster in time saves nine out of it. 

Make play while the run lasts.^ ^ „ 

You can fill a Silk Purse out of a Woolly Horse. 

The uglier the Monster the better the draw. ^ , 

The more queer Birds of a Feather, the more the Public will nock 
together. 

Truth lies at the bottom of a Sell. 

Do, or you will be done, by. 


Note from ’Arry de Cockaigne. 

“ Some good catches of salmon ” (the dlohs lately informed us) have 
been made by the fishermen from Goole and the neighbourhood, owing to the 
fact that neither grampuses nor porpoises have made their appearance m the 
Ouse this week,” 

When out old Cockney friend, ’Aeey, who is weak in aspirates 
and spelling, read the above, he exclaimed, “ My ! Fancy what a 
lively ^lace to live in, this ’ere, where they ’ave a grampus and a 
porpus in the ’ouse every week ! My ! ” 


“Httng be the Heavens ■with” — ^WhitbI — notanda dxest 
August 9, The Wedding Day of the Lady Mayoress* 




NEW PROFESSION. 


ECHO’S ANSWERS 

To a Cockney Inqnirer wJm consvZts her concoming the vnevUabU 
AThnual ‘ * Outing and its ^Tohahlc issues. 

Inquirer. What subject sets me ■worrying and doubtina: ? 

“ Outing." 

inquirer. My Wife suggests for family health’s impro-ying ?- 
Mooing. 

What ’s the first requisite for taking pleasure f 

Inquirer. The second (for a slave to matrimony) ? 

Money. 

iMwrer. Ton say that Woman of all founts of misohief— 
le chief. 

I^irer. What is this close agreement of my women ? 
^mrer. I fear for me they’ll pwe a deal too clever ? 
In^xrer. What is the manner of my buxom Maut P 
^mrer. And what ’s her goal in every hint and notion f 

M^rer. How recommends^Kamsgate, shrimpy, sandy? 

Whereas Jhold it^^tMa season torrid ?— 

■^^rer. And hint, with a^ vain view to scare or stop her ?— 

^rer. (Meaning the she politely. 

InoJr.,. . 


How then am I iA|to view the mater t 
^^irer. What feel I Imts at sea-side clothing P 

I^wer. Mention of what ^es^ fc^uly sooffera ? 


Inquirer, 

JBmo, 

Inquirer, 

!Emo, 

Inquirer, 

JEcno, 

Inquirer, 

JEko. 

Inquirer, 

JScho, 

Inquirer, 

JS^o, 

Inquirer, 

Beko, 

Inquirer, 

JBcho, 


Then if I etarm, what word breaks sequent stillness 't 
. Illness! 

What feels a man when -women ^gin to blabber ? 

, Zuhber, 

W hat IS the show of patience that may follow ? 
Hollow / 

What would the sex when it assumes that yirtue ? 
TTTi. r * Hurt you. 

What s the result of halting and misgiving ? 

Ttru A' V Owing, 

What IS man s share anent this yearly yearning ? 
wu A, XI. Earning, 

What s the chief^sue of this seaward flowing ? 

TT t Owing, 

flow long before I ’m free of tradesmen's pages ? 

Ages / 


A2Sr UNCOMMOlir COWARD. 

The Standard's Correspondent -with the TnrkiHh * 

** Goon Tbm?ixis.’’— F or opening their (Jardena to poor children. 



a BAcoNSFrEtD. “ BLESS YOU— BLESS YOU— MT NOBLE 
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A FEW DAYS IN A COUNTRY-HOUSE. 

VB Excitements and 
Amusements at Boodels^ 
— The Trimmer — The 
Walk Wanted — The 
Composer's Lecture — 
Limits to Exercise — 
Calm Contemplation^ 

The Poet Hahiih 
Mumlet, Pogmoee the 
Composer, and Mtibubd, 
have set the Trimmer to 
catch the Eel in the Pond. , 
This isj at present, onr 
chief excitement. We go 
to bed at night, early, 
wondering if therein be 
anything on the Trimmer 
in the morning. We get 
np early, and go down to 
the Pond to see if anything 
is on the Trimmer. No, 
the Trimmer has not been 
touched during the night. 
Every hour, somebody, 
generally two of us, go up 
to the Pond, and look with 
increasing curiosity at the 
Trimmer. Our first im- 
pulse is to take it up. Our 
second is to let it be there a little longer, and give it a chance. We 
begin to speak of it as something^ with a character to redeem. 

JBoodels explains to us that it is no use taking !it up, as when 
anything has been caught, the Trimmer turns up of its own accord in 
the water, and floats topsy-turvy. 

Throughout the day we walk at intervals up to the Pond, and' 
stand on the bank silently watching the Trimmer, as if a friend had 
been drowned in the Pond, and tms were the tombstone over his 
watery grave. 

The Trimmer does not turn up. But we go on, expecting this to 
take place. Infact we are like four Micawhers “ waiting perpetually 
forj something’^ (the Trimmer) “to turn up.” Miltued is always 
wanting to “rout it out with a pole,” and is invariably restrained by 
the Poet or by Boodeis. The Composer thinks that a “ musical 
situation” might be got out of it “ somehow,” and suggests as an 
idea The Troll of a Trimmer ^ Milbueh instantly says, alluding to 
the Composer’s Oratorio, “ There were no Trimmers in the Ark ! ha ! 
ha ! ha ! Unless they had to ‘ trim the boat I ’ ha I ha ! ha I ” But 
nobody laughs, as it is felt that Miebued is a fool for rushing in where 
angels (ourselves) dare not tread. 

As the day wears on— it is a very; hot day, and I fancy there is a 
smell from the Pond (which suspicion Boodels resents as a libel on 
his place, “because,” he says, “if there is a smell, it’s anything 
but an unwholesome one ’’—but Boodels won’t allow there can be 
anything unhealthy about his place— that ’s his one strong point)— 
the excitement of visiting the Trimmer begins to pall upon me. I 
want to walk out somewhere — to a hiU if possible, if there is such a 
thing in the neighbourhood— (“ Lots ! ” replies Boodels, indig- 
nantly), and get some fresh air. This desire for fresh air also annoys 
Boodels. It is a slight on his air. He becomes sarcastic, and pre- 
tends to apologise for his place not being by the sea-side, ^ Ee 
doesn’t perceive any smell from the Pond. Ee doesn’t complain of 
the atmosphere. Ee, in fact, finds it very pleasant. 

But then Boodels has the place on a lease for some considerable 
time, and, of course, he is not going to depreciate the Pond by (as it 
were, to put it proverbially and vulgarly) “crying stinking fish,” 
not even if the Trimmer should have already caught the Eel without 
having turned up, and the Eel were being boiled in its native sun- 
heated water. 

Boodels does not want a walk, and he won’t come. He says, 

“ 'When you oome back I ’ll walk up to the Pond with you and see 
how the Trimmer ’s getting on.” Bother the Trimmer! ‘Will the; 
Composer, Pogmobe accompany me ? I find he is in the drawing- 
room at the piano, accompanying himself. I happen to look in at a 
moment when he has got into some difS.culty with an E fiat which 
oughtn’t, by rights, to be in a chord in his composition, but which 
has got in somehow, and produced such amarveUous effect that he 
has beguu to think of writing a treatise on the “ Unexpected 
seventh ” and revolutionising music generally. 

^ “ Walk I ” he cries out impetuously, appearing as violently hor- 
rified as though I ’d asked him to come and commit a murder in 
the lane. “ Walk ! my dear fellow ! ” .(the tone in which he says 
“ My dear fellow ! ” implies “ You confounded idiot, to come in and 
interrupt a Composer ! ”) “ I can’t walk now. Any other time I ’ll 



be delighted ; but 1 really can’t now ! ” And he bends, in(iuir- 

ingly, over the forefinger'of his right hand, which he has not yet 
removed from the astonishiug E fiat. 

It perhaps flashes across him, that, oonsidering'me as his probable 
librettist, he may have treated me rather cavalierly in shouting 
at me as he has just done (for he has shouted, and no one likes to be 
shouted at), and so he txurns to me while still sitting and stooping 
over the key-board, as if he were either the tuner, or a naturaUst in 
search of an insect that had slipped ont of one of the cracks between 
the notes— (by the way, why shouldn’t a Composer who writes all 
his airs in C Major — as I should if I were a Composer — be called a 
“ Naturalist,” and another who might confine himself to D a “ Two- 
Sharpist,” and another, who might stick invariably to F Major, a 
“ One-Elattist ” ? But though I interrupt the Composer with the 



resolve the I) into the dominant "without a recurring seventh ” — or 
words to this effect. “ If I can do this ” (whatever it is), “ it will 
be, ’’the exclaims, “ a most invaluable discovery,” 

Pogmoee, it strikes me, is treating Music as if it were Astronomy. 
This is a new light to mej and I am always, not only ready to learn 
anything^ but interested in acquiring knowledge from experts. 

“But,” I say to him, “you can’t discover notes as you can 
stars.” 

“ Of course, you can,” he replies. 

I am inclined to ask Mm if, instead of a telescope, he nses a 
stethescope with which doctors take soundings, but I feel that 
PoGMOEE is not in the vein for this remark, so I only beg him to 
continue Ms instruction. 

“ Well,” he says, still with Ms finger on the E fiat, as though the 
loss of this note involved ruin, “well, in music you know, there are 
millions of sounds which cannot he represented on the piano. There 
wouldn’t, you see, be room for such an instrument in any honse, 
and it would take several hands to play it atunce. Now the ambi- 
tion of every Composer is not merely to produce a composition for an 
instrument where he is limited to thirteen notes more or less defec- 
tive, but to evolve new sounds and fresh permutations and combina- 
tions of sound from the illimitable system of Harmony existing in 
nature.” 

Dear me! What! an Oratorio the Ark will be ! I must try and 
think of a libretto for Pogmoee. 

“But,” I mildly insiuuate, “you can do all you want with a 
piano.” 

PoGMOEE scorns the idea. “My dear fellow,” — ^by the way, he 
might just as well he out walking and talking, as lecturing me in a 
room with the thermometer at something terrific— “ My dear fellow, 
the piano is a most defective instrument. For instance, do yon 
think for a moment that all the sounds of which Music is capable are 
exhausted in an octave? You,” this to me, as an arpumentum 
ad hominem^ “ can make more sounds than those.” Certainly I can. 

“ You can sing notes that are not on the piano ? ” Can I ? well yes— 
perhaps I can. 

“ Then,” I say, struck by a new idea, “ if one had never heard a 
piano so as to be restricted by its limited capabilities,” this is the 
view I begin to take of pianos in general, “then every man would 
have invented an instrument for himself, reproducing the sounds 
peculiar to himself, and by unity of these instruments we should, 
long before this, have obtamed^one ^and harmonicon, so to speak.” 

“ Well,” says Poghoee, rather taken aback by my sudden grasp 
of the idea, “ the q.uestion would be where could such an instru- 
ment he placed, for the scientific Philosophy of Music teaches us, , 
that, in all probability, musical sounds are commensurable with 
space.” 

Dear me I But why won’t he come ont for a walk ? If I could 
only keep Mm interested, perhaps he will, because I can suggest 
that he can talk as we walk -along. J ’m afraid I can’t hook him 
yet ; an attempt to puU Mm out would only result in Ms breaking 
away with the nook in Ms jaw. But I encourage MiA) on the chance 
of getting a companion. 

“For example. You understand,” he Bontinuea, “that there 
must be some sounds between C and D ? ” 

“Yes— I do.” (Would this be n good point for suggesting the 
walk?) 

“ The first sound that occurs to you is half C and half D— that is 
0 sharp.” 

Precisely; but we ’re rather wasting time, because he might be 
saying all this to me on the top of the hill that I want to go and see. 

W^ithont showing any signs of stirring, Pogmoee -continues : — 
“Now where is the quarter of C, or the eighth of C, or the sixteenth, 
or the hundredth ? Where ^ are . any of those fractional in fini - - 
tesimal sounds wMch must exist as parts of a whole ? ” s 

“ Q^uite so— where are they ? ” I .say, and I twiddle my straw! hat ' 
as a hi Tit. ^ 

PoGHOEE is wound up. He is giving me the result of recent scien- 
tific training, and I believe is practising on me for Ms own benefit.^ 
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“Again,” he says, “this one black note, that represents at the 
same time both C sharp and I) flat, must be a very imperfect inven- 
tion, It is impossible that C sharp and D flat can be the same 
sounds.” 

“ dtiite,” I say ; then 1 add, as persuasively as I can, “You’d be 
aU the better for a little exercise, and come back quite fresh to i 
work.” 

ISo. He won’t move. He simply says, “ Don’t stop for me,” and 
turns once more to the piano. “ 1 say,” he calls out as I am quitting 
the room, “you inight turn over the libretto while you^re out 
walking, And when you come back I don’t mind walking with.you 
as far as the Pond to see how the Trimmer ’s getting on.” 

Hang the Trimmer ! "Where’s the Poet, Hamiin' Mumiet; per- 
haps hel’ll come. There he is in the middle of the lawn, not far 
from the Pond. He and the Peruvian Goose together, facing one 
another at a distance of about six feet, and contemplating each 
other in a drowsy stupid fashion, as if they were both waiting for 
an inspiration. On coming up towards them, I notice that while 
the Poet is regarding the Goose with interest, as though he were 
mentally commencing a poem, begiiming with, “ 0, strange Peru- 
vian Goose, whose , S:c.” The Goose, on the other hand, is ap- 

parently fast asleep. The Poet has mesmerised the Goose, and as 
Muhlet seems to be unable to remove his eyes ofi the bird, the 
Goose has mesmerised the Poet. 

Happy YAoMgA^.— The Pond has already suggested The Butler 
and the Eel as a ballad. How the next is The Poet and the Peru- 
vian Gooee* — ^The oolleotion of poems to be called The BoodeU 
Ballads* 

I rouse Mumijey from his lethargy. The Goose opens his eyes 
^d wobbles his tail. Will the Poet come out for a walk ? There 
j i^ I tell hm by way of inducement, a beautiful view from the top 
of some MU near here. Ho. He thanks me ; he wiU another day, 
but i'Mt now he is rather anxious about the Trimmer. Why not 
come down as far as the Pond (that is, about ten yards), and look at 
the Trimmer ? That^ he adds, “ wiU be exercise.” Milbuei) comes 


in through a gate, flashed and hot. “ I ’ll go with you. Where ? ” 
he shouts. 

“Ah, it’s too late now,” I say, evasively. “I only wanted a 
little exercise.” 

“If you want exercise, old boy,” he shouts, though I’m quite 
close to him, “ you go into the field there where the cow is. Ha 1 
ha ! ha I She ’s as mad as a hatter, and she ’ll give you some exer- 
cise, Ha ! ha ! ha I I should like to see you cutting round the 
field, with the old cow after you ! Ha I ha ! ha I ” 

Milbukd Junioe’s jokes are most offensive ; and he is always 
seeing fnn in what might result in some most serious, if not abso- 
lutely fatal, accident. Suppose I did go into tbe field, supposing 
the cow were to run at me, and I couldn’t get away quickly enough, 
would Milbued ever forgive himself, for, as it were, having dared 
me to the encounter ? 

“I wonder,” cries Mibbubb, “how the Trimmer’s getting on.” 
And ofl go Mumley and Mibbubb to the pond. * Where can I go for 
exercise,? To the Trimmer? Ho, I will not go to the Trimmer. Then 
where ? ’ This opens my eyes to the fact that the boundaries for 
exercise within the Boodebs’ domain are limited. Por example, 
when you want to walk in the Kitchen Garden, you are strongly 
advised not to. on account of the bees. This is enforced by Boobebs 
I with a story of how the bees (not but some bees of bis acquaint- 
I ance) once swarmed on a man in a garden. The man was stimding 
I still (just as the Poet does when he thinks he has an idea), and erne 
I bee came on to his nose. The man, having considerable presence of 
mind, didn’t attempt to brush it ofi, as he knew that he would be 
stung. The bee remained on the tip of his nose. To this hee came 
another, and clung on to the first hee ; then came a third, and clung 
on to hee number two : then came a fourth, and so on, until gradu- 
ally, within an hour, nearly a thousand bees had swarmed and were 
hanging, in a bunch, from his nose. He dared not stir ; he couldn’t 
speak ; he couldn’t be fed ; no one could venture to come near him 
until the bees had finished swarming, and they often take a coupU 
of days to finish swarming. Portunately for him, these bees got it 
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CATCHING A TARTAR. 

Qomrn&ss, “Do totj know, Eenest, that I heard op a litfle Boy hot 

OLDER THAN TOD, 'WHO CAN EbAD AND WRITE WELL, AND WHO HAS BEGUN 

Latin ” 

. ilrn & st , “Oh, I say, what a jolly good Teacher he must hate I 


THE DUKE OP KICHMOND^S BILL. 

[A S'ongfvr the Season.) 

Air — “ The Zass of Richmond KilV* 

“ The Destructive Insects Bill introduced into the House of 
Lords by the Duke op Eichmond and Gordon, passed its 
Second Heading, -without discussion, August 8th, 1877.” 

In Colorado dwells a pest 
We don’t want here, I sure, 

Potato crops it doth infest — 

A curse without a cure ! 

This pest if once it entrance win, 

Will work us woful ill. 

But OUT main hope is centred in 
The Duke op Eichmond’s Bill ! 

The Duke op Hxchmond’s Bill ! 

The Duke op Hichmond’s Bill I 
This Yankee scare 
Had best beware 
The Duke op Eichmond’s Bill ! 

How happy should we Britons be 
To hear the pest had flown ! 

We need him. not this side the sea, 

So let him keep his own. 

But, lest invading tricks he try, 

We T1 just prepare this pill, 

And fright that blessed Beetle by 
The Duke op Richmond’s Bill I 
The Duke op Richmond’s Bill I 
The Duke op Richmond’s Bill ! 

This Yankee scare 
Had best beware 
The Duke op Richmond’s Bill ! 


Tremendous lighting in Asia Minor. 

A BATTLE of the elements is not an uncommon occur- 
rence, but nobody, perhaps, ever heretofore heard or read 
of such an action as that announced in the subjoined 
telegram to the Evening Standard from 

“Constantinople, August 6.— An official despatch from 
Houkhtar Pasha, dated the 5th inst., announces that an 
engagement has been fought between the river Arpa Chai and 
the Eussian camp at Aui, beyond the frontier.” 

In a battle between a river and a camp, the river, 
one thinks, would be likely to get the best of it. The 
river could sustain no injury from being under fire, hnt 
what would become of the camp if it were under water Y 


A Bird’s-Eye Yiew op it.— “ Grouse Prospects.” The 
disagreeable ones of being killed, ox wounded. 


over in about three hours’ time, when the Gardener came with a 
hive, and tfook the swarm. The man never stood still in a garden 
again as long as he lived. {Boodels^ Anecdotes of Country Life, a 
oompanion to The Boodels Ballads. Clearly a valuable compilation. 
Shall ask Boodels if he has any objection to my compiling such a 
book. Most interesting, and would destroy many popular fallacies 
as to the unalloyed enjoyment of the country.) 

So the -Kitchen Garden is tabooed. Well, why not the Meadow? 
Why not ? because of the cow. She is so uncertain. She chivied 
the Butler the other day, and he only narrowly escaped by jumping 
into the ditch. But what was the Butler doing there ? I ask. “ Oh ! 
he had gone out' to catch the pony, Boodels replies, as if catching the 
pony was a Butler’s ordinary routine business. 

Well, how about the Paddock? A walkabout there, eh? Tie 
pony is in the paddock, and he is good-tempered enough with the 
Butler, hut he is inclined to he vicious with strangers,— unless 
they ’ve got bread to give him. This bars the paddock. 

The Farm-yard, then ? Oh, yon'can^t walk there, it is so mucky. 
“But,” says Boodels, “if you want to get exercise and do some good, 
you might take a stick and beat about for rats, they swarm by the 
pigsty es as Mg as rabbits, and you stand a fair chance of kflling 
some.” Declined, with thanks. 

There is only one other place left ; the Stable-yard. “ Ab,” says 


WLLiX-VlVg. WXbU Oi JLIJLCU. xuceb UX C/VCX jVXiC?, UUC JLXIXVXCX, UUO A voi;— 

man, and tbe Baker, being burglars. 

Then there is nothing to do unless I take a walk alone. 1 am 


dissatisfied. Boodels rises from the chair in the tent. He has a 
remedy for all ills, an excitement that never fails. It is this 
“ Come,” he says, “ I don’t mind walking with you as far as the 
Pond, to see what the Trimmer ’s doing.” 

And then for the fourteenth time we all four stand again on the 
hank, silently regarding the Trimmer. The four Micawhers waiting 
for the something to turn up. As we began the day so we end it 
. . . And this is life in the country I Dinner time. 


Black Baptures. 

“The King op Dahomey is said to have juinped for joy on hearing of 
the loss of the oil he had been induced to pay for his bad treatment of Eritish 
subjects, and when he heard that the SinuB had broken down and was com- 
peUed to return to England, his delight was unbounded.” 

So we see that His Dahomeyan Majesty is not like a Pennsylvanian 
delighted that he has “ struck ile,” but that his ile has struck ; and 
no wonder, being a nigger, that he delights in a break-down. 


William the Woodman. 

The attention of Liberal politicians should be directed to the 
circumstance that a manufacturing town of some importance in 
Devonshire returns no Member to Parliament. Otherwise, if— 
which of course is impossible— Greenwich should ever prove unfaith- 
ful to its illustrious Representative, surely Mr. Gladstone would 
always be safe to find an appropriate asylum at Axminster. 
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A NEW 'LILLIPUTIAN ODE/ 


Out of Town, 
Turning: brown — 
Prince and Q.aeen, 
Curate, Dean, 
Tipper Ten, 

Hard worked men, 
Tailors, Earls, 
Jaded girls, 

Jones and Smith, 
Ein and kith, 
Spouses, ^ives, 
Swarming hives, 
Children, maids, 
Buckets, spades, 
Lasses, lads, 
Shawls and plaids. 
Boxes, trunks, 
Parsons, Monks, 
Pilling trains, and boats, 
bunks. 

Gone away — 
Cleric, lay, 
Millionnaires, 
Happy pairs. 
Painters, proctors, 
Lawyers, doctors, 


and 


Wise and stupid. 
Mammon, Cupid, 

Plain and pretty,- 
West-End, City — 
Prom the House 
To the grouse, 

From St. Paul's 
To the Gauls, 

From the Board 
To the sward, 

And the surf, 

And the turf— 

Every helle, 

Every swell, 

Every lounger from Pall Mall. 

Street and Sguare 
Silent, bare, 

Drive and How 
Dreary, slow, 

Windows dark, 

Empty Park, 

Emi)ty shops, 

Tanished fops, 

Guntee, Geangb, 
What a change ! 


Howell— James— 
Where your dames ? 
Where the broughams, 
And the grooms, 
Kettledrums, 

Wasted sums, 
Escapades, 

Wild canards, 

And long dances with the 
Guards ? 

What a flight 
Day and night ! 

What a range 
For a change ! 

Country Park, 

Scarbro’, Sark, 

Country Eden, 

Norway, Sweden, 
Grousy moors, 

Transvaal Boers, 

Land o’ Cakes, 

Italian lakes, 

Ebine and llhone, 
Blarney Stone, 

German Spa, 

Seat of War, 


Hhyl and Ryde, 
Amble&ide, 
Alpine height, 
Isle of Wight, 
Ilfracombe, 
Erzeroiim, 

J Margate, Malvern, and 
! toum I 


Khai 


Youth and prime 
Tramp and climb, . 
Plunge and swim 
In ocean’s brim, 

Fish and shoot 
In tweed suit, 

Sketch and paint 
Peasant, saint, 
Promenade, 

Gallopade, 

Tahk dUiOtOi 
(Try the goat), 

Don’t be stiff, 

Never tiff, 

Have few wants 
In your jaunts, 

And write often to your Aunts. 


THE MEETING OE THE EMPEEORS. 

(From Punches Otvn Fxtra Special Correspondent,) 

IsCHE, August 9, 1877. 

The Eme.e- 
EOES OE GeE- 
MANZ and Aus- 
TEiA met to-day. 
No one was pre- 
sent save Your 
Own Corres- 
pondent. I 
managed to eon- 
oeal myself 
without diJfid- 
culty. I thought 
it better to hide, 
so that their 
Majesties should 
he able to con- 
verse without 
the embarrass- 

j I. m, ^ , ing presence of a 

tmid party. The Emperors seemed to he in excellent health. 
They wore mnfti, with the exception of their head-gear. The 
Emeeeoe William had assumed an Austrian kepi, and the 
Empeeoe Feancis-Joseph a Prussian helmet. This mutual com- 
pliment seemed to give pleasure to both, and their congratulations 
to one another were at once hearty and merry. After the customary 
salutations, the following important conversation took place 
“Pleasant weather, Sire,” said Feanois- Joseph. 

“ Magnificent 1 ” replied William. 

Here there was a pause, and cigars were produced. After they 
had been lighted, the Austrian asked, “ All well at home, Sire ? ” 
The German pondered for a moment, and then answered heartily, 
Unite, thanks. Nothing wrong chez vous f ” 




guA|e as a boy, when I entered Paris for the first time.” 

“ A how is Bismaeck ? ” 

“ Ep-joying himself. And Andbassx ? ” 

Yery wml, I believe.” 

And then there was another long silence. The Austrian was the 
first to speak. 

!! you heard from our Cousin Alexanlee lately ? ” 

“Not very lately. Have you?” 

The co^ersation now turned upon Berlin Sausages and Yienna 
Beer. Af^ these two topics had been very fully discussed, the 
Empeeoe William observed, “ By the way, you have nothing very 
important to say to me P ” o 

u conddered for nearly an hour, and answered slowly, 

[ No— not at present.” Then, m turn, he asked, “And you, Sire 
have nothing very important to say to me ? ” 


The Empeeoe William replied, briskly, Just now— certainly not.’ 

Then their Majesties smiled, and their left eyelids slightly drooped, 
hut immediately afterwards resumed their normal position, 

“ Good day, then. By the way, Bismaeck sends kind regards tc 
ANDBASSr.” 

“ And Andeasst wishes to be remembered to Bismaecic. Adieu, 
Sire.” 

“ Au revoir I ” replied William, and the meeting of the Emperors 
was at an ond. 

I may add that all other reports you may receive of this interview 
will be iuaccurate, and concocted solely with the purpose of influ- 
encing the quotations of the Stock Exchange. 


CONFESSORS AND CODNXEEFEITS. 

Ikstbad of playing at Mass, Ritualist Parsons should now and 
then attend it— that is, if they would like to know what a real Mass 
Priest thinks of them. Me. Tooth, or Mr. MacivOnochik, or indeed 
De. Pussy, in so far as he sides with the Friest in Absolution, 
might all of them have been edified by a Sermon lately preached at 
Liverpool by Moksignoe Capel, an Ecclesiastic of an Order whom 
Protestants, indeed, may accuse of casting dust in people’s eyes, 
but must, at least, recognise as the Original Dustmen. Had the 
Dustmen of Ritualism had the advantage of hearing that discourse, 
they would have heard themselves described by an authority, if 
there is any in the world, on the subject of Auricular Confession, as 
follows:— 4. 

“He said that men had arisen who had imitated the practices of the 
Catholic Church — men who had pretended that they were Priests of Ood, 
with sacrificial power, and that to them was given the right of pronouncing 
Absolution upon him who had sinned.’' 

No doubt if Monsignoe Capel did not by these “Men” mean 
Ritualist Clergymen of the Church England, he will hasten to 
say so. Ox course it will grieve him acutely to find that he has 
been imagined to represent gentlemen whom he considers true 
Priests as pretenders ;and heretics. But, then, whom did ^ he mean 
to disavow and repudiate when, — 

“He pointed out that while the Catholic Church gave authority for the 
Confessional, those who had undertaken Confession in the Church of JEngland 
h> do what they did, and were acting contrary to the 
Thuty-Nme Articles by whioh^ they were bound. They said they were one 
A oran<mes of the^ Catholic Church, hut he prot^ted against such a 
statement. The Catholic Church had no relationship with them.” 

“ The pisoTOcd” is a title under which, if not copyright, a 
competent huficoon could wnte a religious novel of a more than 
commonly comic nature. This might be a work which would bear 
iHustratwn capitally. The characters in it all taken from-real Me, 
and delineated in their “vestments,” could be represented as 
jackdaws m peacocks’ feathers, for instance, with efi'eot and truth 
which would doubtless be appreciated by Monsighoe Capel, and 
at least aclmowledged by the whole of Ohristendmn, both Roman 
Catholic and Protestant ; for the Rituaikts themselves are the only* 
Denommation m the world who do not eonsidm' the saomiimL 
pretensions of Ritualist Father-Ckmfessors humbug. 
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WHEN THE CAT'S AWAY; 
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"SEEtNG OTHERS AS bTHERS SEE US.^^ 

TramlUr, ** A G-lass of Alb, plbasb. And look shaepI I want to 
OAT oa A Tbain r* 

PoPman (who has 'b&s% iw/provmg his op^portmiity in ths absence of the Lcmdr 
lord), 'Shodld’n* be jtjsht'pied sheevin’ you, Shie I Teaesh t'mb you’ve 
HAD KOBE ’NSH GOOD FOR y’ ALREADY, ShIR 1 ” 


ScEio: — The Official Itesidence of the Premier, The 

'Cabinet Council is over^ and the Ministers are pre- 
paring to depart. 

Premier, Good-bye, my dear fellows, and I hope you 
will all enjoy yourselves. I bope I stall not have to 
bother you by another summons for some time to come. 

Mr, Secretary Hardy, But how about the Army ? 

^ Premier, Oh, don’t let that trouble you. If you have 
time, you may just look in at Alderahott, 

Lord Salisbury, And the Indian Tamine ? 

Premier, Like Christmas— comes once a year. lam 
sure I can leave that in your hands. If it is too much 
for you, refer the matter to the authorities out there. 
They seem to be full of zeal. 

Mr. First Lord Smith, I really feel I don’t know quite 
as much as I could wish about Naval Administration. 

Premier, No more did Pigott about Stationery. When 
in doubt consult your Naval Lord. You might go on a 
yachting cruise together. Why not take the Channel 
Fleet to Cowes ? 

Lord John Manners, I confess I feel a little misgiving 
about the success of my 'new Post-Cards. 

Premier, Confer with Me, Gladstone. Post-Cards 
are Ms spidalite, 

Mr, Secretary Cross, I should like a few hints about 
this awkward Detective Affair. 

Premier, Apply to Me. Kuee, of Bow Street and 
Millbank— a really clever feUow, I should say, from Ms 
cross-examination. 

Sir Stafford Northcote, Don’t you think we ought^ to 
think over the new regulations to prevent obstruction 
of business in the House ? 

Premier, By all means tbink them over. We know 
nothing about that' sort of thing “ in another* place.” 
And now, my de ar friends, have yon anything more to 
suggest or inqniie about? (A silence,) Then good-bye 
to yon all, and may you enjoy yourselves. (Exeunt all 


have gone, you and I will have some fun. We ’ll teach 
them to leave us in town tMs hot weather I 
" [Whispers for five minutes in Foreign Secretary^ s ear. 
Lord Derby (smiling). But won’t they make an awful 
row? 

Premier, Of course they will— but not until next 
February I And now for telegrams to Portsmouth, 
Gibraltar, Malta, and Constantinople I 
{(Scene closes) 


THE GET OP INDIA. 

t Can it be that familiarity breeds contempt even of Famine ? 

Is it possible that England, horror-stricken as she was into liberal 
humanity when, three years since, she first heard of Hunger threaten- 
ing Some six millions of lives in'Behar, has now hardened her heart, 
and closed her hand against the news that the satne awful presence 
is darkening over eighteen millions in Madras alone— to say nothing 
of Mysore ? We do not; we will not, believe it. Is it because England 
helped to save so many in .the last famine that she cannot yet realise 
how many have already fallen, how. many will yet fall, in this so 
much worse want, and so much wider dearth ? She has not yet shaped 
info a fact in her rather slow imagination the horrible truth that the 
slow sure hand of Hunger has already wiped out of life more than 
half a million men, women,, and children— the population of Liverpool; 
that Pestilence dogs the steps of Famine to glean the blighted life she 
leaves ; that, if more help be not given than the Indian Government 
can give, tMs huge tale of death may be told twice or thrice over 
before the tardy rains have brought up the crops that are to feed 
the sta^ng myriads of Madras and Mysore. Help is needed not 
only to buy food^ bnt to find Mid pay agencies for the dMxibution of 
grain and mediein6. 

f Iyer first in such wurk, London hdlJ ht length lifted Ike -v^de 
sluices of her bounty, and the stream has begun to fiow through. 
Lei the drihble become a deluge, or rather a vast irrigating fountain 
head, whenee the life-saving streams of agency and aid in food and 
medicine, may be disborsed over the hungry land fibat in the last 
famine had Msdfi 1b bEss the beheyolekee of England, bad let us 
hope and pi^y, ‘fba^ hot Mif e reatofi to bnrSe her backwardness in this. 


GEEMS. 

(Respectfully addressed to the President of the British Association,) 

If ovum ab ovo we grant, in the term 
Comprehending as well as egg, seed, spore, and germ, 

If all life from an egg sprung at primal creation ; 

Nor, save from an egg, know we aught of creation, 

Then, granted that germs, whether wafted on breezes, 

Or in fluids conveyed, cause zymotic diseases, 

Typhoid fevers, for instance— when should they be dated ? 
Were the germs of disease with our Cosmos created ? ^ 

Or was there but one germ,— 0 theory splOndid !— 

Whence germs of disease with all else have descended ? 

In their separate eggs if you catch things, or hive ’em— 

“ Omne vivum ah ovo how came the first “ vivum ” f 

Suppose that the germs that cause typhoid are shed 
^ live things in sewage developed and bred, 
w here abode they in days before cesspools and sewage,' 

When the young earth was pure of such savoury btewage ? 

By what sowers, and where, were ^ese typhoid germs sown, 

. Long ere man yet existed or typhoid was known r 
And did germs, first created all good, by degrees 
Get developed through time into germs of disease ? 

Were they old as the hills, afid' seas, and the shore, 

Did they clog the first hefbage that Earth ever bore F 
In existence Fow long had they probably been, 

When our pedigree reached the Aseidian Marine ? 

These are questions which vainly may puzzle the mind— 

Bat if Dofetors from fever can rescue mankind, 

Siaall matter if plague-germs be facts plump and plain, 

Or germs that don’t germinate save in the brain. 


vox. Lxxni. 
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) \\ -“LoTing those 

\^\ 'W'elL that they 

must leave ere 

long”— theirlittle 
Bills to wit— my 
Lords were at 

work betimes, ad- 
vancing Turnpikes, Fisheries, Irish Courts, Police Expenses, and 
Colonial Stocks a stage, and making a beginning on the Appropriation 
Bill, and other Bills of course which mark the close of a Session, as 
the appearance of the cheese the end of a dinner. Their Lordships 
kept up to the last their character for all work and no talk, while the 
Commons, on this the last day of their labouring Hfe, were keeping 
up theirs for all talk and no work. Even while the Cblotcbluor 
was rattling Bills through their stages like crack four-horse coaches. 
Sir WirxrAM H4.KC0UEX was chaffing the Attornex-Cbiteeal, and 
discharging his latest load of international cram (see Wheaton, Art. 

Piracy in the case of the Shah’s attack on the Huascar. Sra WiL- 
xiAM thinks Aumteax Be Hoesev has gone too fast and too far in con- 
cluding the Mttascar a pirate, and pitching into her as such. Sir 
William contends, with,his usual power of making and putting a 
case, that requisitioning (from British bottoms) two-dozen pints of 
pale-ale, a hundred cigars, and four launch-loads of coal, paying 
for one in Pemvian currency, and for the other not even 
vouchsafing that airy substitute for coin, with other escapades 
less excusable on the strong plea of dry throttles and empty 
hunkers, do not amount to acts for which the gallant Admiral, if 
he had ct^tured the brothers Carrasco and their crew, could have 
brought them up to the Old Bailey on a charge of piracy with much 


prospect of a true hill from the Grand Jury. Sir William denies 
that there was, on the part of the Mmscar, that degree of force and 
violence which is required to constitute piracy. On the other hand, 
seeing that the coal-requisitioning boat^s-orew was commanded by an 
officer armed with sword and revolver, there is point in the 
AiTOBiTET-GmERAL’s rejoinder, that if ** taking” under these 
circumstauces he not taking with force or violence, neither would 
abstraction of Sir William’s purse by a foot-pad pistol in hand, sup- 
posing Sir William wise enough to render up his money without 
resistance. At all events our Admiral on the South American Station 
has quite ground enough in the acts of the IXmscar hv the land- 
lawyers as well as the sea-lawyers to found a good case on: and 
John" Bull, no more than Jack-Tar, will feel disposed to call him 
over the coals for it, but rather to treat him Billy-Taylor fashion, 
and “ werry much applaud him for what he done.” 

If Aumtral Da Horset 
On SwTsear used force, he 
Has a Holkbr to figbt for Mm, 

And prove legal right for Mm : 

So, to vise ’William’s lav, 

He may safely say ** Pshaw I ” 

On Third Heading of the Consolidated Fund Appropriation BiH, 
Mr. Fawcett called attoition to the distinction that might be taken 
between the ‘ ‘ strict neutrality” promised by the Government through 
its organs in the House of Commons, and the conditional neu- 
trality ” promised in another place. He suggested that while the Par- 
liamentary Cats were away the Ministerial Mice might take it into 
their Upper House heads to play— the mischief ; and wanted to know, 
if anything of that kind were in contemplation, whether they would 
promise to caU the CSommons together to see the fun. There was nO 
harm in asking, though no doubt the Professor expected the answer 
SirStaeeori) Northcotb gave him, “That Government arefuUy 
aware of their Constitutional obligations, and mean to give effect to 
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CULTURE FOR THE WORKING CLASSES. 

Philanthropic Employer {who has paid his WorlcpeopUa experises to a rmghlouring Fim^ Art Exhibition) , “Well, Johnsoit, what did 
YOTT THINK OF IT ? ’FiCK DP AN IdEA OR TWO ? *' 

Foremcm, “ Well, yer see, Sir, it were a this Wat. When ds got there, we was a considerin' what was best to 

BE DONE, SO WE APP’iNTED A DePPBRTATION 0* ThREB ON DS TO SEE WHAT IT WERE LIKE ; AH’ WHEN THEY COME OITT AN' SAID IT 
WERE ONLY PlOTHRS AN’ SDOH, WE THOXrGHT IT A PITY TO SPEND 0I7E SflILLINS ON 'EM. So WE WENT TO THE TBA-GaRDBNS, AND 
WBRY Pleasant it were, too. Thank yer kindly. Sir ! ” 


them,”— in other words, that the (inestion of Peace or War^ is for 
ftxTEEN’s decision, not Parliament’s, and so can more easily be 
answered when the CollectiTe Wisdom is dispersed to the four winds, 
which ought to blow wisdom far and wide as her scattered Members. 

It was more comforting to be reminded that the Goyernment has 
defined our “ interests,” and has undertaken that nothing but an 
attack on them shall move England from her neutrality. This 
would be auite satisfactory, “ if ” — as the Spartan said. “ A great 
deal in an ‘ if.’ ” 

House adjourned to Tuesday at half-past one, its last day. 
Kever did a Legislature on the edge of Dissolution more cheer- 
fuEy contemplate its latter end. It has saved its St. Grouse after 
all. Thanks to that holiest of holy days falling on a Sunday, the 
most^onscientiouB of Members may be on his moor on Monday, 
and not have shirked a stroke of his Parliamentary work, or missed 
a screed of his Parliamentary talk. 

(Tuesday ) » — The usual closing performance of the favourite 
Constitutional Interlude, “The Queen’s Speech,” by Her Majesty’s 
servants, the united Companies of both Houses. Here is the cast : — 

The Qwem,— By the Lord Chancellor, the Duke op Eichmond 
AND (^RDON, the Marquis op Salisbury, the Earl op Harrowby, 
and Lord Skeimbrsdale. 

The Opposition , — ^By seventeen Ladies. 

The Ministerial Mmority , — By the, Earl op Eedesdale, the Earl 
OP Longpord, Lord Forbes, and Lord Sudely. 

CAop/mn.— By the Bishop op Ely. 

BkLch JBoc?.— By Sir W. Enollts. 

XJgly By Members of the House of Commons. 

Costume , — ^For Her Majesty’s Commissioners, cocked hats and 
Peers’ robes. For the Ministerial Majority, morning dress of the 
'period,. For the Ladies, tie-backs of the time. 

We cannot say much that is favourable of the performance. It 
was as wordy in style as usual, and even more than usually unsub- 


stantial in matter, grammatical however, and making the most that 
is possible of the very little that has been done during the Session. 

The curtain falls on as p:ha8tly a tableau as it has ever been our 
lot to assist at— its principal figures, War, attended by even more 
than its usual horrors and atrocities, Famine with a gaunt hand 
griping the throat of a gigantic hut gaunt and ghastly Southern 
India, a confused dance of Kaffres, Dutch Boers, and British 
Colonists, and, crouching in the back-ground, a group of four miser- 
able little Bills, blushing under a sense of their imserahle inanfd- 
ciency to represent the achievements of the Session.” 

Strange to say, the most prominent feature of the Session was 
not reproduced in this closing performance. Biggab, Parnell, and 
O’Donnell did not figure on the programme. 

So ends the Session of Seyenty-SeTen : 

May we see few of the self-same leaven ! 

Of Acts ’twas empty, of words *twas full : 

Wiite o'er it, “ Much cry, and little wool J ” 


FORBIDDEIJ^ CARGO. 

We read with pleasure in the Times of the 15th inst., under the 
heading of “The Canal Boats Act,” that, by that Act, already law, but 
not coming into force till January 1st, 1879, no canal boat wiU, after 
that date, “ be allowed to carry about infectious diseases.” Who 
shall say after ibis, that Ihe Session of 1877 has been a j^nitless 
one P To be sure, it is rathw startling to know that such cargoes 
may he carried nri til the 1st of Jan., 1879, and worse still, that the 
Act does not extend to Ireland or Scotland. You may still, even 
after January twelvemonth, ship, or rather boat, fever, small-pox, 
and measles, per Canal, in those quarters of the British. Isles with 
impunity, like coals, timber, com, or any other equally wholesome 
commodity. 
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A NORTHAMPTONSHIRE ELECTION ADDRESS. 

Though, he has “had no time to coach himself up for argument on ‘obtuse* 
circumstances.’ ” — John Eaton’s Advertisement^ Wellinghorough 
Mews. 


oui^TT Electors ! British 
Farmers ! Teomen 
And Publicans! and other 
such like low men 
Who may have votes I For 
you I mean to sit, 
Although I don’t know 
politics a bit. 

But, as the Tories say that 
they ’re in danger 
Of having for M.P. some 
Whiggish stranger, 

I, from your very midst, 
have been selected 
To be your Member. You 
are all expected 
To vote for one who is so 
well connected. 

Lonn Buelbigh’s nod of old 
could shake a state : 
We’ve not had weight 
enough for that of late ; 
i But still, I feel that I can 
justly claim 

Your votes, on his account, whp bear his name. \^Applav>se. 

Since you respect so great a local gun 

As my Loed EXetee, return his son. iGretit cheering, 

I, -hem I ( Cries of^^Qo on ! ”) 

Yes, hut— a fellah can’t, yon know, 

When he has gone as far as he can go. 

Besides, if I had anything to say, 

It’s doosed hard to speechify all day. 

Talking ’s dry work, and listening bnt poor sport, 

And so I think I ’d better cut it short. 

\_Candidate retires amid universal applause. Vote 
of confidence hy an immense majority. 


I A PEW DAYS IN A OOUNTRY-HOITSE. 

More about the Trimmer — hypothesis — Legendary — Signs of a flow 
— Discussion— Fresh Arrival, 

• We have been gradually getting into late hours. Our sittings at 
night have been imperceptibly prolonged like those of Parliament. 
The amendments have been generally in the form of, “ Oh, just one 
more pipe,” or, “ Just half a pipe before we all go,” and then some 
fresh subject of conversation has turned up, though this less rarely 
happens than the revivification, at midnight, of a topic supposed to 
to nave been exhausted three hours ago. The time of rising has 
become uncertain, and the Butler is bothered. We had commenced 
life in the country meaning to go in for health—” Early to bed and 
early to rise.” We had set the Trimmer overnight, and had been 
down to the Pond betimes to see what the Trimmer nad been up to 
during the silent hours. The Trimmer— it was set three days ago— 
has not as yet distinguished itself. It has not turned up ; and we, the 
Poet, the Composer, Miebueb, and myself, are still in the character 
of the four Micawbers— but wo sltb now the four languid MicawberSf 
awaiting the turning of the Trimmer, {happy Thought,— The 
Turning of the Trimmer^ a political novel.) 

Boodeis strolls down and looks at us indolently. He has seen his 
visitors doing exactly the same thing before ; his visitors, indeed, 
having never had. much else to do. The history of his visitors repeats 
itself, he kuows exactly what chance there is of our fishhag agent, 
the Trimmer, doing anything either for ns, its employers, or on its 
own account. 

Speaking of the Trimmer as our ” fisldng agent” leads me to con- 
sider what was the origin of tbe’Trimmer, and, indeed, what was 
the origin of fishing. 

It strikes me that the inventor of the Trimmer must have been 
some Q-entleman in post-diluvian times— when the fish had got 
■ settled again, and business was being carried on as before the altera- 
Uons — ^who was fond of bathing in his own Pond. This Post-diluvian 
Person was of a rude, uncultivated, savage nature, and of revengeful 
instants. He waa bathing, and the Eel, then less crafty and 
wrigglmg than he has since come to be by experience, seeing 
something that looked eatable, seized hold of his great toe. With 
a sudden yell the bather gave a tremendous leap,, turned head over 
heels in the water, ^d the Eel, after clinging on as long as it 
could, was kicked off on to the bank. The Hentleman, having 


righted himself, discovered his enemy, went at it viciously, but 
finding that he was unable to grasp the creature securely, he seized 
it with his teeth, and, being hungry, ate part of it, liked it. 
wondered how it tasted hoBed, tried the rest boiled, liked it still 
better, and finally wanted more. But how to obtain it ? Clearly, 
he must bathe again, and incur the pain of the toe-bite. (Had 
it been possible for this Person to have been subsequently con- 
verted to Christianity, he might have written a discourse on the 
Book of Toe-bite, and been made Bishop of hely.) But though the 
Eel was to his taste, the pain wasn’t ; so he hired a boy ; or, if 
in easy circumstances, compelled a Slave. The Slave remained in 
the Pond, and caught Eels, or rather the Eels caught him. 

After a time the Eels would be exhausted, and so would the 
Slaves. Then one Slave, cleverer than the rest, made a sham foot and 
toe to save his own, and the Eels were caught as before. From this to 
tying the sham toe on to something, and putting it in from the hank, 
was a small jump, and thence to the Trimmer, the hook, and worm, 
nothing but a step. Of course the apparatus was not called Trim- 
mer at fost. Being a neat invention, it was called Trim ; but the 
Person who improved on it called his the Trimmer, {happy 
Thought, Another contribution to The Boodels Ballads^ ” The Toe 
and EeV^) \ 

Midday, day at Boouels’. All by the Pond. Miueued 
says this sounds like a parallel Cockneyism to ** ^AU by the Sea.” 
His joke is received in silence ; but he roars, and then explains it to 
us, 

“Oh! yes,” replies the Poet, testily, saw it. We’re not 
idiots ! ” (Miebueb and Hamlust Mumibt the Poet don’t hit it off 
exactly.) | 

“Talking of idiots,” says Milbuei), “were you ever in Han- 
well P” Mumley frowns. Milburb continues, after laughing 
boisterously, “I don’t mean as a patient ; but did you eyer go over 
the Asylum ? ” 

No, the Poet growls, he never did. 

“ I did,” says Miebueb, “the other day.” 

“ Wonder they let you out,” growls Mumeey. 

“Ha! ha! ha! that’s your experience, ehP” retorts Mieburb. 
We all feel that unless something turns up— either the Trimmer or 
a new topic— we are on the brink of a row. MruBUEB winks at us 
and laughs. We do not encourage him. We all silently watch the 
Trimmer, as if it were an e:^eriment in torpedoes. Bnt Milbueb 
doesn’t know when to stop. He resumes seriously, “ I say, MutsiILEY, 
though— joking .apart,” this conciliates Mumbey, who thinks he is 
now appealed to as some one of above the average intellect, “you 
would be interested in the literature the patients are allowed to 
read.” 

“ No doubt,” says Haklust, gravely. “ It must he, indeed, dif- 
ficult to select works which shall suit these poor half-brained 
beings.” 

“Yes,” returns Milbueb, in the same serious tone, “the 
Librarian told me that the selection has been most troublesome- 
in fact, almost impossible until last year.” 

“ Ab,” says HAMLDf Mumbey, interesting himself, as we all do, 
being glad to find that Mibburb can talk rationally when he likes, 

“ then last year were the patients of a different mental calibre P ” 

“ Yes, they were very much below the usual standard.” 

“Indeed! poor creatures!” sighs HAMnrsr Mumbey. oompas- 
rionately. “ And did they ask for any particular books P ” 

“ Yes,” replies Milbueb, quickly, they aU insisted on having 
HA]H:Bi]sr Mumbey’s New Book of Poems I Ha I ha I ha ! ha ! ha f ” 

“ You idiot! ” says Pogmoee the Composer, smiling however. He 
owes Mumbey one for having said that “good poetry was thrown 
away on music.” The Composer feels that, to put it musically, 
through the instrumentality of Mibbubb, he has “scored.” 

I laugh, because Eamwsc Mumbey is confoundedly Conceited shout 
Ms one book of poems. 

Boobels, as host^ takes it all seriously, and does not smile. He 


tony of the Lunatics’ life.” “ I thmk,” he adds, as if his opinion 
were a judicial summing-up for the defendant, J should think, if 
I were Mumbey, that a greater compliment couldn’t be paid to my 
work.” 

“ Hum I ” growls Mumbey, more hurt hy tHs weH-intentienid 
remark of Boobels’ than even hr Melbueb’s chaff. “ Upon my life 
I don’t see 

“ I do,” returns Boobels, shortly* 

Do you mean to say 1 ought to he highly gratified if only Luna- 
tics read my bcwks ? ” asks the Poet, warmly. 

“If it aUeviates tiieir sufferings,” repJieo Boodbbs, “of course 
you should be.” 

“ But,” remoDsjjretes the Poet, “ I don’t write merely to alleviate 
My object IS to derate the mind.” 

^ WeJ}. ret^EoqBBBS, “then you can’t begin with a hotter 
set of readers than Idiots.” 
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If ever a storm was imminent, it is by tbe Pond, with the 
Mmmer cynically at rest. Milburd has retired, temporarily,^ from 
the contest, but is delighted, winking at Poq-moee (who himself 
mtends to dash in presently when he sees an opportunity for bring- 
ing in music), nudging me, and emitting subdued chuckling sounds. 
Mioilet is ruffling his feathers previous to making a crushing 
when I am struck by a JELa'ppy Thought^ of which I deliver 
myself at once : ‘ ‘ Mumiet needn’t be annoyed at being popular 
with Lxmatics. ‘ Great wits to madness nearly are allied.* 

Por one second I see that Hamlin Mumlet is uncertain whether 
to take this as a genuine tribute to the greatness of his wit, or as a 
satirical compliment. Have I alluded to bi-m as a madman at large, 
or as a great unfettered Poet ? He, sensibly, decides for the latter ; ! 
and, as the Parliamentary reports have it, “ The subject then 
dropped.’* (By the way, what a complimentary descriptive title for 1 
a Poet would be, “ The Great Unfettered ! ” Mem. Try it on some | 
one.) j 

“Uow,” cries Milburb, “let’s take up the Trimmer.” Agreed; 
to nem. con.^ as a distraction. " 

When taken up, there is nothing on it,— not even the bait. 

^ “There ! ” says Boobels, triumphantly, “I &aid there were eels 
in the Pond ! ” He is as pleased as if they ’d been caught : more 
so, in fact, as there is still a future in the Pond for his guests, who, 
if they had been successful in catching the Eels, would soon be tired 
of their only amusement. 

“ But,” I object, to Boobels, “ you said that if anything were 
caught, the Trimmer would turn up. It didn’t.” 

“ Yes, it did,” he replies, “ in the night,- The Eel swallowed the 
bait, and went off. It must have been a very big Eel. I ’m sure 
there is a vary big Eel in this Pond.” 

The Butler announces a Me. and Mbs. Btjbbeemee. - We knew 
they were coming, and had discussed them. 

Eresh arrivals in a country house, if strangers to the guests in pos- 
session, are regarded by the latter as intruders. I 

We have all been on the very verge of a violent row among our- j 
selves ; we now unite (that is, without expressing ourselves openly to 
one another we have this co-operative store of sympathy) as against 
a common foe. 

Boobels has exclaimed, “ Oh, I ’m so glad I ” and has hurried off 
to welcome his guests. 

None of us like our host’s appearing “ so glad,” and saying so 
before ^^v^nd then rushing off. It implies that he has had enough 
of us. We remain, sulkily, by the Pond. 

“ Who are these Bttbbeemees ? ” asks Pogmoee the Composer, 

We all simultaneously shrug our shoulders to show our igno- 
rance of the Btjbbeemees, and our social superiority to everybody 
outside Boodels generally. 

“ I suppose,” grumbles Milbueb, who has found another worm, 
and is making a horrid mess of it with the Trimmer’s line and hook, 
“ I suppose we shall have to dress for dinner.” 

“ I shan’t,” says the Poet, determinedly. He professes to despise 
conventionalities. 

“ If you-don’t I won’t,” says Mjclbued. 

“ I shall,” says Pogmoee. “ I .always do,” Pogmoee has some 
vague sort of notion that he raises the character of the musical pro- 
fession by being dressed for dinner. Milbueb shouts, 

“ I say. why will Pogmoee be like a hot roast joint? Eh ? Because 
he ’ll be * dressed for dinner.’ Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! ” 

Then he shouts again, “ Bo you see, eh ? * l>ressed,^ You know. 
Eh? Halhalha!” 

But we do not encourage him. 

I ’ll do what everybody else does,” is my genial motto. 

Secretly, as there is to be a lady present, I decide on siding with 
Pogmoee. 

“I wish he wouldn’t have company till we have gone,” says the 
Poet. “ It ’s so much pleasanter being aB by ourselves here.” 

I agree with him, of course. But as we have been on the very 
verge of a row 0 very evening except the first, and as we should have 
reached the culminating point to-night (after this narrow escape , 
just now) I am not sorry that we have the respite of the Bubdee-, 
MEES. Besides, I point out to Pogmoee, d propos of a libretto for the i 
Oratorio of The Arhy we’re now going to have just what you wants 
in your subject— a little female interest. There is aMss. Bxtbbebmee, 
anda Miss Bubbebmee. 

Pogmoee becomes interested in Miss Bubbebmee. He goes so far 
, as to “ wonder ;what 'she ’s like.” 

The Poet briefiy observes, “ I hate young girls.” 

We are silent. We march in to the sound of the gongfor dinner. 
“By Jove! ” shouts Mububb, rushing up to us. We all stop 
and turn, under the imTOession that the Trimmer has done some- 
thing at last. He seizes Pogmoee’s arm. “ There ’s an idea fox your 
■ Oratorio. Gbj^ sounds ! March of all the animals two and two 
into dinner ! Ha I ha I ha ! Eh ? Ha I ha I ha ! ’* 

He nudges me roughly with his left elbow, takes Pogmoee hy 
the arm with a jerk tiiat makes him cannon against the Poet, and 
then walks his victim off like a prisoner, still roaring in his ear. 


“ All the animals— ha ! ha ! ha I— into dinner— ha ! ha ! ha ! Eirst- 
rate notion, eh ? Ha ! ha ! ha ! ” 

“I Aeor,” groans Pogmoee, faintly, vainly trying to extricate 
himself. But he can’t. Milbueb has got him, and shaking him and 
shouting at the unfortunate Composer of the future Oratorio, he 
literally pushes and hoists him up-stairs. 


THE FIFTEEN OES.” 

{not caxton’s.) 

Henet, Be. 
Steelman 
says the 
children are look- 
ing delicate, and 
that they ought 
to go to some sea- 
side place. Don’t 
you think I had 
better write to my 
sister, who, you 
know, is at Daw- 
dlebank, and ask 
her to take lodg- 
ihgs for ns at 
once ? {Mater,) 
0! do as yon 
i . like, my dear ; 
but I really had 
hoped we might 
have done without 
going to the sea 
this year, and 
stayed quietly at 
home. You know 
there are eleven of 
us now. (Pater,) 
1^01 how joUyl 
we are all going 
to the sea I (Heney Junior, Edgae, Athjbxing, and Ebwy.) 

0 ! Mamma, we have not a thing to wear ! (Girls.) 

0! what a quantity of Luggage! (Pater y 09^ the morning of 
departure.) 

0 ! what ever cau have become of that little black-box with the 
brass nails ? (Mater y at the terminus at Dawdlebanh.) 

0 ! Mamma, think, bow delightful!— the Whissenbines are here, 
and close to us at No. 10. (Miss Emmeline (18), on reading the 
Visitors’ List, the morning after arrival^ 

0 ! how annoying ! I never would have come, if I had known 
the Whissenbines were here. That young Whissenbine will he 
perpetually running after Emmeline. (Mater y to herself) 

. 0! Master Fbebby, what have you been domg? — 0! Miss 
Mart, what a mess you have made of yourself I What will your 
Mamma say ? (Nurse daily y hourly y on the sands^ 

0 1 what on earth am I to do with myself here for the next five 
reeks ? (Patety after three days’ experience of Dawdlebanh.) 

0 ! Henry, what do you think Mbs. Jiglitt has charged ns for 
“ Washing of Linen ” ? (Mater y after examining first weekly bill.) 

Oh! how dear everything is at DawdlebankI Much dearer than 
fjL London. (Pater and Mater.) 

0 ! those boys ! (Pater y Mater y sister Sy and servants twenty times 
a day.) 

01 h 

set.', 

0 ! how thankful I am we are all safe home again I (Mater— by 
anticipation — a month hence.) 



how it rains ! (All the family in Mrs, Jigiitt’s dining-room 


SHOET, SHAEP, AND DECISITE. 

To Me. Punch— S nt, 

Now that an incautious Manchester naturalist may* without 
meaning it, have made a heginning of the Colorado Beetle among 
us, it seems to me nothing more than the duty of every Manchester 
manufacturer to do his best to make an epd of it. Now, we have 
in this great city and its neighbourhood a system of heetle-finishing 
applied to twills, which I am satisfied would be effective in 
fi-nTabing the Colorado. Let every one of these insect pests that 
may he caught he at once carried to the nearest hejatling-shed, and 
then put under a system of .wooden hlock-pestles, with faces of from 
five to six inches square, worked with arms of about four feet long, 
and a fall of from three to four feet. Depend on it we should not 
bear or see much more of Mr. Colorado. Tours, 

Manchester y August \^th. Beetle-Crushee. 




' BULL^S EYE ON BOBBY. 

“ Quis custodiet ipsos 
Custodes ? ” 

By your leave ! ’Tis my eye, not yours, must look, 
And closely, too, into this darkling nook. 

This is no time to turn ofE lights, nor try 
To hush things up, or “ square ” them'on the sly. 
l^ot more for Jomc Btjxl's than for BobbY' s sake, 
From Bobby now Bulb’s hand BulPs-eye must take, 
Till best and worst he for himself has seen. 

If Scotland Yard be foul, what place is clean ? 
Compact ’twixt, Crime and Constable ! My friend, 

If there have been such games, those games must end. 
Eascality’fl contagious, Bke the itch* 

And rogues may taint rogue-catchers : touching pitch, 
And touching it mh in a mask, 

Is, and has still been, an unwholesome task. 

Justice must lay her sleuth-hounds on the trail 
Of lurking villany, and if they fail, 

Lured off the scent, the criminal community 
May dodge the Sword of Justice with impunity. 

I ’d have no JFreneh Yinocq in Bobby’s shape, 

Masked in familiar helm and boat and cape, 

Nor yet a flat by the first sharp beguiled ; 

Neither a Dogberry nor a Jonathan Wild, 

Is my ideal guard of public purse 

And public peace ; each in his way a curse. 

Fiction has fabled, ^till the ’cute detective, 
like the kingih Egyptian perspective, 

Has loomed so large upon the public view, 

He takes the mob in, and their masters too. 

The Argus of the Penny Dreadful School, 

Shrunk to a vulgar cross of knave and fool f 
Meanwhile a rdgue ’s a rogue. Thief’s revelation 
Aimed at Thief-takers, needs corroboration. 


Lives that contrive, and that detect, rascality. 

Can scarcely claim to stand on an equality. 

You may be sure Jobqv Bull, if be lends ears, 
Gives not belief to all that Bow Street hears, 

Nor finds the British Public in the crowd. 

That for Informer against Force is loud. 

Ere I believe I would have solid ground ; 

So, by your leave, I ’ll take a close look round. 
Consid’ring what I pay, ’twere rather hard, 

Were Crime’s head-centre found in Scotland Yard I 


POLICE AND POTATOES, 

Ajy Order in Council under the Destructive Insects Act, provides 
that — 

If the owner of, or any person haring under his charge, any crop of 
potatoes or other crop, or vegetable, or substance, Snds, or knows to bi» found, 
thereon, the Colorado Beetle, in any stage of extstence, he shall, with all 
practicable speed, give notice of the fact of the same being so found to a con- 
stahle of tbe police estabUshment of the place where the same Is found. The 
constable shall forthwith give notice thereof to the Local jkuthonity, and the 
Local Authority shall forthwith give notice thereofi by telegraph, to the 
Privy OoimcU.’^ 

In the meantime is the person who first finds the Colorado Beetle 
required to squelch him and stamp Mm out, or else, besides giving* 
notice of his having been discovered, give him in oharre to the 
poHceman? Is Bobby enjoined to deslaroy him, or bouna only to 
collar the Colorado Beetle, and take him up, and beyond that, do, no 
more than run him in ? If so, whilst correspondence concerning 
him is going on between the Local Authority and the Privy Council, 
may not the Colorado Beetle detained at the station-house contrive 
to escape out of custody, and proceed anew to devotur potatoes, and, 
with his peeuliarly proMo power, diffuse Ms family over the 
fields? 

Tbeb Greatest M.P. Left isf Towir.— Big Ben. 
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ON THE MOORS. 



Het! over the heather we tramp, tramp, 
tramp, 

With a barrel for right, 

And a barrel for left ; 

And a barrel to keep off the cramp, cramp, 
cramp ! 

Whatever the weather, 

A tramp in the heather 

Win be certainly more or less damp, yon 
know— 

And GHenHvat ’s the very best Gamp ! 

Hey! over the ling we go, crack, crack, 
crack! 

With a whirl and a shock 
Falls a bonny black-cock ; 


And a brown-gronse comes down on his 
back, back, back. 

If yon ask why the third 
Did not bring down a bird — 

*Twas a corh that flew out with a smack, 
yon know — 

Whiskey-corks have that very gneer knack ! 

Hey ! down on the bracken we sit, sit, sit ; 
With a barrel laid here, 

And a barrel laid there ; 

And a barrel just tilted a bit, bit, bit ! 

The damp ’s rather risky ; 

And Jamieson’s whiskey 
’S the very best thing to cnre if^ you know— 
And turn a miss into a hit. 


SWEEPINGS OE THE SESSION. 

{Picked up in the Lobby.) 

Gag and Strait- waistcoat (ready for use). 
Addressed to Mb. Pabnell. 

Conple of new Standing Orders (a good deal 
ont of order). Labelled, “ The Chancelxob 
OF THE ExCHEQUEB.” 

Four Resolutions, (unclaimed,) but sent to 
Me. Glahstone on the chance, 

A Reputation (the better for wear) , Believed 
to belong to Lobd H^tington. 

^ Pocket-book, containing order on Co-opera- 
tive Stores for Cardinal’s Hat, receipt for 
entr^ce fee to Brotherhood of Ho^ Cross, 
Comic Song, and several unpublished Explana- 
tions. Marked “ Me. Whaieet.” 

A few rare Old J okes (a good deal used) . Re- 
turned, with thanks, to Sie Whfeid Lawson. 

Wrong End of a Story (facts and flgures 
considerably mixed). Belonging, in all proba- 
bility, to Me. Holms. 

Gottenburg Coffee Cup (cracked). Supposed 
the property of Me. Chambeelain. 

Home-Rule Windbag (quite burst). “ Wait- 
ing to be called for” by Me. Butt. 

Pass to Colney Hatch (to admit seven). 
Claimed, by telegraph, by “ a few Irish Mem- 
bers.” And 

Bundles of UnfulflUed Promises (bulky). 
Re-directed, without thanks, to Downing 
Street. 


Prank, at all Events. 

We extract from the Daily News 

T O GERMANS.— WANTED, a CLERK in 
Merchant" s OMce ; one who eschews onions and 
Limbourg cheese preferred. 

Is there such a phenomenon ? , 


WONDEES, INDEED. 

The Electric Telegraph is a wonderful in- 
vention. More wonderful iuveutions are many 
of the telegrams from the Seat of War. 


f ' '■ 

THE COMPANY OEEIOER^S "VADE MECUM.'^ 

A Guide to the New Noyal Warrant, 

‘ Q. Will you tell me how you became an Officer ? 

A, By undergoing a special training and then passing a competi- 
tive examination at the hands of the Civil Service Commissioners. 

Q. Now that the Purchase System is abolished, how is entrance to 
the Army obtained ? 

A, By genuine hard work. The Cavaby and the Line are now on 
the same footmg as the Gunners and the Engineers. 

Q. Is there no other mode of entering the Service than that which 
you have just mentioned P 

A, Yes, by serving in the Militia. But in a short time this mode 
pf entrance will be as difficult as the other. 

Q, You imply that a Commission in the Army is now only to be 
reached by considerable study and through an expensive education ? 

A, Oertaihly. It is fiuther a proof that its holder is a person of 
jpaore than average intel^enee. 

Q, What are the duties of a Subaltern ? 

A, To he up with the lark, to see the rations weighed, to attend 
guards, parades, drills, harrack-foom inspections, and field-days; 
to be constantly on the alert, and generally to give his time f o:p the 
|service of the regiment. 

Q. Are there not also court-martials, and inquiries to be attended P 

A, Yes, a great many. In fact, a Subaltern on service can 
{scarcely call an hour bis own. 

Q. Does he find aiw material difference between his last school 
pnd his first regiment P 

! 4* Little but the pxchange of soholastio discipline for military. 
iHe l^as to act as a prefect, a senior^ ox a n^puitor, with the regiment 
^br his school, adult private for his fags, and Field Officers for his 
masters. 

Q. When he is promoted to a Company does he enjoy more leisure P 

4. Ceftainly not. He hae now the duties of a Subaltern, plus the 
fesponsibiiity of keeping acoountis. 


Q. Is he not also answerable for the discipline and well-being of 
the hundred odd men under him ? 

A. Certainly! By the Gaeen’s Regula-tious he is invited to 
become the father of his Company. He is at once a military leader, 
a magistrate, and an accountant. 

Q, Then a Subaltern and a Captain have to live lives of great 
drudgery and responsibility P 

A, Unquestionably. Besides their regular military duties, too, 
they have to undertake certain vague but arduous obligations of a 
general character, and to keep up the credit of the regiment to which 
they have the honour to belong. For all these services they receive 
a salary at which a City clerk would turn up Ms nose. 

Q. What encourages them to persevere in tMs Ufe of toil and 
anxiety? 

A, The hope of promotion— the^ohance of becoming a Field Officer 
by fifty, and possibly a General in old age. 

Q, And what is now likely to be too often tbe end of their 
aspirations P 

A. When they are in the very prime of life, and thowugidy4r^«d 
soldiers, they are to receive an invitation, which is alsjd a command 

Q. A military command ? 

4. No ; a ciw one— the invitation to rekhe ! 


Not ISO wy 

ter a recent advertisement qf a certain Company for biding 
Mansions and an Hotel oi^ a Mte net a bnndred milqs from White- 
hall, we find the |6Uovrin|r frapt avowal 

The custom of living on fiats hlis largely taken root in London, and, now 
th§t the piLerits pf the become recognised, it may be said to have 

become rather the lashm^ of late.” 

Is it only “ of late” that the fashion of “ living on fiats ” has 
taken root in London P We ’should have thought it one of the 
oldest "plajate” ^oing. - . 
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AMPHIBIAL AND APPROPRIATE. 

(Sjkai-Skik Bathinq-Dbbssbs. Meh. Gkttndt can’t have ant objection.) 


CAUCUS ON THE COLORADO BEETLE. 

"^STKBDAT, at Elm Grove, a multitude of Books, ocmgregated from various rookeries in 
tne United XingdQm, held a Caucus to consider an important announcement concerning 
themselves and the expected Colorado Beetle. The Caucus was attended with much cawing. 

The Senior Book, So. 1, presided, and a younger member of the CorvidcB of that feather, 
< Book Ko. 2, acted as Secretary. 

, The Secretary read a report, which had gone the round of the papers, on ** The Colorado 
Bwtle Soare.’^ That was no false alarm. The Colorado Beetle had actually arrived, and no 
mtake. One had lately been found alive, in the Cape maU-hag, lately used to convey an 
Amenoan mail, between Plymouth and Bristol. Lucky that it was only a single case and 
a mail too, ^ Had there been a female as well, the couple might have bred in transitu^ 
secreted their larva inside the letters, and then let themselves and family out of the bag, 
and a^^led themselves of the machinery of the Post OfSce to disperse their plaguy race over 
the Uiuted ^Bingdom. The Duke op BicHMoin) and Gobuon had one sent him the other 
iMm Idvmrpool. He had directed it to be preserved in spirits of wine. That was 
probably the msest way of preserving it, unless under precautions like those no doubt duly 
takmi by the Manchester Haturalist,” who had been the first to give the little stranger a 
welomne in England, and at the Berlin Agricultural Museum, where, as stated in the 
report he had hono^ of reading, numerous Colorado Beaties are being carefi^y 
t^aed, to anord natnri^sts an opportunity of studying the habits and customs 
w the nBwe lconm stranger.” Likewise near Cologne ; at which place Pbopessob 
HXBSTAxmL^ zoologists is directing anti-Colorado measures ; he ** having 

wooyma that the beetle, when depositing its eggs, proceeds in a regular curve,” whence 
J the dangerous msect can be traced and destroyed with greater certainty.” In the mean- 
time, no doubt, the unwelcome strangers were' oarefoUy confined, and would be as carefully 


annihilated, as soon as the naturalists had 
finished studying them. But what if the 
measures taken against the Colorado Beetle 
should fail ? Then W 9 uld arise the question 
which rendered that insect an object of so 
much interest to the present assembly ; as 
they would understand by a passage he 
would read them from Lana ana Water 
“ There is one point we wish to call attention 
to— it is the preparing for the dreaded invasion 
of the Colorado Beetle by a studied preservation 
of its enemies. These enemies are, without doubt, 
Books, We wish to persuade the owners of 
rookeries that by sparing the young Books next 
spring, they would double the defensive force m 
the country against the expected invasion. Spare 
the rook and you will stamp out the beetle. The 
rook is the true * beetle- crusher,* (Gheers.y* 

It was an ill wind that blew nobody good, 
and the advent of the Colorado Beetle 
would, if Land and Water were right, be 
doubly advantageous to Books, whilst 
gaining them protection, it would yield 
them food. Bat was Land and Water right 
upon, that point ? Could they eat the Colo- 
rado Beetle in its larva state, as they ate the 
Cockchafer f Was it nice ? That was the 
question. 

The President could not say. J^and and 
Water argued from the Cockchafer to the 
Colorado Beetle ; and certainly the larva of 
the ifdrmer, as well as that of the latter, 
devoured potatoes. But the Cockchafer 
grub had, as they knew, the peculiarity of 

a very oily and fat (** JfLear / hear I ”), 
made that grub particularly good 
grub [laughter)^ and indeed some utili- 
tarians bad suggested that it might be 
rendered an article of human food. Now 
nobody had proposed to eat the grub of the 
Colorado Beetle. It might be nice and 
beaksome— and it might not. 

Book No, 3 had read in a newspaper 
that for gatherers the Colorado Beetle was 
a nasty thing to handle, blistering their 
fingers^ ends. If that were true, its larva 
might also be nasty, and injurious to eat. 
Suppose that sort oi grub disagreed with 
them? 

The President said the proof of the pud- 
ding was in the eating, and they could 
ascertaiu the qualities of the new grub only 
by trying it. For that purpose ne would 
recommend the formation of a Tasting 
Committee, composed of experienced Books, 
who would proceed with their habitual 
caution. Conditionally on its being re- 
ported esculent, he would propose the reso- 
lution that this meeting pledges itself 
heartily to pitch into the Colorado Beetle. 

Book No. 4 observed that potatoes were 
more general^ grown in gardens than in 
open fields. Would it be safe for Books to 
feed in gardens ? 

The President said that no doubt an Act 
would be passed rendering it an offence 
highly penal to kill a Book, if they took to 
eating the Colorado Beetle. He advised 
that steps should be taken, if possible, to 
make their resolution to pitch into nim 
known to gardeners and farmers. 

The resolution having been seconded, 
put, and carried amid unanimous caws, the 
Caucus terminated. 


A Oalliean Question* 

The of the Assumption was cele- 
brated on Wednesday last week by the 
Bouaportists at Ghiseihurst and in raris. 
But that was the Fifteenth of August. 
Did not the Napoleonio Assumption occur 
on the Second o£ December ? 


BiTTrAXietic Moiro.— ” Confession is nine 
points of the Law.” 
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HOSPITALITY. 


I CESSANTE CAUSA CESSAT EFFECTUS. 

1 Good and gallant Goanoif Pasha, -writes from 
I Darfour to say, that though he has put down the 
I importation into Egypt of great caravans of slaves 
with shehas * round their necks, he can’t prevent 
their importation in driblets of four and five. JSTo 
wonder, while there is a brisk demand in the 
Khedive’s dominions for the imported article, that 
there should be a steady supply from Darfour and 
Kordofan. If tbe Khedive really wishes, in deed 
as well as word, to stop slave-hunting in Dar- 
four, he has only to stop slave-owning in Egypt. 
Can he— and, if he can, will he ? These are the 
two questions. There is little good in Gobdok 
spendmg his life to stop the main channel of this 
foul stream, while its tributaries are allowed to 
dribble their “fours and fives” into the recep- 
tacles of the Egyptian slave - dealers, and the 
hareems of the Egyptian slave-owners. 

♦ Heavy wooden yokes, made of tree-stems. The 
wretched slaves have to carry their own trunks. 


BE PROFUNBIS. 

Hebe is a genuine, plain-spoken, and modest 
utterance of gratitude, which it does one good 
to read in these high-f alutin’ times : — 

To the !EiUor of the Times. 

Sir, — I should be much obliged if you would be so 
kind to put these few lines in your newspaper. I wish 
to thank Her Majesty the Quebit for the First Class 
Albert Medal which Lord Aberdarb was commissioned 
to present. And next, I thank Major Bubcax for pre- 
senting me with the Medal of the Order of St. John of 
Jerusalem. Then I wish to thank the Lord Mayor 
and the subscribers to the Mansion House Fund, and 
others, for the mon^ I have received from them; and I 
wish to thank the Members of Parliament for their kind- 
ness in presenting me with a watch and chain. I wish 
to say I am very proud of the rewards that I have re- 
ceived ; and little did I think the public would take as 
much interest in it as they did when we were working 
to rescue the men. coUier, 

Torth, Rhondda Valley. 

Of course, Isaac, you didnH think it. If you 
had, you wouldn’t have done it. You ’re the sort 
of Pride to be proud of. 


“Oh, Sib— Sir 1 ” “ Beg ybb Pabdoh, Miss ? ” 

“ Would you— a— would you like to Wash your Hands in Papa’s Dressing- The First Tbldstg we wish to Hear of the 
Room ? Obstructives next Session,— Their Amendment. 


OUR REPRESENTATIVE AT THE SUMMER 
THEATRES. 

iAt the Adelphi-^Gaiety^-Cnterion— 'Brief Report,) 

Sib,— Of course every Mb, Funnyman who sees Mb. Paul 
Meeitt’s Melodrama of The Golden Plough^ at the Adelphi, will 
say that there is a good deal of Meritt in the piece. And Mb. 
Funnyman is right. There is considerable merit in the piece con- 
sidered as an “ Adelphi Drama of the good old school.” But why 
the good old school? The essence of a Drama of this type is and 
must he seduction and murder, which scarcely belong to any school 
deserving the epithet “ good and however dissatisfied an audience 
might be, should Virtue not triumph over Vice, yet the sympathy 
of the spectators, such is human nature, whether at the Adelphi, or 
elsewhere, is invariahly with the Villain, if he he only clever enough^ 
and if, which is a weat point, he give evidence of a certain amount 
of geniality. Robert Macaire is an example in point. He is 
clever, he is genial ; and once, in the well-known piece (adapted 
hy Mb. Selby long, long ago), this model Villain shows signs of a 
heart. At the end of that exciting Drama (which of late has 
degenerated into a One- Act Faroe) the audience were glad that 
Robert Macaire should be shot in attempting to escape, and should 
thus fall to “ the bloodhounds,” represented by three determined 
Sui>erfl, dressed as Gendarmes, instead of dying “ by the hand of 
the executioner.” 

So it is with Shadrach Jones, the Highwayman, played hy 
Mb. Embry in The Golden Plough, By the way, if this part were 
not played by Mb. EMeby, it would be simply notbiug, and as it is 
it goes for very little. Story ? Blefis you I Mb. Meebitt, unlike | 
the needy Knife-grinder, has plenty to tell— too much; in fact ; but ' 


of dialogue worth hearing he has very little. And as for the comic 
scenes, which, in the hands of the late Messrs. "Weight and Paul 
Bedfobd (who were “the light” and heavy “of other days”), 
served as a foil to the 'ffiany, and relieved the tragic gloom of the 
murderous Mb. 0. Smith (Alas ! Fogie Junior wonders what on. 
earth Me. Fogie Senior in the Stalls is talking about when he men- 
tions these names)— of this relief, I say, there is absolutely nothing, 
for the part of the Doctor cannot be considered as a relief — except 
when he has an exit. The Golden Plough will in time come to be a 
regular stock piece for the Provinces, and is sufficiently exciting ^ 
keep the interest of an audience alive for two hours and a quarter, 
so that the Adelphi management is to be coi^atulated on 
possessing an attraction at this time of the year. The Children’s 
Pantomime is played first, and is worth the children’s attention. 
It is played by juvenile Pantomimists, by little Clowns, Harle- 
quins, Columbines, and a pair of little Pantaloons. “ I sup^se,” 
observed a small Boy who had been intensely delighted with the 
performance, “I suppose they ’H grow up by Christmas.”^ He was 
looking forward to Boxing-nigbt, when he should see, the real 
thing, full grown, full blown, of which this daringly out-of -season 
but excellent Slimmer Pantomime was only the infancy. 

The Gaiety gives “niohts wi’” H. J. Byron, playing his Weah, 
Woman and his burlesque of the Bohemian Q^yurl, Miss E. Fabbw 
comes back as fresh as a daisy, and as welcome as the fiowers in 
May. Mb, Rotob is capital as ever as Count Smiff, whoeaimot get an 
opportunity of singing “ The Heart bowed down ”r— k first-rate bur- 
lesque idea— and Mr. E. Tbeey immensely funny as^ “ another good 
costermonger wrong,” accompanied by his performing dogs. Miss 
Kate Vaughan is more charming and graceful than ever, if that be 
possible ; Miss M. West, who takes steps to please, and invarUbly 
pleases by the steps she takes ; and sprightly little Miss Amalia, 
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complete tlie cast of a Bttrlesque Company, which is, at the present 
moment, xtneqnalled*in London. 

Our Boy it is needless to say, is stiU proing on at the YaudeTillei 
and in these sad times of rnmonrs of warjit is refreshing to he certain 
here, at aU events, of a Lasting Piece, The vulgar, hut occasionally 
amusing farce adapted from Les Dominos Boses is yet being played 
at the Criterion ; hut, with the exception of the hills of fare, such as 
they are, of the Princess’s, the Glohe, the Haymarket (under Me. Rowe, 
who relies upon his Brass) ^ and the Alhamhra, with the novelty of r 
ballet exhibiting very brilliant and novel costumes, graceful Roup- 
ings, and a dramatic story, there is, little stirring just now in the 
Theatrical World. Should any bright particular star shine, look for 
an immediate report of the discovery from the observatory of 

Toue Repeesentative. 


NO PLUMS! 

Autwnn Eclogue, 



Somewhere in Kent, Present^ Pomoka, taking a somewhat 
jruUless survey of a plum-orchard,'^To her enter Pube, read’ 
%ng the Gardeners^ Chronicle,^ I 

Pwcr. I s^iy, you know, such a sell is too bad I 
Pomoh^ Can’t help it, my dear lad. 

Pwcr. What I you a goddess, and can’t “ square the seasons ? 
Pomona. There may be other reasons. 

Pwer. Walker! A nice look-out I ISfo Apricots I 
Pomona, ^ Last season you had lots. 
pMcr. Can’t live on last year’s fruits. Then, scarce a Cherry ! 
Pomona, Spring winds were nipping, very. 

Pi^er. Oh, blow the winds I A paucity of peaches ! 

Pomona. The prospect patience teaches. 

Pmr, Q-amtoon ! Then l^ectarines are non-existent I 
Pomona, Boreas was so persistent, 

Pn^, Old Boreas is a bore, and you ’re— a muff I 
Pomona, Currants were quantum suff, 

I say, no “ shop.” Latin in the Vacation 1 
Pomona, Excuse me a quotation ! 

Puer, It all comes beastly hard upon us fellows. 

Pomona. A fine crop of Morellos— ^ 

Puer, Ihsult to injury, w orse than crabs or sloeS. 

Pomon^ ^segogs— you ’d heaps of those. 

Puer, But hang it, we ’re to have no Apples. Pancy 1 
Pomona. Apples are always “ chancey.” 

Puer, Look here, Pomoita, no more larks next year. 

Pomon^ ril do my best, no fear. 

Puer, iGuand YertumnuB ought to square the orchard. 

PomoncL II Phoebus wiR not scorch hard— 

Puer, Even w^ plums and pears we ’d be content. 

Pomona. , WeU, you see Parliament— 

PMor. Oh,, one expects short-commons feom the ToriesL 
Pomona, Q tempora ! 0 mores / 


Puer, An autumn without fruit 's a rummy season. 

Pomona, Ills haunt a good plum season. 

Puer, The deuce they do I What do you mean by ills ? ” 
Pomona, Stomachic pains and pills ! 

Puer, Just you send plums next year ; I ’ll risk the rest— 
Pomona, Well, well, I ’ll do my best. 

\^Exit PuJEE, munching an unrixye windfall. 


PONGO-ISMS. 


His Humorous Objection. 

Poor Mr. Pongo caught a cold the other evening. His medical 
attendant suggested gruel. This Mr. Pongo at once rejected. 

“ I cannot,” he informed his Manager and Secretary, “ I cannot 
even appear to have a liking for anything of the caxhdal kind.” 

The gruel was not forced upon him, and the next morning Me. 
Pongo was better. 

His Fellow-peeling. ^ 

Mr. Pongo was much interested at being told by an elderly Lady 
that she had a Hejjhew in the Navy who was regular young 
monkey.” Being of a serious turn, Mr. Pongo at once consulted 
his Chaplaiu-in-ordinary as to the propriety of instituting a series 
of missions to the Young Monkeys in the Navy, commencing with 
the Powder Monkeys. 

His Liberal Views. 

Me. Pongo is much annoyed that the shilling paid for admission 
to the Aquarium does not permit the visitor to make a call on him 
without paying an extra fee of one or two shillings. 

“ Old] Bunkum Barnum was quite right,” says Mr. Pongo, 
emphatically. “ This Exhibition ought to be thrown open for one 
shilling. The shilling should comprehend all the amusements in 
the place, and there should be uo extra charges (except for a few 
reserved seats), not even for programmes. This would make the 
Aquarium, if the entertainment were first-class, the most popular 
resort, whether for winter or summer, in the Metropolis.” 

Mr. Pongo is right. Now anything particularly worth seeing 
within the Aquarium involves extra payment. This repels ordinary 
pleasure-seekers ; and boys borne for the holidays (the great patrons 
of this style of amusement) would rather visit the Zoological or Poly- 
technic (specially this latter place, whore the one shilling covers a 
multitude) of entertainments), thanj waste their limited (capital on 
the extras” of the Aquanum. The charge to see Mr. Pongo 
“ privately ” is three shillings ! ! Me. Pongo protests. Mr. Pongo 
says he '^1 accept any invitation to dinner, but this style of 
interviewing him at three shillings a head, is too much for every- 
body. Again Me. Pongo is right. 

To the Londesborough Collection the admission is conditional on 
purchasing a Catalogue for sixpence ! ! In fact, a visit to the 
Aquarium, if the theatre be also included in the day’s work, will 
mulct the thoroughgoing first-class holiday-maker of half a 
sovereign at least. “This,” as Me, Pongo says, “should be seen 
to and altered before the ^Vinter Season commences.” And again 
Me. Pongo is right. 

“THE YEAR ONE.” 

Eveetbobt nearly knows that Geology has proved Mother Barth 
to be an immensely older lady than her sons, until lately, ever 
magined. They, themselves also, from an Address lately delivered 
to the (jeological Section of the Associated Sages at Plymouth, by 
Me. PENaELLT, F.A..8., oa/'Cavera Exploration in Devonshire/’ 
appear to have been in existence, as a race, at a date inoalonlahly 
long ago ; one luoe having preceded the Hytena amongst the inhabi- 
tants of tms island, and another having been previously oontem- 
poraries of the Cave Bear ;^the two races, tiuglodytes both, having 
been/* separated by a wide interval of time a width of ages. A 
dim idea of the antiquity of Man may be derived from the statement 
that — 

“ The entmaoes of Brixham Cavern were completely ailed up, sad its his- 
tory suspended not later than the end of the oatoolithio eA STothine 
ocouired witmn it firpw the days when Devonshire was occupied by the save 
and gnssly bears, reinaew, rhiijooeros, cave lion, mammoth, and man, wheu^ 
AD ^8^^^ flmts, until the quarryman broke into it early in 

At some future meeting of the British Assoeiation, a leetw 
dehvseedj)y_so»0 enrafflat OsdogM ssill psrttalm snppijr date for 
we construc|tott of a Prehistonc Chronology . A.Dt and 

of almost momentary duration xn comparison with the 
geologically c(mjectared age of this planet. The “ palieoUthie era ” 
was preceded by we know not how many other eras and who 

dares to suggest the figure which ought to be assigned for 

the veritable A.M. Y 



Septbmbek 1, 1877.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


THE FIRST OF SEPTEMBER-NEW STYLE. 

















A/ «i._ 




A w— ‘WICBCAJUOS I What time? Eleven I 
That ’s half an hour— why, gwaoious heaven I 
duite half an hour— that I’ve been sittin’ 
Pottin* birds, and Seltzer splittin’ I 
Jove ! I think I ’m almost done up I 
WioFAEDS !— aw— just put this gun up I 
The f’lars had better get their luncheon. 

They ’re everlastin’ mnnohia\ munohin’ ! 
Don’t know how they do it, I ’m sure— aw. 
WiCHABDS I^a she’wy ’nd Angostura ! 




And— WrcnAnns I yon can bwing’mynag up, 
When yon ’ve helped me count my bag up : 
Aw— twenty hwace— -a mod’wate slanghtir ! 
Two bwaoe and a half of Seltzer water ; 
Taunus, a half bwace ; andy-aw — there is 
A bw^oe or two ’f Apollinaris, 

To pguare the hag up, there’s — ^let meeee !-^ 
P’waps a d'*zeu pegs of eau-de-vie ; 

And — ^aw — I Ve missed a bwaoe of sodahfl. 
ISTumbah ’f guns, just thwee bweeoh-loadahs ! 


TO PUNCH, 

Chief Scribe osp hwe Bbitish: Baebaetaits Dwelling in the Land of Thlxe, in thob 

City of London. 

Leahfed as I am in the wisdom of the Egyptians, and the lett^s and arts of the Greeks 
and Romans, let it not snrprihe thee that I have but lately eared to give eye or ear to what 
passes in the small and remote island of Britain, cut off by the breadth of a Continent from 
the Inner Sea and the Great Father of Rivers. 

But new the barbarians of Britain whom my deified Juxtos stooped to conquer, sail- 
ing even as far as Nile, have east their gold into my Canal whioH the Franks have reopened, 
and have even ventured to lay daring hands on one of the Obelisks which T set up in the City 
of Om, before the Temple of the god Turn,* The insdent Octavius dared to have it trans- 
ported to the City of Alexander, as a token of his triumph over her whose charms vanquished 
him as they vanquished the mightier .Tulitts. But when have these islanders triumphed 
over me P Theretore I am moved to write to thee, that mv wish may he made known to the 
people of thy chief city, whither I learn that mv Obelisk is to be carried at the cost of one 
Bbasmus, of the caste of healers. I marvel that one of so base an order t should have dared 
to connect hts most abject name with aught that hath bc^e mine. 

Nay, I must needs have been vexed that my Obelisk should again he moved, even by 
worthier hands. Better a grave in the sands of Egypt than the proudest site in the chief 
city of your small, remote, and barbarmis Island. But even tb^ I would have such honour 
as Barbarians can do me. If my Obelisk may not stand before the House of the God Tom — 
for I hear you nev® see the iaoe of that God, save in a veil of clouds, and eo have mo 
temple in his honour — ^let it not be set up in a low or hollow place, still less where it shall he 
looked down upon by buildings of the Barbarians loftier end larger tban iteelf- For so, 
would it but be horied again, net in the dry and pure sand of my Egypt, but in the hcayy ; 
masses of your dirty clay, piled up into what you call towers and tuples. 

Already I hear there is a model of my Obelisk set up before the temple of vour God Talk, 
among the High-Priests of that God, whose images stand near his house. Not so; let my, 
Obelisk stand alone, where it shall he highest, as hefts a pilLax set up by Cjubqfaxba to the 
God of Day, 

Ton have, I.hear, in your chief city a House of the Muses, wherein I learn that ^ou have 
heaped up much spoil of the Egyptians— images of their gods, papyrus-rolls of their .priests 

* The Ci^ and Temple of the Sun God, whence Cleopatra’s Needle was brought to be set up in 
Alexandria in the ninth year of Auottstus. 

t ThsJiBalers of the rickjanksd vaqr low sBumg the jBl^tian castes. 


and scribes, and coffias and bodies of their 
dead. Lee my Obelisk stand before the 
Bouse in which th^se are gathered together. 
So the Pillar will remind them of the 
God Turn, and will itself not be altogether 
severed from that land ot Egypt which 
gave me adoration as a goddess and a 
woman; and if you have mathematicians 
among yon with skill enough, to mark the 
steps of Time by lines on stones around 
the feet of my Obelisk, so that its shadow 
might fall thereon in honour of the God 
Turn, if perchance, in the changes of the 
universe, he come to shine upon you, this, 
methinks, were well also. 

But I will not that you leave my Obelisk 
where its wooden image is now set up, to 
look small among larger and higher edifices, 
and to do honour to your God Talk, whom 
I know not, and not to the God Turn, whom 
I worshipped while I lived in the light, 
and honour even in the lower darkness, 
for he was Brightness, and I was the 
brightest. 

Your mistress (as she was all men’s), 
Cleopatba. 


DEAD SEASON DONATIONS. 

Following the lead of the Lancashire 
excursionists who, with an eye to the fit- 
ness of things the other day, presented Mr. 
Gladstone with “an excellent walking- 
stick,” the subjoined little list of holiday 
gifts has been carefully knocked off by 
“ One Who Knows.” 

Lord Beaconsfield. — Turkish Smok- 
ing Cap, elaborately embroidered with the 
legend, “ Silence is golden.” 

Lord Derby.— Tight rope (with piece of 
chalk and balancing pole complete). 

Mr. W. H. Smith,— a Broom (warranted 
to sweep clean.) 

Sir James Ingham. — Half a dozen Yen- 
tilators (to be Uft at Bow Street), 

The Empkror of Rursta.— I lluminated 
copv of “ jffope tit} d a fluttering TV/ /a.” 

The Duke op Richmond and Gordon, — 
A Box of Beetle Pa^te. 

Marshal Macmahon.— A Safety Talve. 

Mk. Wh alley. — A full-length Portrait, 
in oils, of Mr. Tooth. 

Mr. Cross.— Ticket for Circular Tour in 
Scotland Yard. 

Mr. Parnell. — A permanent Seat in the 
Sbipka Pass. And 

Mr. Pongo.— T he Franchise. 


THE BLUE BELLS OF SCOTLAND 
YAED. 

It is satisfactory to find that Colonel 
Henderson in his last year’s Repcart on ths 
Army of Society under his command, gives, 
on the whole, a good account of Bobby. 
As the Great Emperor remarked on the 
British Infantry, so may it he said of our 
Foot Guards Blue, that the British Police 
is the best in Europe, only, unhappily, 
there is not enough of it. 

We are called a law-respecting race. 
Yet in what other European country than 
this would it he possible ti> produce Christ- 
mas pantomimes, the principal fun of which 
consists in violent assaults on the Police ? 

In London, during 1876, according to 
Colonel Henderson, the number of ca^es in 
which the Police were assaulted amounted 
to 2,941. Does this include the assaults in 
the Pantomimes? Let us hope so, or if 
not, John Bull, with all he owes to Borax, 
ought to he a good deal sterner than he is in 
punishing those who assault him. 
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M-r G-tadstone in Hs iaterTals of wood-outtingf, has reoentty 
to recemng me RifVT 

adders. On accepting a waJMng-stack, T^gave 

wiaTi +1ia other dav made amte a tonchiiig little speecJi. lo ^ve 
the Ex-Premier as much trouble as possible this sultry wea^^, 
^r. pJciltege to supply tom with a few common forms to be 
used as occasiou may require. 

On Iteceiving a Sugar ^ Stick, 

Tt is a most excelleut stick— good to look at and good to suck at ; it 
is ImdoStoe Z^, to sholt-‘‘ short and sweet/’ you 
a uroTerbial phrase— has all the qualities of a first-rate • 
Itotthatl should like to haye to suck a foot or so 
stiokj sweet as it is, it would, probably, 
and (Gentlemen— I may say, youmg Ladies 

have to do is to strive to be as good aud as sweet m our oto 
ohiaoto as this stick is to the humble oapacj^ jLhxdudfd-a 
this stick, like most mv 

Xioe specimen of sweet-stufl f Wse toe joke, 

TtlaxrfiilnARfl “ DulcB cst deBVpBTB %n looo, Aud lot mis, ,ttawar 
Sen isthe hcus on a holiday tte the Presen^to hoUday Excur- 
sionists like you, who have made this present to me. 

On Accepting an Umbrella, ^ 

It is a capital umbrella. Its makers may be 
I i^uld no? like to receiTe a bang on toe head ™ ogfc 

It^ aU toe qualities of a tfopd umbrella. It ^ ke^ off ^ 
rain, and serre at need as a protection from toe sum wie^ 
toTAdvertisers (who have so kindly presented me with this 


umbrella), let us attempt to n^e our own lives, on one pomt 
esueoiaUv. like this very useful article— an article; which, I under- 
staud^OMi be supplied to toe Public at toe veiy reasonable figure 
Kn-tSd-lix. -Whether to the private:or politicaL.bMiness of 
life, don^t let any one be able to turn us iaside out I 

On Acknowledging the Gift of a JSat, 

It is a very handsome hat. Almost too handsome for use-^t 
leist at d^on times.^ I should not like to hjve to hat 
knocked over my eyes. It is really, a good one— good to look 
good to wear instead of the s^oo^S-bad bifly-oook I toive now 
rirttmed in mv favourite character of the humble wppd-cutter. it 
S on tol Cd,and. to a word, has ,all lualitaes d a good 
My dear frienis, what we have to. do is to make 
like this hat— impervious to wet— heavy wet especially— and well- 

., On Accepting a Big Drum, 

THs is one of the best drums I have ever pkyed upon ; yet I sho^d 
not like ibift drum to be hanged at three o clock m the mormng out- 
mv &omloor if I wSnted to sleep. It is a capital instru- 
ment— full of music. Oh, my friends, let us be like tbis drum. 
Lefu7 make noise enough at least, inhere is not much 
noise, and let our cry he, with the Grecian sage. Strike, hut hear 

^ On being Bresented with a Case of Cheap Claret, 

Tt is reaUv a very nice wine — for the money ! Not that I ^ould like 
to ^Ttotok 7totacTf it. It has many qi^ttes-it has a good 
^C, <Sd to not likely to get into one’s Ud. I believe it would 
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also make very excellent vinegar. Wine merokants, let ns imitate 
this claret in onr own lives. Let ns be good to look at, good in the 
market, and (if occasionally acid) always reasonable I 


AMONG THE ROSES. 

In BT7IGfA.EIA. 

“Owing to the deyastating war in Bulgaria, total ruin and annihilation 
have overtaken the rose-crop in thh valley of Kazanlik, and the neigh- 
bouring districts All these places are devoted to this peculiar and 

beaudful husbandry ; the roses are grown by the field-full.’*— Owr Own 
Correspondent, 

Fair Flora stood upon the trampled ridge 
Where erst her myriad roses wooed the eye, 
l^ow reddened with a deeper dye — 

The ghastly crimson of ensangnmed feet 
Which flying beat 

In headlong haste acro.is War’s braz^^n bridge. 

She stood, pale horror on her tender lips, 

Her bright eyes dim and dark with pain’s eclipse. 

While the smoke smouldered westward on the wind 
That bare Bellona’s hoarse, far-echoing shout 
Harsh on the ears of startled humankind. 

Where’er she gazed, the wreck of hideous rout 
Blotted her ancient pleasaunoes. The earth, 

Of old heaped high with sweet rose-petals, now 
Was piled with mangled dead. From Flora’s brow 
Had Bed the winning smile of summer mirth, 

As, lifting eyes of horror to invoke 

Help out of Heaven, the sad Flower-goddess spoke : 

“ How serve a race that stains tny loveliest gift 
With fierce Bellona’s blood-dye ? Here indeed 
The ministries of Beauty and of Thrift 
Were late united. Bat War’s harpies heed 
Hor labour’s gain nor loveliness’s dower. 

Alas! my well-loved fiower ! 

Broken thy charm, thine augury belied, 

Btfore the ruthless storm of hate and pride. 

Crescent or Cross, methiuks, had fitlier wreathed 
Its ensign with the blooms that lately breathed 
A sweeter incense than the Charches know 
O’er all these ravaged homesteads night and day, 

And made these fields with brighter blossoms gay 
Than deck the altars where great organs blow ! 

Praise to the G-od of Peace. 

^ Your fruitless flutings cease, 

Te pipes with mouths of gtild I What music noW, 

Save War’s shrill trump and hollow drum ? 

All instruments but these be duinb, 

Whilst Christian hate with Moslem fury closes • 

In murderous conflict ’midst ttty trampled roses. 

And which the mtjst accursed ? Furious man 
Has made a Gulgolha of Gulistan, 

Till fimds among my roses might laugh loud, 

Taking my wreaths of red and white to shroud 
War’s hideous horrors and Hate’s helpless prgy. 

Thby made the lan<?^like Beulah with their bloomy, 

And not a jjurer, sweeter air perfumes 
The Yale of Cashmere than late breathed among 
These sq^uares of fragrant husbandry, now flung 
A prey to battle’s never- satiate maw. 

What wounds were those you saw, 

Ye blue skies, and bright waters, and pure blossbtrliS, 

In men’s hearts, children’s limbs, and Women’ST bosonrtr? 

Ifo more! I must away 
From where Bellona shares with Belial sWay ! 

He holds a girl’s? fair tress in bloody hands \ 

Her mail§d foot on a crushed rose, she stands. 

With that foul pair sad Flora may not cope, 

But flies, in far-ofl hope, 

When this dread Carnival of Carnage closes, 

Once more to dwell with Peace among the Roses.” 

In Britain. 

I ^ among the Roses. Row on row 
Thto blpf^^ ©ItifltSred, in fhe golden gJerW 
Ot^glish Augusfr, round a garden nook 
Wnenoe, in the midday hush, glad eyes might look 
O er sweeping slopes of corn-liBSid, stretching far 
Xo where in the bright east the bar 
Of circling ocean gleamed against 
A siltnt witness of security. 


Couched at their Sage’s feet 
A troop of English maidens clustered, sweet 
As their own roses, and as gay 
As the light dancing in the leaves’ glad play. 

With them mild age and manly youth together 
Basked in the light of home and harvest weather. 

Until 1 sighed, and said — 

‘‘ Yon eastward skies 

Look clear, my maidens, as your orbs of blue ; 

But cover that which if those orbs but knew 
By startled onlook, it would something dim 
Their frolic sparkling. Boys, your length of limb, 

Stretched lazUy, would leap at the black work 
Among the Roses, yonder, where the Turk 
Redhanded grapples his redhanded foe. 

Well that these balmy breezes do not blow 
Echoes from those far Rose-plots to onr own ! 

Eor Childhood’s shriek and outraged Woman’s groan 
Would mar our Summer music. Yet, perchance, 

Some thought of poor Bulgaria may enhance 
Our stolid, silent British thankfulness 
For long immunity from battle’s stress, 

For peace, and pleasant hours, and happy love 
Amidst our English Rosea here ; may move 
Uopartisan Compassion to its task 
Of even-handed helping. Here we bask 
In sunny safety ; there the smoke of war 
Sweeps o’er the bloody track of battle’s car, 

Whose ruthless course is over homes aud hearts. 

Here, as the breeze yon leafy screen disparts. 

Sweet pink-flushed petals, shaken from the bough, 

Fall on the close-coiled tress that crowns your brow, 

My fair-baired beauty, like a soft caress 

From lips I need not name ; but there. 

Where through wrecked Rose-fields woman-slaughterers press. 
The severed blossoms fall on bosoms bare, 

Leaving a stain of redness not their own. 

Poor Flora, lately flown 
From that so desecrated Paradise, 

Looks in on us, methiuks, with mournful eyes, 

Pleading with her more favoured children here, 

Safe screened from lust’s assault and battle’s fear, 

Fop pity and for help. Eternal shame 
If party war-cries, in whatever name, 

Deafen onr ears to that appeal I 
Prove we that no one-sided clamour closes 
Our hearts to the large kindness which can feel 
For suflerers of whatever race and creed, 

That we can spare them help and pitying heed 
From our blest homes of peace among the Roses.” 


MY FIRST AHD LAST DAY WITH THE GROUSE. 

Being Mr. Green’s true experience of the Twelfth, 


*" If 











Kmm 






I OLADiT accepted my Cousin’s kind invitation to Join his Grouse- 
shooting party. Socially speaking, it is about as good to possess a 
Mocsr as to possess a title ; and to be known to berelated toraimin 
who has a Moor may stand one in good stead ]iiatrim«mial2y» When 
I tell Mas. PfixtPtTMAN and her &aghtet that I’ve been shooting, 
Grouse on my Cousin’s Moor, I can do it in away to suggest thsaT 
have a contingent remainder in Ms ling : and they ’ll never stop te 
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TAKING HIM AT HIS WORD. 

Cabhy {wdi^nmtly holding out Shillmg). “ Come, I say, what d’ye Call 
THIS 'bee ! ? 

FacetwmFare. “ ‘Heads' I—So it is I Hand oyer I" [Objurgatiom / 


inquire whether my Coxuiin is really lord, in fee, of a Moor well stocked with 
Grouse, or only rents some acres of wild common, still elothed in ii^ primseyal 
heather. 

I am started off on my beat at ten'- alone— with Dog, Heep^, and Bag- 
carrier. I wish they had sent me with a party, so I might haye escaped notice. 
Kow I feel three pair of eyes, Dog^s, Keep^s, and Bag-carrier’s, ^e looking 
down upon me I 

This is the beat where, Keeper tells me, “ Lo,rd Rocket once got thirty brace 
on the twelfth.” 

The sight of my beat somewhat startles me,— my conception of a Moor being 
derived from Addington, near Croydon, where the hills are small, and not hi^h, 
and the heather is purple, and not deep. Here I am shown mdesk of quite 
, brown ling, very deep indeed, and hills like good^^sized mountains, 

“ Capital cover,” says Keeper, as we enter it. I should think so. I would 
I undertake to hide a flock of sheep in it. 

; I tramp the heather gallantly for an hour or two, getting cramps in my legs, 
but no grouse. Keeper decides the birds pe as wild as hawks. It was very 
different in Lord Rocket’s time^ he says: his Lordship got six brace off the hifl. 
I ’m now on. “He was qualified to hit them, he was.^’ I take the backhander 
heoorpingljjvbut it ’s my firm belief that Lord Rochet is a mere myth brought 
out by tne Keeper to impress strangers with proper respect for the Moor. 

I soon learn one thingi, th^t long habit has developed in pointers a manner of' 
talking with their ^ils. When my dog stands stiR and wags hi» tadl^ he means 
to mj: “A bird is, or has bqeiihereii On the wlmleJ think it ’s gone; but 
look out.” When he. stiffens his tail to a point (thalt, I ’m told, is* why he ’s 
called a pointer), he means to say : A bird is here, but its. specific nature 1 ’m 
, not sure of.” STine timesi out of twelve it ’s a lark. 

It is, indeed, remarkable that xnoor-clarks do not soar, and carol like ordinary 
lipkSt but sit skulking in Ihe haatib^r, ^ply^ I'belieye, for the fun of making 
■ the dogs mistte them fqr grouse. Keeper esides pointer a long way ofc, 
generally on a higher level than I am. Have a earel ” he i^ys to pne, which 
ineans that I am m mdi off to ‘wherh* thp.dog jstands. Dog^s 'fail is pointed, so I 
faifidf a gjousei- Two' finttering^ occur siamltaneously, one in .my heart, 

the qtber in tho^heathenrrthe mama. las*k’ who chirps off me^ily. The 

first time tMs happened, my gun' w^gat ©iff from mere excitement. 8o did the 
lark, I suppose from the same feeling. It ’a a nasty trkk they have. * 1 


It is now one o’clock, and I feel nearly dead with 
fatigue. I feel it was cruel to send me on a heat by 
myself, like a policeman. 1 sit down to eat my lonely 
lunch, I am told that this is not in accordance with the 
precedent set by Lord Rocket. “ His Lordship never 
sat down once ; nobbut ate a bun as he walked along.” 
Hang Lord Rocket ! I hate him ! 

After luncheon— which I haven’t in the least enjoyed, 
thanks to Lord Rocket — Keeper says, “We should by 
rights take that little strip back.” 

“By aR means,” I reply; ibut that little strip hack 
means a belt of enormously rough heather, right over 
the top of the hiR we have just descended. I toR back 
up the steep slope and stumble through the cruel bushes 
mechanicaUy, hopelessly. Keeper says, should 

be some birds on the top, but there ’s no telling,” Of 
course there’s no teRing; and of course there are no 
birds— not for me. 

AR this time I have been nearly roasted by the sun, 
when suddenly it sets in to rain. It ’s a cold, drizzling, 
wetting rain. I ask Keeper whether he thinks it wRl 
be a wet afternoon. He replies, that it’s “ only heat.” 
On the contrary, I find it decidedly cold. 

The ling soon gets as sRppery as sea-weed, but Keeper 
doesn’t suggest returning home ; and as I know dinner 
was ordered at eight, I shouldn’t like to sneak home, in 
an unsportsmanlike style, at five. So I plod on. 

The rain (or heat) quite benumbs my hands. I sup- 

F 3se I enjoy this very much ; for, after aR, it is sport. 

wonder what bags the rest of the party are making ? I 
have only got two brace, though it’s wonderful how 
many birds Keeper declares I ’ve killed, which fly away 
notwithstanding. I must have kiRed quite ten brace ; 
and I sbaR count them, if any one asks what I ’ve kiUed. 

AR of a sudden Dog, in ranging, frightens a bird 
away without pointing it. Keeper’s wrath is extreme. 
He belabours wretched Dog with, his ramrod, which is 
also Ms walking-stick. He calls him a monkey-faced 
brat, and the poor animal’s whines might be heard aR 
the country round. I wonder he doesn’t bite. I should 
think he would bite me if I beat Mm like that. The 
Bag-carrier watches the castigation soberly and silently, 
I haven’t the moral courage to say a word. When it ’s 
over, the poor brute positively fawns on Keeper, as if he 
considered him the best friend he had in the world. 
Such meanness is disgusting! One would think he 
thought the beating came from me. After aU, dogs 
must be very like men, and love best those who lick 
them most. Thucydides, I believe, has some such re- 
mark— of ip.en, not of dogs. He^knew nothing about 
pointers. 

We have now come to a large peat bog, studded with 
Httle islets of heather. It’s no longer walking, but 
jumping, with the danger of a peat-bath, and possibly 
a peat-grave. 

I no longer feel pold, but hot. both in mind and body^ 
All of a sudden Keeper cries, “ Mark I ” as an old cook 
grouse emerges from nis Mding-place, and crows defiance 
at me. In tajdng aiim I lose my footing. IbeRevelhear 
Bag-carrier laugh as I f aR into what 1 have no doubt wiR 
prove a bottomless bog. Thank goodness, I gp no further 
than my knees ; but my nerves are shaken : and I boldly 
teR Keeper I’m going home. He accedes, soornfuRy, 
and looks as though he thought the ghost of Lord 
Rocket would haunt both of us for ever. 

On the way home Dog suddenly makes a dead point, 
and I stand expectant once more. This time it isn’t 
even a lark, but only a Daddy Long-legs. Yet I bad 
to go up ^ considerable hRl after that Daddy Long-legs. 

I deserve some champagne. I hope X shall get it. 

As I trudge home dead-beat I can’t help thinking that 
if, as Mr. Ruskih says, it is a nobler occupation to try to 
make wild birds tame than tame birds wRd, I at least have 
done my little to Gncpur.agei, wRd grouse to lay aside 
their timidity of man. However, I forget my fatigue in 
the delightftu anticipation of talking over my prowess to 
Mrs. and Miss PnETiii^AJir. They know nothing about 
:ouae-shopting 4 esscept that it ’s a very fine thing, and 
nt aU who ijahe part in it are very fine fellows. 

I deserve some compenSsation for aR I have suffered ; 
to say nothing of the soyereign I shaR have to give 
Keeper, and the half-crown to the boy who has carried 
the W« I don’tfeel Mther of them has* earned Ms money. 




DhcokStitutiohal.— Counts in the Honse of Commons, j 
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STUDY AT A QUIET FRENCH WATERING-PLACE. 

“ Now, THISN,^ ^Mofisoa, YOXTR ToBM IS OP THE MawLIBST BsATTir, AND YOU ABB ALTOOBTHBE A MOST ATfEACTlYB OBJECT ; BUT 
' YOXr’VB STOOD THBRB LONG BNOTJGE. So JUMP IN AND HAVE DONE WITH IT I’* 


A mW BKYS IN A COUNTEY-HOUSE, 

The New Arrivals — C^inions — T^e Ladies — Etiquette — Ee-^arrange" 
ments—EooDELs' Information’-- Chatting— A Thorough Bore. 

Boodels’ great merit is his superlative valuatiou of Ms friends. 
The more recent his acqnaintance with them, the more brilliant 
they are in his eyes — like new fiirnitnre or patent leather boots jnst 
sent home. When Boodels makes new friends, he likes them to 
be sent to his home at once, just as he does with new purchases. 
Consequently, the Buddemehs, whom he first met quite recently at 
Scarborough, have already arrived, and we have been prepared, by 
Boodels’ enthusiastic description, to see something exceptionally | 
brilliant. Mbs. Buldeemee— Boodeis always speaks of the lady 
first, giving you to understand that she, has generally been the 
attraction *7- “Mes. Buddeemee,*’ he says, “is simply the hand- 
somest woman he has ever met. She is so charming, so unafieoted, 
and her dresses are the most expensive things you ever saw, and 
her taste exquisite!’^ Me. Bttddeemek (he is not always so 
enthusiastio, we notice; about the husband) is a very clever man. 
He is connected, says Boodels, with several scientific societies, 
and there ’s hardly a subject on which he is not thoroughly well 
informed. “ He writes, I believe,” Boodels adds, “ for the Saturday 
Review and The Quarterly. 

“ So do I,” cries Milbued, winking at me. 

“ You i ” retorts Boodels, contemptuously. 

“Yes I do,” Milbued returns. “I write for' the Saturday 
Review— the office, whenever I want it, inclosinjg sixpence-half- 
penny, and they always send it. Ha! ha! haf Eh?” Then 
turning to me, and alluding to Boodels, “He thought 1 wrote 
articles for the paper. Ha ! ha I ha 1 ” 

“ And Miss Buddeemee ? ” 1 ask, anxious to return to the subject 
and nip Melbued’s fun in the bud. 

“ She is his daughter by a &st marriage,” Boodels answers. 
“ One of the cleverest and most amusing girls I ever met. There 
isn’t a novel she doesn’t read.” 

“ Pretty ? ” is the natural inquiry from Ms audience. 


“ She ’s very pretty. In fact,” he goes on, feeling that he has not 
said half enough about her, “ she is, simply, the prettiest girl I ’ve 
ever seen, I thmk. And she ’s an heiress with about fifty thousand 
pounds of her own. She dresses magnificently. Such diamonds! 
But so has Mbs. Buddeemee : they ’re literally smothered'; in 
diamonds.” 

“ What’s old Buddeemee then? ” asks Milbued, who affects to 
be no respecter of persons. “A money-lender? Eh! Hal ha! 
ha I He ’s old Shixty-per-Shent. Ha I ha I ha ! ” 

Boodels is thoroughly annoyed with Mubued. 

“ They are my guests,” says Boodels, sniffing indignantly; “ and, 
if they’re not good enough for you^ you can go.” 

“ All right, old boy! ” returns Milbued with the utmost good- 
humour. “ I don’t mean anything, you know. I ’ll get old Bod- 
DEEMEE to lend me a few thousands, and then marry Ms daughter 
in order to pay Mm back, Ha ! ha ! ha ! ” 

Milbued has been asked here expressly because “there never 
was such a fellow for a country-house as Milbued for keeping 
everyone in such good spirits,” and not a day— not an evening— has 
passed, without everyone being on the verge of a row with some one 
(generally with Boodels himself,) in consequence of Milbued. 
Milbued has a most good-hnmonred and pleasant knack of setting 
everyone by the ears, and then retiring, as it were, from the field ox 
battle, occasionally returning, conversationally, to see how the 
fight ’s going on, and jnst joining in, siding first with one side then 
with another, just to keep the game alive. As for Mmself, he only 
says the rudest things in the heartiest manner ; and as he hasn’t an 
idea of what delicate consideration means, nobody likes to attempt 
a repartee with him, because he is sure to reply with something 
personal and peculiarly objectionable. Again, you can’t do much, 
m the cutting retort line, against a strong young man, whose never- 
failing repartee is a whack on your back with his big open palm, 


nas ” a gauc^ ” w«n me servants, milbued at oiimer poses tat 
them, and is stronger in broad farce (in “ clowning,” the Poet 
Mumlet calls it) than in comedy. 



“DISPUTED EMPIRE!” 
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A FAOT-CFREE TRANSLATION-) 

Omtom-JEtouse Officer, “Has yoxtb Dog been Yekified ? ** Brovm, * 


“ What bo you mean ? ”i 


a very old friend of mine. He ’s 
the wittiest, cleverest fellow yon 
ever met. It^s most diJBBloTLlt to 
get him to come and stay a few 
days, as he ’s always with the 
Prince, or at the Duxe oe 
Strawbuet’s place, or with some 
of oxir greatest swells.’^ 

Mss. Bxtbbeemes is a rather 
tall, elegant lady. There seems to 
be a great deal of velvet and glit- 
ter about her, also lace. She is the 
first person you see on entering the 
room, and the first person who 
sees yon. Yon recognise her voice 
as Mrs. Budbemee’s, though 
yon Ve never heard it before. She 
is still a handsome woman. Her 
eyes invite you to come np and 
talk as an intimate friend at once. 
Mumlby is caught. The Composer 
is caught. I am caught. We 
are all caught in order, hooked, 
landed. She is the Trimmer — 
very much the Trimmer— and we 
are the Eels. HAiaaonr Mxjmlbt, 
who came in like a sulky lion, is 
going on like a silly lamb. PoG- 
MosEthe Composer, who assumed 
indifierence (everyone comes into 
the drawing-room in Ms own 
peculiar manner, both before and 
after dinner), is now standing by 
Miss Bxjbdebmee, pointmg out 
the beauties of the garden. I 
want to take my turn with Mbs. 
Bubdeemer, but Milbueb is with 
her, and if I go np now, he is sure 
to say something unpleasant, per- 
sonal, about myself. He has no 
tact. Boobeis, however, intro- 
duces me, and leaves me. Mrs. 


Custom/Sousc Officer, ** Has he been passed by the Yeeifioaxoe, like the best op yofe Bubbeemee acknowledges my 
9 ’> My Dog's not a ‘BagagbM” ** — 


‘Bagages’ ? ’ 


presence, but resumes her con- 


OmtomSouse Officer, “ He is very large foe a Dog I How would you that we should enow yersation as if I were a paren- 


jiF BE DOES NOT CONTAIN OBJECTS OF CONTRABAND, PAEBLEU/ ” thesis iu the middle of ajenteuce. 

1 ■ . ■■ — ■' - - -- - , MiLBUEB ignores me. I feel ih- 

1 This eyening the presence of the new arrivals causes an alteration in the table arrangement, dined to walk away, but then I 
i Hamlin Mumiet the Poet, who has been, till now in the Yice-Chair, is deposed to make room fbr ‘am sure timy woulddaugh at me 
1 Me. Bubdeemee : “ because,” says Boobels (who has his own views of the strictest etiijuette) “ he is behind my back, V^at they axe 
ithe older man, and you can't put a bachelor at the bottom of the table when there’s a married tjtog about* I haven t the 
'man present.” jsIjighteBt idea, BoopEXS should 

' Somehow we, of the previous established party, are inclined to resent tMs. We are ^ oMer have chosen another moment for 
1 friends of Boobels than this Me. Bubdeemee, whom he only met last year at Scarborough. “ A Jew inROduction. ^ 

* money-lender, or a swindler, for anything Boobels knows about Mm,” insists Milbubb, I don t tlmk he was alwys 

* Boobels takes an opportunity of informing us, pointedly before Miibued, that the Bubbermebs like that, ^ she obwrv^to -Mil- 
live in the best society ; that they axe out every night during the season, except when they are giving BU^, taJmg up the tJirea,d ^ 
most splendid parties at their own house; that they have the most beautiful equipage in London; their ijrevions conversation wMoh 

1 that they go to the Peincb oe Wales’s garden-parties ; that there isi^’t a State Ball to wMch they are I had intenrupted. 
not invitea ; that privately, without anyone knowing much ahout it, she (Mbs. Bubbeeioe) visits the Miibued, 

Queen at Buckingham Palace, “and is” (Boobels informs us thej more emphatically because he alter her escapee. You see it 
detects Mububb winking) constantly at Windsor; not, of course, when anyone 's there, but as a was a very unpl^aant ap^r. 
private friend. But,” Ik>0BELS adds, as- though he were afraid of having committed some breach of ihey don t even throw me a hint 
confidence about his Scarborough acq^uaintances, “don’t talk of it before ^Am.” . . ® j * i «< * x ^ 

“ No, I should think it would be a sore subject,” says Milbued, giving me a pamfolly sharp nudge, to leel out ot it, but 1 do. 
But Boobels pays no attention to his remark, _ ^ i rr a course. But it w^as her 

We are all of us oppressed by this greatness being thrust upon us. For my part, when [I am fault making^ so imbJie. 
dressing for dinner on the Mst evening of their arrival, I feel inclined to go to bed, and leave the Partly. How did you like 

Bubbeembes to Boobels, . ^ ^ o /vt_ xi. 

PoGMORE, Mumley, and Mixbueb are all more or less sulky about it, and agpcee that- the charm of The creams ? Oh, they were 

the Dlaoe will he thoroughlv destroyed by this incursion. _ _ thew 


a money-dender, and the whole party as, probably, “ swindlers” who have ganpioned. twoBELS. at tnem^merouuiw, 

Scarborough, has dressed rapidly, has been do^wn in the drawing-room a i^m qnartor of an hour Sha used, rou Jmow what 
before anybody else, has tiorouglily ingratiated Mmself mtii the new arrivfdi, and Ms conciliated' wey to say in the r 
Boobels to such an e:s^tent, that 1 overhear oiir host in tlwi recess in. conversatiBn with Mbs. BtjbdeEt- 

informing her that his old friend Mubtirb is the cleverest, wit^sj mn he has ever met, that , used tg call them i^e WMKPed 
he^ keep you in a roar ^ laughter, lliat he is the Ma and soul of every Countey House. ^^d, ^ t » 

he adds, m order to increase Ms present house vafrLq,^te is a ihost«iffi.cult man to get told of, he s 

*^^<^ytMnkf” f hear Mbs. Bxjbbeembe observe to Boobels, “ I remeimber meeting him at Brikfidd, thafc^s v^y 
the Duke of Steawboeobgh’s place, two years ago.” , . 

“ Yery likely,” says Boobels, carelessly. Had Milbubb himself told him of Ms hfVing ^ep ip- But ^le she laughs at to- 
such aristocratic society, Boobels wouldn’t have believed him, but, t^ng it on Mbs, BuBDEEMia bheb s' wxetohed non^nse, sh^ « 
authority, it assumes the greatest importance as a fact, and Miibubb’s value has gone up immps^^^^ only pretending to laugh*. I m 
i-r, Tn -fiitiiTA of MuBHED will be. ‘^on’t vou know him ? Ohl ha s^ sure-rnsha looks at W uaaph 





as to say, “ Do talk, do join and relieye me, I ’m sure I ’d muck 
ratker talk to tkan kirn, and if you begin perkaps ke ’U go.’^ 

As tke Poet and tke Composer, early next day, express a very 
favourable opinion of Mns. Btjddeemeb., I wonder if they felt this 
(Mrait as well as myself. 

^‘Me. Boodels kas no Lawn Tennis ground here, kas ke ?” ske 
observes, as a ckance to me. 

“ No, ke kasn’t. Bo you play, Mns. Bxtddemeb ? ” I ask. 

* ‘ A little. I began it last year.” 

“ You don^t play, do you ? ” breaks in Mubtjkd to me, loudly and 
rudely. He kas Had his innings ; wky canH ke let me have mine ? 
I feel a presentiment tkat ke intends saying something objectionable 
'so as to make me appear ridiculous before Mbs. Bttddebhbb. These 
are kis tactics invariably. 

“ Not much,” I reply, and am going on to talk to Mbs. Bun- 
debmeb on more interestmg subjects, when Mububp laughs loudly, 
land says— 

; ** You ought to plav regularly two hours a day. Tkat would fine 
tyou down a bit, Ha I ka I ka ! ” 

; If I retorted tkat While I was playing Lawn Tennis ho ongkt to 
go to school and learn manners,” ke would reply, “ Well, ym teach 
me— you’re old enouoh,^^ And I should ke obliged to take it all 
good-temperedly^ although if for this sort of tmng I could, with 
moral and physical safety to myself, call Milbubd out into tke 
garden, now, on tke spot, and shoot him, 1 would. I don’t mean to 
say that I feel sangoinary and revengeful, hut I should just like to 
shoot him sufficiently to give him a lesson ; and I feel tkat if every 
one could snoot Milbubb whenever ke was rudely personal, ke 
would soon be stopped without being destroyed, and Society would 
be considerably tke gainer. 

Tke dinner-gong lortunately sounds at tki« moment. Foge:obe 
has to escort l&ss Bxn)]DEBM:m, who is small, with light frizzy hair, 
and a pair of eye-glasses wMen is perpetually using. She is a 
sharp, quick udker, and is far older in manner than her step- 
mother. 

Mb. Bxtddiebheb is portentous. He is bald. On the strength of 


this he is accredited with intellectual superiority. Milbttbd says 
“ he is a very clear-headed man,” but explaias that he alludes W 
the absence of hair. He has a philosophic heard, and if in classic 
drapery, would ke an excellent model for Mb. Potnteb, or Mb. Alma 
Tadema. He is opinionated, and argumentative. He reads everjr- 
tking, and apparently learns leading articles ofi by heart. He is 
impervious to MiLBimn’s jokes. He is one of those nuisances who 
will read tke newspaper alond to you at breakfast. He is down first 
(that we found out ou tke moruiug after kis arrival), and seizes the 
Times, leaving only tke advertisement portion on tke table. He 
destroys everyone’s enjoyment of tke news of tke day by telling it 
us beiorekand, picking out bits here and there, prefacing them 
with suck exclamations as Bear me ! ” ** Only imagine I ” ** Bless 
my soul I” or “That’s very remarkable I” or ^‘That’s very 
slacange I ” in order to induce someone to ask kimi “ What ’s very 
strange?”./* WhaVs very remarkable?” and so forth, when he 
invariably reads tke paragraph aloud in tke most impressive 
manner. 

If (as happens after an experience of three mornings) no one takes 
any notice of him, ke begins, ** There ’s a had accident at Boddle- 
krook Junction”— and then reads it; or ke observes, **I don’t 
think a Magistrate is justified in saying ” — ^tken comes tke Police 
News. Milbttbj) does tke state some service at tke close of tke 
fourth breakfast by saying, ** I wish yon ’d keep tkat to yourself I 
You ’re so confidential ! Ha ! ka ! ka ! ka ! ” 

Mr. Bxtbbebmer tke Bald (tke Poet calls him “Baldest tke 
Beautiful”) takes tke hint and tke paper; with wkiok ke dis- 
appears every morning, and there is tke greatest difficulty in finding 
it again. This is kis revenge. 

The Bald One is now vice-chairman of tke hospitable board at 
Boodels. 


SCABS Arm HIS STARE. 

The two newly-discovered satellites of Mars have been christened 
General Eoutine and General Bed Tape. 
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As SEEK BT Ma¥0SSY AND HIS PARTY IN THE BAY OE IsMID. ThE CaiQTJE-MeN SAID 
IT WAS ONLY Fishermen, but we knew better / 


ALARMING INROADS OP THE C. B. 

Oua public oflBloes, usually so calm, not to say stagnant, at this season of tbe^ year, have 
been thrown into such commotion through the thoughtlessness of Entomologists in America, 
and the recklessness of Naturalists at home, that Mr* ^unch is astonished that the follow- 
ing startling occurrences have not ere this found their way to the daily journals through 
their Own Correspondents in "WTiitehall and Somerset House. 


On Monday last one of the sorters at the Post-oifioe in St. Martins-le-Grand, named 
Murphy, had not returned at night as was his custom, to the bosom of his family. On 
search being made next morning, the wretched man was discovered in the Parcel Post De- 
partment completely covered, from head to foot, with a moving mass of Colorado Beetles, 
which had escaped during the night from the small card-board receptacles in which they 
had traversed the ocean in the mail-bags of Cunard and Black Ball Steamers. Nothing was 
left of the unfortunate Murphy but his skin. 


THE OLD STORY. 

(JSclentiJio Version.) 

Scene — Mount JBdgecumbe* 

Time— the Meeting of the British 
Association* 

Professor Edwin Brown, F.R.S., to 
Dr. Anoeiina Jones, M.D, 

At the Professors’ Ball to-night 
Our orbits crossed ; and still 
Throbs on my arm of fingers light 
The sweet magnetic thrill. 

Like twin spheres through ellipses due, 

A double constellation, 

We moved to rhythmic music true, 

In axial rotation. 

The blood-corpuscles in my heart 
Were stirred to sweetest tones, 

As into voice electric start 
Pulses of telephones. 

We met again, and yet again, 

And, unlike gravitation, 

The psychic force which made ns fain, 
Increased by separation. 

My senses you the more seduced— 

Such Cupid’s master malice is — 

When to'your elements reduced 
By chemical analysis. 

“ To iron in her blood is due ” ^ 

(I said) “ that cheek’s rare crimson ; 

Her silken tresses’ golden hue 
Means prevalence of brimstone. 

To protoplasm her cells were wronght 
Fpm ether’s vortex-rings, 

While, for her rearing, sunbeams brought 
Their wave of golden wings. 

Her feelings may be all resolved 
To cerebral attrition ; 

Mere energy,” I said, eyolved 
From bram-deoompdsition.” 

In vain ! With love I glow the more, 

The more I analyse you,™. 

Sum up your elemental score, 

And but the higher prize you. 

Then speak, Automaton divine, 

And save me from distraction ; 

Let our two lives in one comhine 
By mutual attraction I 

* * * 

Thanks, love ; the sun withdraws his light 
In cirrhous vapour-masses ; 

His beam, which noon combines to white, 
Through rainbow-glories passes. 

Like him our spectrum let ’s extend 
Past visual rays far-shining, 

Nor know of love or life an end, 

In new force-forms oombiniDg I 


The Adjntant-G-eneral’s Office was thrown into consternation on OChursday by the appew- 
ance on the wall behind the Adjutant-G-eneral’s chair of an insect which was speedily 
identified, by the aid of fiield-glasses, as a Colorado Beetle of the largest size. The Aide- 
de-camp present on duty promptly sent an Orderly for a potato, while the A^’utant- 
General and several Field-officers present took advantage of the high ground offered by an 
adjacent sideboard to reconnoitre the enemy. Skirmishers were thrown out, on the arrival 
of the potato, in the persons of the Aide-de-camp and the Orderly, and after a flank move- 
ment on the Beetle, the potato was unmasked, and the enemy, making a dash at its favourite 
frnit, was drawn to an ambuscade represented by the ofifioiu inks^irrd. ^ At this moment 
the sideboard gave way with a crash, and the Adjutant-General and his forces fell hack 
on their rear, where they were when onr Correspondent sent off his dispatch. We shall try 
to report the conclusion of the engagement. i 


A cleaner in the House of Commons was taken ont in a violent flt of hysterics on Friday, 
brought on by the approacb of two Colorado Beetles, from under the Benches where the Ob- 
structive Irish Meinbers used to congregate. The Sergeont-at-Arms was sent for to expel 
the intruders, but though sHced potatoes haye been plentifully scattered about as a bait, no 
further trace of them has as yet been discovered. 


Too Obvious. 

Me. Punch hereby gives warning that ’ 
having already received one hundred para- 
graphs ringing the changes on the name 
and feat of Mr. Cattle — to the effect that 
Captain Webb’s rival having got out of the 
water flfty yards from the shore cannot be 
said to have completed his swim across 
Channel without Cavil,— all future per- 
petrators of the same will he proceeded 
against with the utmost rigour of the waste- 
paper basket. 

For Cantabs. — “ Smith’s Prize ” for 
1877. Appointment as First Lord of the 
Admiralty. 
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THE ECLIPSE OF THE MOON. 

{By Ob^eT'cer Hatoinoh.) 






“ "Wliat, dostn’t know what that tkere is, 
Por sich folly to ^scape thy lips ? 

That monster as meaks thee stare is, 

Thee Mooncalf, the Moon’s Eclipse* 
There was prawfuts to foorwaxn thee 
If theed’st sense and eyes to look:, 
Why, didn’t thy Almanac larn thee ? 

Or ca’stn’t thee rade thy hook ? ” 

Says Dicse, “ I bain’t no seollard, 

Bnt that there zign in the sky, 

Wxin’t a zoon wi’ war be fuller'd, 

Or a fammnn or plag bimehy ? ” 

** Taa, Dick, thee wanted’st swishnn, 

At Sunday School, ’tie true, 

: But loor, by sooperstishun 
I How thee bist ate up too ! 


HE zummer'day wus ended ; ^ 

I The sky wus clear and bright ; 

The Moon wus shinun splendid, 

Like a cheese o zilveree light. 

The zilunce wus unbroken, 

Whilst, restun arter tile, 

My pipe in pace a smokun, 

1 zat athnrt a stile. 

^ Till that there son o’ labour, 

Dick Dxjmpee, he come by, 

//J And says, “ Howbistthee, neighbour ? ” 
In aanswer, “ Chuff,” says I. 

' But what look’st thee so glum at— 
Like an owl at an air-balloon ? ” 

“ I thinks as how there ’s zummat 
The matter wi’ the Moon.” 

And sure aloft just peepun, 

There I zee like what med sim 
A gujt brown counter, creepun 
Upon the Moon’s left rim ; 

Which sight made Dick to holler, 

“ ’Tis like a dragon’s snout, 

The Moon a gwiun to swaller.” 

An ignurnt countree lont 1 

** Ko faith in zigna dwoan’t pleeaoe, 

That, what a zign thee ’st call, 

, Is the Earth on the Moon’s bright yeeace, 

A ylingun a shade — ^tbat ’s all. 

Zigns han’t no zignifications, 

He ’s a donkey and Simon Pure j 

As belaves the ass-seyerations, 

‘ O’ Zadkiel and FjaANSUS Mooke.” 

Zo we watched the Eclipse, like many, 

Till the Moon turned copper-brown, 

And her veeaoe looked like a peimy. 

Instead o’ a half-o’-crown. 

Then agenst the hour o’ olosun, — 

When the^Rising Sun they clear, 

And driye us all whoam to dozuH, — 

We went for our drops o’ beer. 


TRUTH IN A HOLY WELL. 

Peksons about to proceed on pilgrimages to 
such sacred places as Lourdes and La Saktte 
should meditate on the following illustration of 

Religious Mania.— Two young girls in a fit of 
religious enthusiasm hare drowned themselves in the 
Holy Well at Marpingen, in Rhenibli Prussia. The 
miraculous power of the well— a recent Ultramontane 
discovery— gave rise a short time ago to painful dis- 
closures, which necessitated the interference of the 
police.” 

So that whether or no the well at Marpingen has 
the power of curing, it certainly has that of kill- 
ing. _ Like all wells which are deep enough, it 
occasionally drowns people — and no wonder. If 
it had only refused to drown those religious 
enthusiasts, the two young girls who jumped 
into it in a paroxysm of their disorder — what a 
miracle that would have been for tUo Ultramon- 
tanes! Miraculous wells in general, we would 
profanely suggest, are different from the well 
wherein Truth lies. 


DRY GRAZTNa GROUND. 

Accokding to the Meat and Provision Trades^ 
Review^ Consul Perceval, at Port Said, invited 
to report on the cattle that could be supplied to 
England from his district, returned Lord Derby 
the following answer ; — 

“ My Lord,— With reference to the Foreign Office Cir- 
cular of the 19th ult., I have the honour to infoim your 
Lordship that, ihe whole of my district being desert, 
there are no eheep or cattle thereon.” 

What was the Foreign Office thinking of to 
request information respecting the amount of 
animal food obtainable from the desert about Port 
Siid ? Anyone must have known it would supply 
nothing, in the beef or mutton way, except in the 
formot the venerable pun, “The sand-wich you 
find there.” 

Ex-Nilo. — T he Nile refuses to riv«?e as usual. 
No doubt Mr. Stanley has succeeded in turning 
off the upper waters into another channel. The 
D. Y. will in due time inform us. 


OUE EEPEESENTATIVE MAN AT A BALLET. 

Sir,— -A Ballet ! a very pet of a Ballet! I haven’t seen such a 
thing for yeaira. -Do you remember what Box said to Oox as a 
reason for his not having seen the Bosjesmans, a p(»pular exhibition 
when that old farce was new. “ Noi, sir, I haven’t seen them. My 
^fe wouldn’t let me.” Of course, this was not the reason for my not 
haying witnessed a ballet for years, but still I thought I could not 
better improve the occasion offered by the fact of Your Represen- 
tative s Representative, his alter ego (or his other eye), being at the 
sea-side, than by dropping in at 10 a most convenient hour, 
at the Alhambra, in order to see Mr. TsompfeON’s Yola 7 t,de, to which 
J hfl-d alluded in my letter last week. Let me at once say that 
Mr. ^cob’s music is light, gracefal,and, whtere necessary, dramatic ; 
and that Me. Calcott’s scenery, specially the Japanese Aiene, with 
cascade of real water, is most picturesque. The costumes again, 
specially the Japanese, are thoroughly novel, and the combination of 
colour grouped on the stage is as effective as anything hitherto 
produced at this place. 

hi ess you,” a ballet generally seems to say, like the 
^ this is toot so 

Thompson’s Yolande. The novelty in the Tolande is the- 
laet iff there being a story, though not a very strong or long one, told 
m pantomime by four principal characters, of whom Mlxe. Gillert 
does tax more than mere posing, posturing, and dancing. ‘She acts, 
and her fall, after the capitally fought duel with M. A, Josset, in 
toe first scene, -had it been in a melodrama, would have electrified 
the house. The interwt of the story ceases, unfortunately, with 
^elf^^ which, as I have hinted, is a little drama in' 

1 sw by a* proRTamme that this ‘'JRomantic BalUt and Action ” 
was invented and dettffned" by Mb. Aukkbd Thompson, whik the 

of the Qmid Opferai 
AirflKar ef the Ballet invents tbe aiotioBs 
whwA, aw hffl a^ Bablie, How does he do itf, 

Does he go thiongh it in his Does he fay aS. So? 


business, all the “action” of the scene by himself to himself, and 
not say nothing to nobody.” 1 am det-ply interested. 

I should like to write a ballet. Bnter Ar<Uo/eio. Antonio strokes 

hisjacQ three times to indicate What? I don’t know. Who 

knows P I Can imagine actions for love (t^hreh would be breach of 
promise cases, and others in the Court of Loan Penzance), aJso for 
hunger, and despair ; but what does a baliet-danoer mean by stroking 
tmr face With her right hand, unless she wishes to convey the 
idea that the person she is in love with has (or has not) a Ward ? 
Why does she imperiously point to her right toe? Why does she 
spread out both her hands and shake her head at the public, and 
then ruu away ? Why do lovers in ballets always have a little game 
With a rose or a bouquet, tbe gentleman dancer offering it and with- 
drawingAt, and lady running away, under his arm, to the other 
side or toe stage ? Where did this originate ? Is it tlio custom of 
any country whatever ? If so, where ? And aren’t they tired of it 
by this time ? 

Yolmide^ it is true, has this hiJe-aud-seek bouquet dance in it, 
but otherwise It is novel and original, and it is a step— or rather 
steps— in toe right direction, that is, in the direction of a ballet of 

«-etion. But if I am asked to write a' 
b^et of action,” I should consult a solicitor, a dancing solicitor, 
01 course. 

Hppiny tlwA ipie Alhambra Company generally wffl appreciate’ 
tbe interest ot r ■>lande, and recommending the stayers in town to 
see it, I remain ever 

YoUE REPRlB8K»®A«im : 

r 

Apropos Acrostic* 

P ARNELL. 

0 ’Donnell* 

N OLAN* 

G RAY, ? 

O ’Go38MAN. 1 

BI6^cl^ABwon^tfadiadef««lwe to tlmiBtljropoad’e feeling , 
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daily care, to prop a perilous wall or mend a leaky roof bysucli means as 
iN V. RESTORhTiON. are obviously meant for support or ooverinj, and show no prefcenee of other 

art, and otherwise to resist all tampering with either the fabric or ornament 

I E 'VS'alls had niDuths as well as ears, of the building as it stands; if it has become inconvenient for its present 
‘ ‘ Save us from my friends ” might raise another building rather than alter or enlarge the old one ; in 

he the cry of many an ancient bnud- ^reat our ancient buildings as monuments of a bygone art, created by 

ing. If ext to wanton Destmotion, their manners, that modern art cannot meddle with without destroying/' 


most deadly enemy has been yrUM Ees- And they oonolude, as Funch conclndes with them, 
toration— the Eestoration that consists in „ 

polling down all that testifies to the time , Thns, and thus only, shaU we escape the reproach of our learning being 
Between the w-i g ina.l erection of the ‘""d mto a snare to us ; thus, and thus only, can we protect our ancient 
bnUding and the present day. Old hnEd- instruotiye and yenerable to those that come 

ings interest most of us, as a rule, more * 

through their associations than their 

arehiteeture. And, even reproduction of ^ MENAGERIE ON THE MOVE 

the original' Architecture is, in most 

oases, felt to be dearly purchased by J. Frotestfrom a Timid T, G. 

^read^^ttie^^histor^^ or ^ Curious ^’RBIGHT.— The Chatham and Dover Railway Company has, 

Yve reaa tiie_ Jiisnory qi unuron or throuo.h ir.,.* noTirinftTif.ai ivToTiAo-Ar. naTtfaiTi fn /aIiVav J. 


A MENAGERIE ON THE MOVE. 

J. Frotestfrom a Timid T, G, 


We read the historv of Church or A Curious Freight.— T he Chatham and Dover Railway Company has, 
u ^-hrough its Continental Manager, Captain G-odbold, arranged to deliver at 

® ^ k Alexandra Palace, within twenty-fonr hours of its collection in Paris, the 

f ' fWk j ^ XI. body caravan of Nubian animals now being exhibited at the Jardin d’Acclimata- 

ir (1 W graited on tne iiomanesqiue tioninthat city. The collection, which includes seventeen racing drome- 

' / ^ head, and supported on one daries, eight giraffes, three rhinoeeri, five elephants, buffaloes, and goats, 

I'' ¥ tl •' n Decorated and one Debased hunting dogs and ostriches, will be transported under the care of the fourteen 

lower-extremity. Old Time Ifubian hunters who captured the animals." 

Shoye^t’^y^M^'^^^t Bless my^hones I What next, I wonder I Barely this must he a 
^®ssay tMs Are sort thing was very well in Ifoah’s Ark, 

~ ^ ” tj, “ jSSt loS„S. ^ “ Miivioi-lsialwan 1 Md tap. tl.y 

ttata p“ «» *-*»•«* »•"*>> '•» 

There was life in even the wDdest of the old Boy’s vagaries, and Ifever liked them Iron-Roads, Sir I too much row and risk for me. 
he never jumped over a style without leaving you something to But this notion simply is the horridest I ever see. 
le^n, if oiuy m the measurement of his footprints. Wasn’t busts and spills and smashes dangers quite enough, but 

But your scientific restorer won’t stand [any of old Time’s non- what 

sense. He shuts him in the stocks of style, and denies him the right They must add the chance of being crunched or swallowed to the 
of even making his mark, much less leaving his record on those old lot ? 

erections, which from dead/’,' walls he made living by his hand- 

writing. ^ ^ ^ Well boxed up ? Oh, don’t tell me I Why jest suppose there came 

At last Restoration has gone such lengths in destruction of all a smash ; 

traces of the past in our Cathedrals and Churches that those who All the beasts as wasn’t killed for liberty ’ud make a dash, 
love to question the past, and take an interest in its record, have Whereupon—oh! g-r-r-rl it ’s gruesome. What a very lively go, 
been roused to protest, by forming a society for “the Protection of Bolting down a ten-mile cutting followed by a buffalo ! 

Ancient Buildings,” not against old Time, but his enemy, the new « • i • o /m, i -o xxt. > xi. t 

Trim. This Society numbers, among its members, many of our Specif kam? Oh, very hkely. But there’s others on the line, 
most distinguished artists, and lovers of Art, and has for its Secre- ^hi® Jamrach lot might chance to be in front or rear of mine, 
tarv one of our foremost poets. I my very marrer ciiiUs at pioturing me or Mibz 

Here is their explanation^f the need which has brought such a ^^oed by a Rhmoeeros or huuted by a Dromedary. 

. , Hubian huuters too. How nleel Great thick-lipped darkies, I 

“ Mo doubt,” they say, “ within the last fifty years a new interest, almost suppose, 

another sense, ^ arisen ia moierit buadinM; and they hare become Nearly na ; leastways, witByittle in the way of' Christian 


■ Society into Being': ^ NaBian hunters too. How nice! Q-reat thick-Upped darkies, I 

“ Mo doubt,” they say, “ within the last fifty years a new interest, almost suppose, 

another sense, ^ arisen in moient buadinM; and they hare become Nearly na ; leastways, with’Jittle in the way of' Christian 

the subject of one of the most interesting of studies, and of an enthusiasm clothes " ^ 

religious, historical, artistic, which is one of the undoubted gains of onr Almost worup'thsTi t’other warmints • don’t Ulro Ostritroa and annh 

time: yet we think, that if the present treatment of them be oontinued, onr J 

descendants will find them useless for study and chilling to enthusiasm. We ^ hare black Mimrod braudishiug his spear, oh Moses . it s 
think that those last fifty years of knowledge and attention have done more “too muou . 

^a*Se4p“°“ than all the foregoing eenturies of reyolution. yiolenoe, . 

“For Architecture, long decaying, died out, as a popular art at least, Just always be a looking out for claws aud teeth and tails. , 

as the knowledge of medimval art was bora. So that the civiUsed world of Couldn’t take my forty winks but I ’d expect to wake and see 
the nineteenth century has no style of its own amidst its wide knowledge of A tiger hooking Ma.et off, a sarpint making eyes at me. 

the styles of other centuries. _From this lack and this gain arose in men’s 

minds the strange idea of the Restoration of ancient buildings ; a strange and 

I a most fatal idea, which by its very name implies that it is possible to strip xi^i-t x 

from a budding this, that, and the other' part of its history— of its life that is, * Dissent ana DiSestaDlisninent . 

and then to stey the hand at some arbitrary point, and leaye it stUl historical, The EituaHstie extravagances ia All HaUow’s, SontB,wark, 
h^, and even as It once was.’’ Beentooluoed By tie Eev. &:ir. BEExlEr! 

Most people who have shivered under the chiU struck by some Yicar of the District, are denounced in an address to the Bishob of 
brand-new and intensely old building fresh from the hand of the Rochester voted the other night at a public meeting, in a report/of 
Restorer, must have felt the sensei of emptiness which follows i^vhich it is related of Mr. Bbreelet that : 

me remov^ of . alterations, every one "of wBioB was aUve with « His preaching included flie necessity of Disestablishment, the Seal Pre- 


spirit of the time m wBich itVas made, tod the substitution, of aenoe, Pm^to^.W'Prayera for m^I)ead‘.’’ 
the modern antiquity due to the Restorer’s more or less genius ® .1 « x -lt -r 

’I-*-. * 1 _ !i - - '^Pho na/>aooirvr at Tliaoera rtnstnmftTir ia 


“ His preaching included the necessity of Disestablishment, the Real Pre- 


guided by his more or less knowledge, 
The Society do not hesitate to say. 


The necessity of Disestablishment is an addition to Roman doc- 
trine, apparently of Mr. Berxelex’s own. Ritualistic ^'parsons do 
not generally preach it. But Disestablishment, although not a 


“Of aU the Restorations yet undertaken the worst have meant the reek- point of those Clerical Dissenters’ preachmg, is, ii they are per- 
less stripping a building of some of its most interesting material features ; mitted to persist m their fooleries, very likely to be the rewt of 
while the best have their exact analogy in the Restoration of an old picture, their jpractice. 
where the partly perished work of the ancient craftsmaster has been made 

of toX^'^“*^ thoughfles hack Unseasonable and Seasonable, 

Mot that the Sooietywould let time and weather work their will Sot Politician {who wants to have an argument, stopping a friend 
on venerable walls. They call upon those who have .to deal with just as he is getting into a cal). I say, are you for the Turks f 
them Sp&rting Friend {with gun-case). iloyr I’m for the 

“to put Protection in the place of Restoration, to stave off decay by] Moors I [JDrives off to Fusion Square. ' 
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A PEW DATS Ilf A COUNTRY-HOUSE. 

The Dinner with the New Arrivah — The Vice-- Chair — The First 
Topic — Dinner Cantata— A Suggestion— Trelude-— Finish ^ of 
First Movement — Notes on the Weather — Some of our Fxcite- 
ments — The Blusher— Flunging in— An Awkward Prospect, 

At dinner on this first evening with onr new arrivalsjthe Bud- 
DEEiosES, the order of conversation is as follows :—JFirst, the 
weather^ hy way of prelude (as I subsequently suggest to Poomobb 
the Composet, who might do worse than write a Cantata in Eight 
Couises,and a Dessert, entitled Dinner,— to mg mind a most expan- 
sive idea), led of£ by Btodeemee in the vioe-chair, looking as wise 
as he is bald. In his gravest and most philosophic manner, after 
haying settled himself on his seat and arranged his napkin to his 
liking, Btodebmeb, with the air of a man of science intensely 
interested in the probable forthcoming solution of a problem which 
I has been apparently disturbing his rest for days, puts this question 
to the Poet— 

What sort of weather have you heen having here lately ? ” 

In breathless suspense, and in strained silence, only broken by 
the Butler handing the soup, we await Mumlev’s reply. We, as 


it were, hang on the Poet’s lips. We are all (I feel sure) trying to 
recall what sort of weather it has been during the last three days at 
Boodels, just as boys in a class, dreading individually lest the 
question put hy the master to number one should be passed on to 
them, scrub up their wits to try with all their might and main to 
remember the right answer. W e are all becoming inentall y conf used 
as to whether it was or was not fine on ^Monday last, and arc inex- 
pressibly relieved when Mumlet, with greater presence of njind 
than could have been expected of a Poet in such an ordinary anair, 
deliberately replies — 

“Well, it has not been much to boast of.” 

Whereupon the strings of our tongues being loosened, Ve stake our 
I heads, the strings of onr heads are at the same time loosened also, 
and declare that Motley is right, and that the weather has not 
been mnch to boast of. Then Buddebmeb, in the vice-chair, being 
a man of vast conversational resonrces, seizes the opportunity to tell 
us what sort of weather he had (from his account yon would think 
that Providence had arranged the weather for his special annoyance) 
when he was in Wales this time last year ; which reminiscence wvcs 
the oue.for Mrs. BmoDEEMER to obseorve to Boobels, “ Yon know 
Wales, of course, Mr. Boodels?” and Boodels, whose thoughts 
have been far from the subject of conversation, having been engaged 
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iE oalcElating: whetlier the fish would go all round or not, and whether he 
hadn’t been helping too plentifully, replies, “ Yes—W ales. , Oh yes, charming ” 
— sending ofi a plateful — “ beautiful,” — sending ofi another—** I mean I didn’t 
like it at all— Spum^nro-, the Butler)^ eh? one too many? — oh, that’s all 
right, — and he takes the extra plate himself, rejoicing. Then] there is a 
pause. Everybody wondering to themselves what everybody else would like 
to talk about. . 

PooMOKE the Composer finding the silence oppressive, comes out'with, ** So 
you didn’t like Wales, eh, Booueis ? ” 

But the Butler is whispering something in his master’s ear, and there being 
nothing in Poomorb’s observation calling for immediate attention, no one takes 
any notice of it, except Milburd, who looks up at him pitifully, touches his 
forehead, and then resumes his eating, whereat Pogmore looks angry, colours 
up, is just going to say something sharp, but thinking better of [it, dashes in 
again at a remaining bit of fish, and we relapse into silence. 

Murmurmgs of ** ISToj thank you,” and ” Thank you, yes,” to the iButler’s 
assistant (a hireling) going the rounds with sherryj set us talking again. 

Mrs. Bubbermer leads ofi with a,note of admiration— “ What a ver^ pretty 
place you have here, Mr. Boobels ! ” 

Boobels, pleased, admits, diffidently, that it is a pretty place. His smile 
of satisfaction expresses, ** Yes, Hature and myself have done it. ‘ Hature and 
Boodels ’ is the firm.” 

Mrs. Bxtbbermer continues, ** And at the end of your garden I think I saw 
a'oonsiderable piece of water. Is it a river ? ” 

“ Ho.” Boobeis explains, “ it ’s not a river. It ’s fed from the river. It ’s 
a pond.” 

J know, and ’we, ihe hdhituis^ all knowithe remark that is sure to come from 
some lone of the new arrivals. We eye one another as much as to say “ You ’ll 
see,” and are silent. 

It comes gravely and oracularly fromBuBBERMER thelWise in the vice-chair, 
or in the Wise-chair, at the end of the table. 

“ There ought to oe a lot of fish in your Pond, Boobels.” 

This makes Bubbermer one of us ; he has made the remark, and we can 
now talk to him in a brotherly spirit. 

This observation about “nsh 'in the Pond,” is the .key to the freedom of 
Boodels. We are all down on Bdbbermer the Bald at once. We tell him | 


of the Trimmer and its marvels ; we recount wonderful 
stories of the Eel that must be seen to be appreciated, 
and which has never been properly appreciated, in con- 
se(iuence of never having been seen. Bubbermer bites ; 
even Ae, the stoic, the grave, the bald, the wise, even 
he becomes excited, and, but for the decencies of 
society, he would rush from the table down to the Pond, 
and set the Trimmer. The Pond certainly has a mar- 
I veUous attraction. If, one day, from that Pond should 
i arise a Hix (which does not mean a Hothing, but a sort 
of German freshwater Mermaiden), who should captivate 
a visitor, perhaps Bubbermer the Bald, and descend 
with him, fascinated, to the bottom of the Pond, never 
to return, or to return only once, when there would be 
such a row with Mrs. Bubbermer (who 'would natu- 
rally want to know what had become of him lately) as 
would either send him back posthaste to the Nix, or 
keep Mm terrified on land until the Nix came to fetch 
him— and 'then — oh, what a scene! — to be ^described 
hereafter appropriately on the Tpiano by the Composer, 
and celebrated in verse by the Poet. But this is 
romance. 

Then Mrs. Bubbermer winds up tMs new movement 
in the dinner cantata with, 

“I hope it will be fine enou^ for us to go out after 
dinner, and walk down to the JPond?^ 

And Miss Bubbermer, who is (shy and! blushing and 
jerky, and who hasn’t spoken as yet, but who has been 
looking about her through her little eye-glasses like a 
I frightened fawn, or as a frightened fawn, would if it had 
eye-glasses and were disturbed while feeding, even she 
observes nervously to me, “Yes, I should like to walk 
down to the Pond.” 

Boodels is afraid that it ’s not warm enough for al 
fresco^ amusements after dinner. 

While they are discussing tMs, and going ovelr the old 
subject of the Trimmer and the Eel, in wMch, Bubber- 
MER, who gives out that he is a fisherman, evinces an 
immense interest— [By the way, all wise-looking, grave, 
bald men profess themselves fishermen ; they disappear j 
at certain seasons of the year in order to keep np the I 
illusion, generally returning very much sunburnt, and 
with fieree-looMng imitation insects of unnatural pat- 
terns, more calculated to frighten the fish into fits than 
catch them, complicated tackle^ nasty awkward hooks, 
brown baskets, and straps — hut no fisK \ — ^while they are 
discussing these important piscatorial matters, and while 
Miss Bubbermer, the nervously uear-sighted, and my- 
self are privately and separately determining what we 
shall begin to talk about to one another, I will just enter 
a few notes d propos of that most important subject in a 
Country-House, viz,, tbe Weather. 

1 I often see in the paper a heading, ** The Weather 
and the Crops.” At Boodels we have no crops, but 
I plenty of weather. 

Our first excitement in tbe day has invariably been, 
and will ever be, to go down to the Pond and see what 
the Trimmer has done in the night ; for the Trimmer, 
being a disappointed, rakish kind of fishing apparatus, 


company, as it has invariably been robbed of its bait, 
and' presents itself to our eyes, under a very careless 
and untidy aspect. But that tbe bait has been taken by 
fish, proves incontestably that there must be fish in the 
Pond to take it. If what the old proverb says about the 
sea is true, viz., “ There are as good fish in it (as ever 
came out of it,” then how excellent must the fish in 
Boobels’ Pond be that have never come out of it at all ! 

But the visit to the Pond is not onr host’s first excite- 
ment. No, his is the state of the weather. Before he 
enters the breakfast room, he stops before the glass in 
the hall, and taps it sha3^1y; sometimes frowningly, 
sometimes smilin^y, sometimes with 'an air of hopmess ; 
resignation. Then we, in the breakfast-room, in<inire 
after the glass, more as a mtitter of politeness,; as one 
might inQ.uire* after the health of Boobels’ grandmother 
or other relative, than from any confidence in the me- 
teorological Botmdness of the barometer. And Boobels 
replies reservedly that “it’s going np,” or “going 
down,” or that “ it hasn’t moved.” or he looks sus- 
piciously at MtLBURB, and wantsito know “ if anyone ’s | 
been touching the glass,” wMoh implies either that j 
something amnl in storms is being threatened on an 
evidently fine day, or that the index marks “set fair,” 
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when the rain'^is ooming down in torrents. Mjlbtjbj), in an in- 
jnred tone, asshres Boodels that he wouldn’t think of doing sneh 
a 'stupid thing, and Boodels sits down to his egg and toast with 
a very incredulous air. 

The next excitement for Boodels (after a fierce tirade against 
Buddermeb for having disappeared with the Times^ the Telegraphy 
and two amusing local papers, with which literature in his hand, 
and in his pockets, we generally, after a hot pursuit, run him to 
earth in a small secluded arhour, at the end of the kitchen-garden) 
is again in connection with the weather. He retires to the Library, 
and locks himseK in. When he re-appears, it is with a Weather 
Chart, which is a piece of paper, scored all over with musical lines, 
over which runs a zigzag kind of continuous crotchet, indicating 
(according fto Boodels) what direction the wind has been taking 
since yesterday morning. We then walk out, and look up at the 
weather-cock, which is a perfect genius of eccentricity. I make 
my own private annotations and remarks. They are as follows : — 

BAROMETEK. 'VrEArHEE.COCK. ACTUAL WEATHER. 

Fair. N. and W., then and- Bain ; dull and muggy. 


Barometer. 

Weathercock. 

Fair. 

H. and H.W., then sud- 
denly S., then S.E., 
but chiefly H. and 
H,W. 

Eain. 

E. N.E. Round again 
to S-W. Round again 
to H.E. G-enerally ec- 
centric, but chiefly E. 

Stormy, 

N.,H.E.,N.W. Pretty 
steady to-day ; pro- 
bably tired of its eccen- 
tricity yesterday. 

Fine, 

The Arrow going round 
and round, then stop- 
ping, then waggling 
eonvulsively, then 

round again quioldy, 
like the needle on a 
game of chance naak- 
1 in g the circle of black 
and red. 


Hot. Our best summer 
day. Lovely sunset. 
Hardly any breeze to 
speak of where we are, 
but then the Weather- 
cock is some forfcy feet 
above us. 

Sun shining ; very hot ; 
scarcely any air. First 
appearance of wasps; 
birds singing; insects 
humming ; flies on 
Pond ; fish leaping 
out to catch them. 
Trimmer unmoved. 

Steady downpour of rain, 
so that you can hardly 
see through it. 


aa rcgarub lae^uaromeier anuxne vv eaxner-cocK, two 
of a trade never agree, 

^ The climate at Boodels is remarkable. When it is hot, it is 
mtolerably hot. The atmosphere, laden with scents of flowers, is so 
heavy, that the visitors stretch out their hands to push it away from 
them, and make a hole in it for breathing through'; after this effort 
they He on the grass and gasp for breath, like so many freshly- 
caught fish on the bank of a stream. They drag themselves to the 
V ’ hope of ajbreeze. But the Pond on such a day appears 
to have become too lazy even to ripple, and is stagnant. A scum 
has collected on the surface, and there is most decidedly an odour, 
^ unpleasant odour. Boodels, on this being hinted to him, resents 
It as a cruel aspersion on his Pond, intended to take away its cha- 
racter. He says, 

“ HJthere is a smell ” (and he doesn’t smell it, he says), '“it is only 
vegetable, not animal, matter ; and decayed vegetable matter in a 
Pond IS, as every chemist will tell you,” he adds emphatically, 
“ rather beneficial to health than not.” 

His guests say, 

“Ohs indeed I Is it?” 

they avoid the Pond on these peculiarly beneficial days. 

I^t s so remarkably healthy, Boodels might make a good thing 
by turning his house into a Pond-Cure Establishment during the 
summer.^ 

^ When it ’s not oppressively hot at Boodels in July and August, it 
IS so wi^m and humid, that the sulyect of conversation is the value 
01 carmm mineral waters considered as medicines for torpid livers 
male guests try to rouse themselves, and 


pass their day in “lying down,” taking tea in their rooms- and 
reading novels. Fortunately Mixbtird has discovered a friend of 
ms near at baud at whose house is a billiard-table. Boodels is glad 
TO XL^ of 1^ and anfonns his guests of other people in the neigh- 
1 7 ® la^-tennis grounds and howling-greens, and 
00 only too pleased to see them. 

FuHher FTctesrfL remark that the morning in this country-house 

commences with the 
laborious pumpM, as if a wing of the house were on fire 
and tne en^es haa suddemy arrived. Even the pump, suffering 
from the cBmate at Boodels, has become congested, and endures 


agonies every morning. Its last hydraulic groan is a sigh of reHef, 
■vraen its tortures are at an end. 

A little later, I see the result of all this^ pumping in iny bath, 
where the water is of a light-brown colour with little bits of stick in 
it, like weak cold tea with a sediment. And ahoutithis water there 
is a bushy sort of smell, which'clings to my sponge ^for days after, 
and is highly suggestive of the Pond on one of ithose “ scummy’’ 
days, which Boodels declares are so highly salubrious. 

If the Eel were to appear in my bath one morning I should not he 
surprised. 

These are aU subjects of conversation with which I can amuse 
Miss Btiddebmee, as a stranger to the place, at dinner. With one 
exception already recorded, she has not as yet spoken, but has been 
sitting very upright, very forward, on her chair (hot being otherwise 
in the least “ forward,”) and has been occasionally glancing out of 
the nearer eye, nervously, sideways at me, and simpering. 

“ Simpering ” is the word. Till now, often as I have heard the 
expression, I have never realised its meaning. Miss Btjddebmer 
simpers. When not glancing sideways, nor simpermg, nor eating, 
she is engaged in making jerky furtive investigations into what 
everybody is doing aU round the table, and into all corners of the 
room through her eye-glass. When she uses this, she puckers 
up her eyes so closely^ as almost to close them. She “squinnies” 
through them; that is the word. She squinnies and simpers. I 
am wondering what topic will interest her, when, as a preparatory 
note to the key in which I am going to pitch my conversation, I cough. 
This startles her, she drops her glasses, blushes, regards me askance, 
blushes more, and then simpers foolishly, as though I had intended 
something rather risque by my cough. Evidently to prevent miscon- 
struction I must begin. I dash in with “Are you fond of the 
country, Miss Buddbbmeb? ” at which she blushes more than ever. 
In fact her face is suffused with blushes. If any observant stranger 
were to look at us two, now, at this moment, he could not avoid 
coming to the very natural conclusion that I was a villain of the 
deepest dye, who had, in alow tone, uttered something horribly rude, 
which has mortally wounded her maiden modesty, and that she is on 
the point of flying from her ill-mannered persecutor by quitting the 
table. The latter effect would come from her sitting so far forward, 
and so rigidly upright. I almost feel inclined to apologise, and to 
whisper, “ Pardon me if I have unintentionally offended you, but I 
only said, * Are you fond of the country ?’ ” 

I am pausing for a re^ly, but I can’t hel:p thinking that if 
Boodels has asked as one of the guests, a girl who is bent onjmisundor- 
standmg everything, and taking offence, at nothing, we shall have a 
nice time of it. I should call her The Blusher. If I were a con- 
quering hero like the late Iron Duke, this could be a new historioal 
picture for the Boodels Q-aUery, recording my introduction to Miss 
Buddebmeb, as “ The Meeting of Wellinotoit and Bltjsueb.” 

She is catching the Speaker’s eye ; miue, sideways. 


PILGRIMAGES FOR THE PEOPLE. 

' ' " A Bextisd: house, in which 

a tragedy off the stage, 
^ that is to say a murder 
vj; , or suicide, has been enacted, 
iijs becomes the object of Pil- 
K:; grimages, such as in other 
lands are made to sacred 
shrines and fountains. It is 
' well that the owner or oc- 
enpier of such a house should 
knowhowto turn the notoriety 
of his property or abode to 
account. Here, with only 
‘ nominal variations, is quoted 
s from a /contemporary some 
account of business done one 
day last week at a residence 
invested with that sort of 
notoriety 

"Salb jlt Tk» H»wk»»y, 
BELiiAK**-The reoollectten* of 
tne Bradshaw caae htye tltif 
w^ been rerived in oonaeotion 
jv , . ^th the aaJte by auction of the 

toitoe, plate, piotnrefc -wmea and other effeoto, tojether irtth the 
library, wtoh oommMioea yeater&y, and ■will extend orw to-day and to- 
morrow. The ^onncement of the aale haa been the mean, of oanainwa 
rery laree nn^er of peraraw to yiait The Nunnery dnrinff the laat 
days, fte partnmlan atated that the eontenfs of the manwmi would be on 
view on Monday and Timrfay, upon production of a catalogue, the ehane for 
wMi waa one ahiUing, and flmt each eatalogae would only admit one 
peisooGu 

Of ooutse this anangeanent was intffladed merely to exelnde in- 
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trnsiye cads, with whom gratxiitotLS admission wotild have crammed 
the house, and crowded the premises, to their damage. But mark 
the effect of it : — 

“ On Monday the nnmher of persons who went over the several apart- 
ments in the mansion was upwards of 700, notwithstanding that the weather 
was very unfavourable; wmlst on Tuesday nearly 1,300 visited the place, 
great numbers of whom came in vehicles, which imed the road almost the 
whole of the day between the Tavistock Hotel, Belham, and Pooting Common, 
which The Nunnery immediately overlooks. Some idea of the interest and 
curiosity manifested in the sale may be inferred from the fact that the 
sum of j 617 was taken on Tuesday for catalogues at the entrance alone, 
independently of those who arrived with it in their possession.” 

The sale, therefore, of the catalogue merely, must have realised 
what we, as well as Mr. Baenitm and his countrymen, might call a 
considerable sum. But the catalogue cost a little to get it up. 

“ The catalogue, which contains 733 lots as those to be sold, has a photo- 
graph of The Nunnery on the cover.” 

Now the expense of art, paper, and print, might have been saved 
by the simple expedient of a turnstile, with attendants to take 
money at the door. The pilgrims were attracted to The Nunnery by 
its tragic interest, and would have readily paid a shilling merely 
to be let in. The strength of that interest may be inferred from the 
statement that : — 

“ The sale took place on the first-floor landing, immediately adjoining the 
room in which the unfortunate Mr. Bradshaw died. Most of the articles 
realised prices far beyond their value, and it was manifest that a desire to 
possess something belonging to the place prompted the biddings.” 

Only think how mnch money any person in possession of a honse 
like The Nunnery, wherein a “tragedy ” draws above a year after 
it is over, might make by rendering it a show place ; throwing it 
open daily, or on certain days, according to convenience, as long as 
it might continue to attract pilgrims ; for, of course, the name of 
such a house could not he perpetual, like that of Sbcakspbabe’s for 
instance. It could not much outlast living memory. But it would re- 
main a source of income for a long time ; and in some cases this might 
make up for a dificulty in letting or selling it which might be ex- 
perienced in a superstitious neighbourhood. A coUeotion of razors, 
knives, daggers, pistols, bludgeons, boots, clogs, and other weapons, 
instrumental to the enactment of reporters^ “ tragedies,” together 
with bits of rope, or any more easily procurable relics of great 
criminals ; also a skull or two perhaps, and a real skeleton in a cup- 
board, to be seen within, might prolong, whilst intensifying, the 
magnetic attraction which a dwelling of that kind has for a sym- 
pathetic portion of the British Public. 


HOW TO WELCOME THE FOREIGNER. 

A PoiiKBSTora Bttblesuttje. 

Scene— 

The Steamboat 
Stage at Bou- 
logne, Enthu- 
siastic Fo- 
reigner talcing 
leave of his 
friends, ‘ Pas- 
sengers hurry- 
i'ag from ^ the 
Paris train to 
the Folkestone 
boat. Gene- 
ral confusion. 
French male- 
dictions and 
English oaths 
freely paid out 
by the Sailors 
belonging to the 
two nationali - ' 
ties, : 

Enthusiastic] 
Foreigner. j3pod-^ 
byiO, my ^ends.l 
I go to England, ; 
to the land of 
freedom, to rea-: 
lise my dream. I brave the terrible sea. G^ood-hye— pray for me. ; 

Encouraging Friend, Adieu, Alphonse. The sea is not so 
terrible. Look, it scarcely -waimes ov«r the head of the Pier. 

\The friends bid one another farewell with French effusion, 
^Steamboat Official, Now you Sir, look sharp on board if you mean 
to go and don^t keep blocking up the gangway. 


[Enthusiastic Foreigner hears English spoken for the first time^ 
and is hurried on board, He waves his hand to Ms friends^ 
and then tries to find a seat. He at last obtains a place 
near the funnel. 

Burly Englishman, Hi! I say. That seat is mine. Very sorry 
to trouble you, but 

[Enthusiastic Foreigner rises^ apologises^ and settles himself in 
another part of the boat. 

Accomplished Englishwoman. Pardong,^ Mossoo, may set seat ay 
reaervay pore les darmes — ^voo comprenny ? 

Enthusiastic Foreigner {raising his hat). Pardon, Madame. 

[Js hunted from pillar to post^ until he finds a place near the 
engines. 

The Steamer starts ; passes by the excellent Cafe on the Pier, 
gives a plunge, a stagger, and then performs a series of the 
most brilliant acrobatic feats. The Passengers, their rugs 
and stools, are shuffled well together. The scene is too 
painful for further description. 

First Fiend in Human Form [approaching EnthusiastioToreigner) . 
like my coat to put over your knees, Sir f 
Enthusiastic Foreigner (faintly). Go avay ! 

First Fiend in Human Form, Oh, yer ’d better 'ave it. (Throws 
a wet mackintosh over Enthusiastic Foreigner’s prostrate form,) 
Second Fiend in Human Form (approaching Enthusiastic Fo- 
reigner). Now then, Sir, what ’s your class ? 

Enthusiastic Foreigner (more faintly). Go avay ! 

Second Fiend in Human Form, Not until I ’ve seen your ticket. 
Now, then, get it out I 

Enthusiastic Foreigner (after a long and vague search in all his 

pockets), ’Ere it is. You are a iniserable 

[Js overcome with emotion. 
Third Fiend in Human Forrp,, By yer leave I 

\_Pull8 an immense rope towards Enthusiastic Foreigner, who 
retreats slowly and painfully. 

Enthusiastic Foreigner (with tears in his voice), Stewar’ ! 

Fourth Fiend in Human Form, Coming, Sir I 

\_Hurries off to another part of the Boat, 
Enthusiastic Foreigner (addressing O^mX. in Gold-banded Cap), 
Is it soon that we arrive ? 

Official in Gold-banded Cap, Why, bless you, we’ve only just 
left Boolong ! 

Enthusiastic Foreigner (thirsting for consolation). But the sea 
will calm himself soon ? 

Official in Gold-banded Cap, Why, it ain’t begun yet I You wait 
tOl we get past Cape Greeny, and then you ’H see a little dusty 
weather. 

[JFbr a couple of hours the Steamboat continues its antics. At 
the end of that time the Boat has arrived at Folkestone 
with a cargo of Fassengers more dead than alive. 

First Fiend in Human Form (approaching Enthusiastic Fo- 
reigner), Now, Sir— if you please I 

[Takes away his coat, and displays outspread palm. 
Enthusiastic Foreigner (in a dying voici\. Go avay I 
First Fiend in Human Form, Now then, I say, none of this I I 
want to be remembered. What you please, Mossoo. Arjong ! — 
Money I 

Enthusiastic Foreigner (feeing his tormentor)* Go avay! Yen 
shall we arrive ourselves ? 

First Fiend in Human Form, Oh, we have arrived. Now then, 
Sir, you must get up. We want this place. 

[^Shouts to his comrades. General confusion. 
Enthusiastic Foreigner (trying to overcome his weakness). At last 
I leave Purgatory for Paradise ! I am in England— the land of the 
free ! — ^the land of hospitality ! — the land which treats every man as 
a welcome guest, a much-loved brother! Ah, Beitannia, kind 
Mother, I greet thee ! 

[Gives up his ticket wearily and feebly, and lands. 
First Thorough English Gentleman, Oh, look ’ere, Bmi, ain’t he 
yaller ? 

Second Thorough English Gentleman, Ain’t it prime, Ahrt? 
AHo, Mossoo, ’ow are you ? 

First Cad, Great fun ! Had a bad passage, '^Sir ? 

Second Cad, Like a little mutton fat, Sir r 
Chorus of Thorough English GentHemon and Cads, Yah I Been 
sick, eh? Woa^mmal 'Ow p^e yer are I Yah! yah I yah! 

Enthusiastic Foreigner {mt 'quite so enthusiastic). And this is 
English hospitality I [Ga^ in mtomshment as the Scene doses in. 


PONE BOOES WE SHOTJXB LIKE TO SEE. 

Macaulay as a Poet. By the Eev. Eobebt Montoombet. John’- 
son^s life of Boswell, Ossian^s Macpherson, and Mrs, Pepys^ 
Diary, 
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A DIFFERENT;THINQ. 

FaUrfmnilias , **TJllo, SmythbI is YOU? How ABE you, Old Fallow? How much better they manage these thinus 
isr FRANor, eh ? So' jolly tor a Fellow to.bb able to Bathe with his owh Family, you know 1’^ 

(7a2?^am *fHAW — yes— OR anotber Fellow’s Family, you know.” 


MORE HOLIDAY TASKS. 

Earl op Beaconsfielb,— To write the history of the Piqott 
family. 

Earl op Derby.— To reconcile the various telegrams, letters, 
narratives, &o., relating to the War, 

Mr. G-athobne Hardy.— To pay visits to the “ retired Q-enerals. 

Mr. Cross!— To study the proceedings at Bow Street every Thurs- 
day, Friday; and Saturday. 

Mr. Wv H. Smith.— To construct and sail little model vessels. 

Duke OP Ri6ifkOND and Gordon.— To study Entomology, par- 
ticularly the Coleoptera, . ^ 

Lord John Manners.— To collect postage-stamps. 

Sir Stappord Horthcote. — ^To frame new and stringent Rules and 
Orders of Parliament. 

First Commissioner op Works. — To inspect all the various sites 
proposed for Cleopatra’s Ifeedle, 

Earl Grantille.— To deliver more speeches of the Bradford 
type. 

Mr. Lowe.— To make^ the tour of England and Wales (on a 
'hicycle), and gather opinions on the question of County Franchise. 

;i Mr. Bright.— To read .tli© principal speeches of the principal 
Tories during the last thirty years. 

Mr. Gladstone. — To divide Ms time'Lhetween correspondence, 
contributions to periodical literature, tree-felling, and the delivery 
of addresses to politico-social andiehoes from the terrace at Hawar- 
den. In any intervals of leisure, to watch the Colorado Beetle, keep 
an eye on Cleopatra’s Heedle, and perfect the Telephone. 

The Bishops.— To 'confess to one'another the mistakes they have 
committed, in their mis-treatment of Romanising Ritualism.' 

The Irish Obstructive M.P.^s.— To emigrate. 

Whaliey, — To do penance in a wMte sheet on a market-day 
at Peterborough. 

Prince Albert Victor. — ^T o grow strong again. 

_ L®®? Mayor. — To collect half a million of money for the 

Indian Famine Relief Fund. 

Ma^h^ President MacMahon. — ^To avoid what Talleyrand 
considered worse than crimes. 


The Governors op Christ’s Hospital.— To move the School into 
the country. 

Herr Wagner. — To compose a new Opera, sparkling with 
I popular airs. 

I Mr. Ruskin. — To cultivate a farm by spade-husbandry. 

Mr. Thoms. — T o find a genuine Centenarian. 

The Colorado Beetle. — ^T o cease to be a bugbear. 

Folks at Folkstone. — To mend their manners. 

Managing Mammias.— To pursue their “ Autumn Mananvros." 

. Mr. Punch’s Sporting Friends "and Admirers.— To despatch 
hampers of Game (C. p.) to 85, Fleet Street. 

Mr. Punch. — To keep his eyes and ears -wide open. 


A jSTATIOIT THAT PAYS. 

By no means let an odious comparison be suggested by a statistical 
paragraph in the Times respecting 

“ * CoNSoiBNCB Monbt.’ — The amount remitted to the Chancellor of 
the Exchequer as ‘ Conscience Money ’ in the year ended March 31 was 
£14,823 4*. 3d, and to the Postmaster-General in Ireland £12, making 
I £14,835 4a. 3d” 

I Of the Consoience Honey remitted to the Chanoellor of the 
lExchequei^ a fully proportionate amount perhaps came 'from 
j Lreland. But suppose the sum received by the Irish Postmaster- 
General to have been the sum total remitted. Then, of course, that 
smaR sum is all that was due ; and £12 of Conscience Money was 
the utmost of the arrears that had burdened Ireland’s conscience. 
The smaller of the above two sums, in comparison with the greater, 
represents the comparative conscientiousness and punctuality of 
Irishmen and Englishmen in paying their taxes ; and let nobody 
xma^e for a moment that the ratio subsisting between the English 
andlrish conscience is as 14,823 odd to 12. 


“ A^ Celare Aetem.”— T he art shown in hiding the missing 
Gainsborough. 





Kbipeb. “ I SHOULD HAVE THOUHHT THAT YOU HAD HAD EHOHHH OP POLITICS. SEE IP YOU CAN’T DO BETTER WITH THE BIRDS THAN THE BILLS. 
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QUESTIONS FOR TRAVELLERS. 

(In Switzerland,) 

Taking Tickets. 

SHALL we take a oir- 
V cular ticket carrying 

S us everywhere, over 

^ 'A everything, in all 
sorts of conveyances? 

If we do, shall we 
not find that the 
route we have 
selected is the very 
one that omits the 
' places we most wish 

to visit ? 

Shall we not con- 
seguently be haunted 
with the regret that 
wherever we may he 
going, we would far 
sooner go somewhere 
else? 

If we branch off 
our route (as settled 
by circular ticket) 
shall we ever branch 
on to it again ? 

■Will the Conti- 
nental Bradshaw be 
of the [least use to 
us ? 

Shall we be able to 
\ ask our way of the 
hotel - keepers, and 
will they not rather 
\Y\ ' send us on to their 
friends in remote 
districts than help 
us incur difficulties r 

What will become of our luggage if it is registered to one place 
and we booked to another ? 

Is it so very princely, foolish, and English, to travel by the fast 
train which contains only first-class carriages ? 

Are foreign bagmen so attractive that it is advisable to meet them 
on the common ground of a second-class carriage ? 

En Route. 

Is it worth while to take a coupi lit f 

Are English refreshment rooms so very inferior to foreign buffets f 

Is it better to spend ‘*ten minutes of arrest’’ in dealing with 
a sandwich, or in attempting to get through a tough table d^hote 
dinner ? 

Is it better to be haughty or urbane with the officers of the 
Customs ? 

Is it wiser to push your “ hagages ” forward, or should you hold 
them back ? 

If you see an official with a headgear that looks like the forage- ; 
cap of a Eield-Marshal on half pay, may you, without offence, j 
tip him like a railway guard ? 

j 

Akonost the Mountains. 

After all, cannot the finest scenery be viewed better from the' 
lowliest valley than the loftiest mountain ? 

After you attain fifteen stone can climbing be so very beneficial , 
to the health? 

Had you not better wait until you have got advice upon the 
subject from your doctor in London ? 

Is it worth while to get up in the middle of the night to see the 
sun rise ? 

Can you not imagine the effect in bed ? 

Is it worth residing a week amidst the clouds in a mountain hotel 
when you can get very much the same enjoyment out of a November 
in London ? 

After all, is it not the mbst satisfactory way of ** doing ” the Swiss 
mountains to sit in a shop whilst your alpenstock is being branded 
with the regulation ** peaks, passes, and glaciers ” ? 

In the Towns. ; 

Can you quite appreciate the change of air, with Basis’s Pale ^ 
Ale ” and personally conducted ” Tourists everywhere ? 

po you come to Switzerland to purchase the most largely adver- . 
tised*^ English goods”? 

After you have bought a few mt(ffies, a dozen musical boices, and 
a score or so of Swiss chMets, do you want any more ? 


After awhile, do not intensely blue lakes, white peaks, dark piues, 
monotonous wood-earyiugs, and artificial chamois horns grow a trifie 
monotonous ? 

Is it au advantage to meet the Smiths at Berne, the Bhowns at 
Interlaehen, the Joneses at G-eneva, and the Robinsons at Lucerne ? 

Even in your character of a Lover of the Beautiful, the Novel, 
and^the Picturesque, do you not find the hour devoted to the table 
d'hote the pleasantest of the four-and-twenty ? 

Packing Up. 

Do you not think that Luggage was invented by some patriot to 
keep travellers at home ? 

Is it altogether wise to leave the packing to your wife ? 

Can this question be fairly considered after you have exhausted 
your strength and patience in sitting upon the boxes, in the effort 
to get them to.” 

Did the Saints ever use strong language about luggage ? And would 
they have been held excusable had they done so ? 

Is it not probable that under their vow of poverty was included 
the obligation to travel without luggage ? 

Is it better to put your wife’s things in first, or your own ? 

After all, is it not the simplest mode to throw everything in and 
then to jump on the lot ? 

Is it not. wise to retire to rest and defer packing, under all 
circumstances, till to-morrow morning ? 


BY PRIVATE TELEPHONE. 

Cd Dialogue of the Day-after-To-morrow,) 
Inteelocutoes. 

Angelina [out of Town for the Season), 

Edwin [in populous City pent), 

Angelina, I’ve read the last page of the latest Miss Bkaddon, 

I ’ve strummed the piano until I am tired ; 

I ’ve sung — ^to myself — the last song you went mad on, 

I ’ve done up my hair in the way you admired ; 

And still it is raining, a down-pour quite steady, 

The sky won’t oblige witb the least bit of blue. 

I ’m bored beyond bearing ; and so, my dear Eddy, 

My thonghts and my telephone straight turn to you. 

JEdwin, JEn dernier ressort^ dear ? 

Angelina, Now do not he spiteful ; 

I’m really too tired to he talked to like that. 

JEdwin, ^ell, the chance of a chat is supremely delightful. 
Angelina, That ’s very much nicer. Pray what are you at 
In your deu at this moment ? 

JEdwin, Inquisitive darling ! 

How needless a question I I ’m talking to you. 

Angelina, Now don’t be evasive ; and, if you get snarling, 

I ’ll shut up the tube, and go— flirting. 

Bdwin, Pray do. 

Is the flirtee, at hand ? [Tausa longa,) 

Angelina [timidly). Are you there, Mr, Haughty ? 

JEdwin [coolly), 0 yes ! Was just off for a turn in the Park. 
Angelina, No, don’t ; and I promise I ’ll not be so naughty. 

Edwin, ’Tis I was a brute ! 

[^Sounds of a somewhat inarticulately labial character are 
conveyed throu^ the instrument, 

Angelina [after an interval). You were pleased to remark ? — 

Edwin, That if some clever baud could contrive an invention 
By which lips might meet through — 

Angelina, You ’re very absurd. 

Edwin, You think so ? Assure you ’ twas not my intention. 

But there, it is much that your voice may be heard 
In my den in the Temple, though you are at Dover. 

Now what would Leandee have thought of this scheme ? 
Angelina, Disdained it, of course. Ah ! that youth was a lover. 
Miss Heeo most lucky ! 

\Wafts a telephonic sigh from Eover io the Temple, 
Edwin [fortissimo). Why Styx’s own stream 

Should not keep me from you, if — 

Angelina, Ah ! if I That ’s a barrier 

Ear worse than the Channel— to Cav^l or Webb. . 

Edwin, Do you think ’tis from choice that in town I ’m a tarrier ? 

’Tis fate, and the burden of Jinks versus Jebb.” 

Angelina, Oh I is what you ’re doing ? Poor fellow I 
Edwin, Your pity, 

Conveyed throng long: leagues in mellifluous tones, 

Brings balm to ^s prisoner pent in the City. 

Angelina. The weather is clearing ; that handsome De Jones 
With his drag ’s at the door. We are going out driving. 
Edwin, That Jones is a 

Angelina, Hushl Telephonic abuse 

Is an insult to science. 



16 








WET AND DRY- 

Oa/reful Wife, “Ann YOir very wet, Dear?’^ 

Ardent Angler {tmning up JiisflasJc), “ ITo ; ERY AS A Lime-Kilk— HAVEN’T had A drop these Two Hours I 


JEdwin, He> always contriving 

To "be with you. 

Angelina, Tes; hut it ’s ail of no use. 

His whiskers are wonders, his piebalds are pretty, 

He dines like a Crack of the Four-in-hand Club, 

But still he is a— well, what you said, though Mss Exit 
Esteems him a Crichton 1 

JEdmn, Oh, yes ! there ’s the rub. 

liese pets of Q-odPlutus, who, like to the lilies 
Toil not, their heads void as their cofiers are crammed, 

Have always the pull. 

Angelina, Oh, you biggest of sillies 1 

If I thought that your sulks, Sir, were other than shammed 
I’d 

JEdwin, What ? 

Angelina, Tootle nonsense in accents eo tender. 

But this is a telephone, Sir, not a flute. 

JEdwin, AU sounds sent by you must be sweet— like their sender. 
Angelina, How if you get maudlin I swear I ’ll be mute. 

JEdwin, I shall come by express at 2.20 to-morrow. 

Angelina, You will ? I ’m glad. But be sure that you do. 
And now I must dress for our drive— to my sorrow. 

Be sure all the time I ’ll be thinking of you. 


School-room at Portsmouth, in order to the establishment of that 
sort of substitutes for ginshops and alehouses, Mr. Cowpek Temple 
—forward as usual in good and sensible works— mad^ according to 
a local paper, a speech ‘‘in favoi^ of Workmen’s Institutes and i 
Befreshment Booms, expressing his opinion that this was just the j 
way to help the working classes to elevate themselves.” Yes. To j 
elevate themselves not as they are helped by Mr. Buno ; elevation j 
of spirits followed by depression moral and physical, amounting too i 
commonly to a degree of prostration as low as the gutter. I 

In connection with this subject it may be remarked that some of | 
the medical papers have been urging that, since there is no reason | 
why taverns should be exclusively devoted to the sale of intoxi*- j 
eating drinks, their proprietors should undertake to sell milk. A | 
particularly good suggestion. Milk proper would probably have a ; 
larger sale than at any rate milk punch among the working closes, j 
and might even be preferred by many of them to Cream of the 
Yalley. Y^ist the public good reqtuires that drunkards should be 
kept away from the public-house, wherein they indulge in that 
cream, and its congeners, to excess, the liberty of the subject 
demands that public-houses shall not be shut in the faces of the sober 
public. Milk, the produce of the dairy, and not in any measure of 
the cow with the iron tail, is naturally just the very thing where- 
with to wean topers from intoxicating Equors. 


TEA AHD COFFEE POTHOUSES. 

It is gratifying to the friend of Temperance, but also of Freedom 
—therefore the enemy of Bestriction— to note and applaud eflorts 
for the prevention and cure of dipsomania hy voluntary means. 
Amongst these may be commended “ Puhlic-honses without Alcohol ” 
—not that alcohol, pure and simple, is ever sold in any public-house, 
but only alcohol and water, nsnallj strong of the water. Say then, 
perhaps, rather. Public-houses without Spirituous Liquors. Such 
pubUe-houses are fide coffee-houses, TOere hondfloe travellers, 
and others, can he served with tea and coffee, but notbing stronger. 

At a Meeting held the other day in John Pound’s Memorial 


Trafalgar Square Improvement. 

There is no accounting for tastes, and especially the taste wMoh 
contemplates a position in front of St. Steph«a’s as the fittest place 
for Cleopatra’s Heedle. To that very peculiar taste, however, a 
more suitable situation might surely have been expected to commend 
itself in “ the finest site in Europe.” Imagine the Egyptiaiynono- 
lith set up alongside of the pillar which commemorates the Hero of 
Traf algfff — and the Nile. There would be congruity for yon ; mm 
the additional advantage of a charming comparison between the 
Obelisk of Cleopatra and Nelson’s Column. 
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A SLIGHT '"MALONGTONGDEW” 

Angelina, ‘‘Theee ake to be Illuminations and Fieeworks, and they’re to finish 

UP WITH AN * OMBEASMONa GeN]BRAL/ "WhAT CAN THAT BE ? ” 

Edwin, ‘'Well, ‘Ombeasser’ means to ‘Kiss so I suppose it means a hind of a 
SORT of a general Kissing all round.” 

Angelina, “Hoeeid Idea! I won’t go near the place, and I’m sure rou shan’t, 
Edwin ! ” 

{Out readers, who Tctiow French letter than E. and A,, are aware that emlrasement, with 
only om “5,” has a totally different meaning. 


PAST AND PEESENT; 

Or, Detraction Made Easy, 

Here to the Past ! ’Tis safe to praise 
The ghosts of yanished glories, 

To laud the lights of other days, 

Old Whigs or ancient Tories ; 

To vaunt the men of earlier times, 

The belles of other seasons. 

The sweetness of forgotten rhymes, 

The power of dead men’s reasons. 

Dead dames than ours were not more fair, 
iN'or buried heroes stronger. 

But then they share this virtue rare— 
They stop the way no longer. 

It nothing costs to feign regret 
At glory’s waning crescent, 

And optimistically set 
The Past against the Present. 

But here ’s a still astuter plan— 

Pet dodge of the detractor : 

Take the to-day of some great man— 
Wit, Statesman, Artist, Actor — 
Which, with a dolorous display 
Of half indignant sorrow, 

Compare with his bright yesterday 
And ominous to-morrow. 

“ Alas ! ” you'sigh, with tear in eye, 

“ That snch a reputation 
Should ruined he so recklessly, 

And court humiliation I ” 

And then you pull a solemn face, 

And shake a boding noddle 
At one who is his time’s disgrace, 

And was its pride and model. 

To mourn the wit once wont to shine, 
Now robbed of all its glitter ; 

The eloquence, of old divine, 

Now blatant, bald, and hitter : 

That ’s the sly game by which a name 
Is blurred ’neath slander’s haze. 

Which once, you groan, was voiced by 
Fame, 

And theme of all men’s praises. 

There never was a present time 
When present praise.you granted ; 

But snowy robes show up your slime, 
And contrast ’s aU that ’s wanted. 
Detraction knows no daintier toil, 
hfo trick more safe and pleasant, 

Than brightening Glory’s past to spoil 
The splendour of its present. 


THE LATE ECLIPSE. 

Me. Punch has received the following letter from a Correspon- 
dent, who desires that it may be inserted. He cannot puhHsh it, 
however, without remarking that, judging from its contents, it may 
possibly have been intended for the columns of one of his contem- 
poraries. 

* To the Editor, 

Sir,— It is with great regret that I have delayed so^ long in 
addressing this letter to you, as I feel that science will suffer 
through the oversight. Immediately after the Eclipse I wrote out 
a long telegram, which was duly despatched to the Post-oflSlce. 
Will you believe it, Sir— that it was returned, with the remark that 
its meaning was unintelligible ? Lord J ohn Manners should see to 
this. However, I have preserved my notes, which I now forward 
to you. I may preface them by stating that, to be in good time, we 
dined at six o’clock, and finished our coffee at eight precisely. 

810.— Looked out for the penumbra. Could not see it. The 
moon seemed to be rather unsteady, and staggered about between 
the chimney-pots. ; 

8 '20.— The moon stiU unsteady. Penumbra nowhere. As the air 
was chilly, we thought we had better take a little hot brandy-and- 
water. 

8 ‘40.— After our third glass we again looked at the moon. It was 
very vague indeed— in fact it was most difficult to define its shape. 


The penumbra seemed to he dodging behind the trees. Ho amount 
of whistliug would make it show itself. 

9. — Fourth glass of brandy-and-water. Moon still vague. 

9*40. — Shadows on the moons (there were two of them by this 
time) were ^stinctly visible. The fost moon seemed to be blue 
with dark brown spots— the second pink. 

10. — Stars all over the place, and six moons of various shapes. 

10.30. — ^Hinth glass of brandy-and-water. We were perfectly 

charmed with the eclipse. The moons (now straw-coloured) danced 
a quadrille for our amusement. So far as we could make out, Yenus, 
Heptane, and Mars, were mixed up with the penumbra. 

10.40,— End of the eclipse. After we had taken our tenth glass of 
brandy-and-water we could see notbing. 

There, Sir, is my Diary. In its original form^ it was less intel- 
ligible, as it was written at moments of great excitement. However, 
I nave touched it up and yet preserved its original air of truthful- 
ness, I cannot conclude my letter without declaring the late total 
eclipse to he one of the most extraordinary things I have ever seen 
in my life. Tours obediently, 

One who Admiees^^Asteonomt. 

The Rermiffs Iteftreat, Coniac^ France, 


THE BIGHT MAN IN THE EIGHT PLACE. 

Appoint a Smith our Admiralty-Chief ? 

Why not— seeing iron-clajds oft come to grief ? 
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BARS TO WEDLOCK. 



xcellentMr, Puj^ch, 
I AM a young 
man, and I am a 
younger son: and liv- 
ing cHefly on my 
wits, I enjoy, it must 
be owned, a somewhat 
modest income. Small 
as it is, however, I 
sigh for some fair one 
to share it ; but, alas ! 
I sadly fear my sigh- 
ing is in vain, wMle 
mutton chops^are sold 
at fourteen pence a 
pound, and house- 
rents are so high that 
I am forced to live in 
lodgiiigs. 

Besides, young La 
dies now-a-days are 
nurtured in such 
luxury that a dinner 
and a drawing-room 
are their least of vital 
necessaries. Half the 
girls I know could 
not exist without a 
carriage; and their 
life would be a misery 
if they married with- 
out the prospect of a 
lady’s-maid, a lap^ 
dog, and a mansion in 
Belgravia. Consider, 
too, the wondrous rai- 
ment they now wear, and the wondrous sums their loving fathers 
have ^to pay for it. I doubt if my whole income would find my 
in pin-money, and I would wager that my year’s expenses in 
ci^Ts would he enormously exceeded by the cost of her new bonnets. 

How dear a wife must be to the adorer of her charms may readily 
be guessed by glancing at the fashion-hooks. Sfot merely her cos- 
tumes, but her jewels and gimcraekery, seem daily to increase in 
value and variety. Por instance, see this notice of a chatelaine 
made lately for a Swelless of the Period, from whose Isilver belt 
there dangle a full dozen of fine nicknacks such as these : — 

“ Scent-bottle, memorandum-book, card-case, manifold knife with instru- 
ments, dog-whistle, silver flask and cup, dressing-comb, mirror with locket, 
elegant purse, small telescope, glove-loop, pedometer, chased silver revolver, 
cartridge-case, and egg-shaped bos containing powder and puff.” 

If a Ladyjwants to make a little noise in the world, she cannot 
well do better than decorate herself with such a portable museum. 
What a cheerful oojppanion she would be in a sick room, with all 
her toys and gimoracks jingle-jangling about her I With gongs in I 
her fingers and [bells on her toes, she would hardly make more ' 
music when moving in society. 

^ Some of the things catalogued are'rather masculine than feminine 
in their general utility, and Ladies carrying such weapons as a 
knife and a revolver might be snitably provided also with a cork- 
screw and cigar-case. I am not ' by nature nervous, or of a timid 
temperament, or I might tremble at the notion of marrying a 
person with a pistol at her belt, and formidably armed besides with 
a powder-box and (puff ) ball. But I own I should he frightened at 
the ppspeet of maintaining a wife begirt with scent-bottles, and 
drink^-oups, and nicknacks in^ chased silver, ,all. betokening 
listless ways of life. Better to live simple and in 
S(^^de and m Sp^an-ae^impHoity (with now and then a cosy 
little di^er at one’s Club) than run the risk of 'being^ dragged bv 
mfe s chatelame, and her obstliness con-comitant, into the 
W J and the whitewash of the Court. 

ih tiim belief believe me yours most fixedly, 

€h*eeh Street, Friday. ErAMilsroinDAS Browtt. 

A Doubtful G-ain. | 

hosts of the Schweizerhofs at Lucerne, Sehaffhausen, andi 
^ out as well as service in the 

a small addition to the charge for loaement i 
It be the first small addition ” we ever heard of in any^ of these ' 

^ travellii^ tours, the bills 1^ 
a way of talang to themselves wings and soaring ud to heights of I 
in^ain^^ addition, to which our sweating purse^toiled aftef them I 


MANUALS DEL YIAGGIATORE. 

UEVISED EDITION. 

{Specially designed for the Use of the British Tourist in Italy.) 

On Getting- Up. 

You have called me very early. 

It cannot be more than half -past two in the morning. 

Why cannot I have some shaving-water ? 

Is that a Brigadier sitting on the dressing-table ? 

He has taken my purse. 

He has also taken my hair-brush, my false collars, my penknife, 
my Bradshaw, my dress-boots, my^sticking-plaster, and my cheque- 
book. 

It is very cold. 

I would rather not go out into the street with the Brigadier. 
Where is my hat ? 

On a Cottntex Road. 

These stones are very hard. 

I have on my thin suppers. 

The Brigadier has on Ms stout top-boots. 

This road must be seventeen miles long. 

Where is a four-wheeler P 
Here is a thunderstorm. 

The Brigadier has the umbrella. 

I would rather have the umbrella than the handcuffs. 

At Bbeakeast-time. 

We have walked thirty-two miles since sun-rise. 

I should like some breakfast. 

TMs hotel has windows like ISTewgate. 

Show me to the salle-d-manger. 

Is not tMs the coal-cellar ? 

I should like good coffee, hot rolls, fresh butter, fried ffsli, ham 
and eggs, cold meat, pigeon-pie, and muffins. 

Why is the Brigadier laughing ? 

There is a water-rat in the corner. 

Here is the dry bread and cracked pitcher. 

The Brigadier is fond of practical jokmg. 

On Going to Bed. 

Can I not have a four-poster and a warming-pan ? 

They will give me neither a pillow, nor a feather-bed, nor a mai,- 
tress, nor a counterpane, nor a hammock, nor a wash-haud-stanil, 
nor an easy-ohair, nor a foot-stool, nor a boot-jack, nor a ther- 
mometer, nor an explanation I 
Here is my rhenmatism. 

Where is a night-light ? i 

This place is full of spiders, and earwigs, and beetles, and lizards, 
and blue bottles, and scorpions. ' 

I cannot sleep comfortably on the floor of the coal-cellar. 

Before a Magistrate. 

The Gaoler is as incorrigible as the Brigadier. 

The Prisoners’ Lock is most uncomfortable. 

I would rather receive back my purse, ray hair-brush, my false 
coUars, my pe nknif e, my Bradshaw, my dress-boots, my sticking- 
plater, and my choq,ue-book, than return aprain to tho eoal-oellar: 

Italian,Touri8ts in England do not walk on the treadmill at Bow 
Street. 

The Magistrate is blundering dreadfully. 

I would rather write a letter to the Times than trust to tho blun- 
dering Magistrate. 

Who is to reimburse me for this outrage ? 

’W’ViIa'K id Trro"iT +/-k Q 


Which IS the way to the English Consul ? 

3 Brigadier with the thumbscrew. 


Here is the wioju, kuu uuuui.oscjrew. 

Is nobody going to assist a Traveller in distress ? 
Will no one take off these handcuffs ? 

Where is the British Lion ? 


Deadly-Dively* 


Pos^ is an EagH^ newspaper; but it 
contains, mutate wwiandts, the following advertisement:— 

P'^ I-A^rE vr'r ’ i I^ECEASED. - TO FRl NTERS. - IF 

Pat and Tm, St. Andrew Street, DttbUn. 

of liie us dedudble from their 

iwaginsd to be bdievers in Bj^t-rapping. 

with the livmff is no 
oil that m msnae snperstitioii has extend its 
stultitymg influence over the minds of Imhmen. 
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FKp, flop throngii the brake— 
Sun ourTbacks mil surely bake ! 
Scrunch, scrauneh, oyer shale — 
Big stones flying domi the dale : 
Slip, slap— down we fall 
From a boulder like a wall : 


I 3X)D, plod I on we jog ! 

Here a boulder, there a bog I 
J Pit, pat, on the ling— 

Carpet fit for Court or Sing : 

‘J' Sq[msh, squash, in a hag 
'T Fnee-deep, wet through ev’ry 
rag : 

Crick, crack— there we go ! 
Something ’s ^iven way^ I know ! 
Piff, puff! — ^winded, quite! — 

Here a shady ghyl in sight. 
Jump, bump— down we sit. 

Let us— stopband rest— a bit I 


and making a pretty good hatful. But of course I had 
not painted a Turk hanging and a Bulgarian laughing ; 
no, it was vice versd^ 

But, to my tale. One evening, when crossiug the track- 
less desert (a very difficult job after dinner, with the snow 
twenty feet deep at every step), I suddenly missed the 
picture which 1 had been carrying under my arm. I 
searched every hole and corner. I charged the Pig with 
having taken it to his TJncle’s (Song — “ iiSfy Uncle^s in the 
Snow /’* — ^homely ballad for Christmastime), and popped 
it as one of Ms ^^pignora cara,” or “dear pledges;” but 
Hebe Q-euntz swore by the tomb of Ms grandmother, 
and by bis own honourable character as having come of 
a littery stock, that such an idea had never for one 
second entered into Ms Hog’s head, I believed Mm then ; 
but now — alas! my confidence in him is shaken. I found 
him rolling on the floor, and regularly splitting Ms sides 
of bacon over the above paragraph in the JD. In fact, 
had I not been acquainted with his abstemious habits, I 
should have thought him under the influence of D. T, 
But, no, he was as sober as a judge— it would be invidious 
to say which judge, so I leave the particular example to 
the imagination of your readers. Sternly, I took the 
paper from under Ms snout. 

Then I read the description. 

No, Sir, the artist was not a Bulgarian ; ’twas 1 1 Alone 
I did it ! But who stole the pigture ? And who substi- 
tuted a Turkish Officer for my hanging Bulgarian gentle- 
many and turned my unhung Turk in ecstaciesy into a 
Bulgarian^ Mutato nomine f alula narratur — D. T, 
How could I have shown this at Hawarden ? Let the 
Correspondent explain. Let Mm send me the picture, 
carriage paid, and I wiU undertake, aif my own expense^ 
to wash off the overdaub, and discover, below, the 
original beauties of the Old Master, as the affectionate 
Pig now calls me. I had intended to style tMs work of 
art, “The Hanging Committee,” and may do so still. 
The Pig laugMng is a wonderful likeness^ only I didn’t 
paint Mm ‘ ‘ blue ; ” the tMef who stole him is guilty of this 
vandalism, tMs atroeitiest atrocity. Everyone knows the 
Blue Boar as an old EngHsh ale-house sign. Is tMs a clue 
to the identity of the tMef ? Now mark, Sir, how very 
nearly the truth came out. Here is the conclusion of 
tMs most estimable Correspondent’s account, the italics 
being mine, and merely lent for the occasion 

** Now this was a (direct insult to the Turks, especially as the 
Pig in their eyes is very unclean, and I said as much to an old 
BvdgwTy who seemed to be watching me mry anxiomVgy upon 
which he said the man hanging on the tree was mt a Turhy 
and tried to turn the conversation. If some Turkish zaptieh 
or soldier with an artistic eye were to pass by the khan, the 
ancient Bulgar would probably feel rather sore next day.’^ 


A WAENING TO THE PUBLIC. 

(From the Ftiding Be'j^esentatim to the Fditor, for -himself and his partner 
Fig ; a most important statement/) 

Snt, 

Silence gives consent ; so, as I do not consent, I cannot hold my tongue. 
“ Break; break, my heart, for I wor/t hold my tongue,” as that vaciUating young 
man JSamUt would have said if the Divine Williams had given him the pluck 
of a Bumble Bee. Sir, in Daily Telegraph for September 6th, I find in a 
letter from an estimable Correspondent, writing from BsKi-DJxmA — (I don’t believe 
in the place a bit— for don’t I know every step of the country ? Have I left a stone 
of the road unturned P No — and I do not find Eski'-djiima on my map, though 
there isWickski-djuma and Mountm-djuma — ^but no. matter — ^perhaps me names 
have been changed for the worse since I left)— in Bulgaria, the following para- 
I graph:— 

“Outside the khan to which I have already alluded I noticed a wonderful daub, put * 
! there with the view ofomameuting the wall. From the subject, the artist must have been 
a Bulgarian# and as it was very characteristic, I take leave to describe it. First of ah was a 
gigaatie building in bright blue, supposed to he a tank house ; next was a blue locomotive ; 
then one carriage of the same hue, and after it a yellow one ; on each of these a yehow lion 
was perched in what seemed to me a most uncomfortable position. Looking out of the 
windows of the carriages were to be seen some very curious animals, who were gazdng at 
a Turkish officer who, hanging by his neck to the branch of a tree with red leaves and blue 
trunk, had as executioner a Bulgar, who stood underneath in ecstaoies at the fate of the 
Moslem. Alongside the Bulgar was a pig, also UuSy laughing ghefuUy at the eapiring 
Turk* I should add that the Bulgar had one arm round the trunk of the tree, while with 
the other he was seemingly beckoning to more Bulgasrs to ‘ eomie m* and see the fun.” 

Observe, Sir, the details ; one of [which, about the Pig, I have italicised'; 
for it is tlds Porom Jtidens that is the very sign manual and warrant of my 
picture. For that this is my picture, only shamef^y altered, 1 will swear before 
any three Ma^trates in any three of the best shires of England* I painted it, 
Sir, with a view, i,e,, I painted the view with the, project, ^ or the prospect with 
the view, (whichever you like, mon petit cMri) of exhibiting it at. Hawarden, ^ 


"Who was whe Bulgar old man who was “ watching so 
anxiously ? ” Is there not guilt in Ms anxiety ? How 
did he know the hanging man was not a Turk ? Of course 
in the original, in my design, he was not a Turk, and the 
old man knew it. Just send that .Bulgar old man over 
here, and I ’ll show him what it is to have an eye for 
colour. I ’ll colour it for him, the Bulgar old dog I 
However, I only write to warn the public in case Mr, 
Baentum should turn up with it, at the Egyptian Hall, in 
the course of next month, and advertise “ The Miss'n - 
Picture.” 

1 remain, Sir, yours most Pigturesquely, 

The Authoe oe “ tsb Ride to Khiva,’" 


‘‘Be Mortuis,” &c. 

The Times quotes M. Yeuillot on Thxees int the TTni- \ 
as follows :— 

“He is a celebrity for the moment; he was busier than any^ 
body, but about noming, bringing down everything to Ms own 
level. TMs is a poor way of llling a coffin. He had not time 
to know Mmsdf ; Gcd did not leave him time to die. Now see 
him, perhaps, among thoE<e who wish they had never lived.'’ 

A deHeate suggesticn of a possibility. No one can 
say that M. Teuillot presumes to judge. See the differ- 
ence between a reticent Ultramontane and an outspoken 
Ranter. 

TOOTH AND TAIT. 

Me. Tooth wishes to hear the living voice 'of the 
English Church. Hasn’t he a Tcte Parlante f 


VOL. LXXin, ' 



A FEW DATS IN A COUNTRT-HOUSE. 

The Dinner Tarty at Boodels — Aristocratic Anecdotes — Trum^ 
Cards — The Blusher — The Game Played Out— A New Topic — 
The Campus* 

The dinner progresses.’ Mrs. Buddeembe regales [Boodeis with 
tales of the aristocracy. I am able to catch a few words here and 
there. She has, I notice, the art of ascertaining, first of all,Jsvhether 
her listener knows anything at all about the subject on which she 
wishes to talk, and then the amonnt of her information and gracious 
confidences is in inverse proportion to the extent of the other’s 
knowledge. 

When Mrs. Buddeemee 'is perfectly sure that her audience is 
utterly nnacauaintedwith the. people and the style of life that form 
the staple of her conversation, then their ignorance is her bliss, and 
she pretends to assume that they do know as much as she does 
(which is probably true), so as to secure their interest, and their vote 
afterwards, when she is absent. 


“We couldn’t,” she imparts in confidence to BoopKts, “we 
couldn’t, you hnow^ go to Lady MounT 0 ABE 363 j’s this season— dear 
old thing I You know how eccentric she is.” ^ . 

Booebls bows ajQSrmatively, though I am convinced he^ is as pro- 
foundly ignorant of who or what the lady in question is* as X am 
myself, or, perhaps, as Mrs. BTmnEEMEE is, who is perfectly hapw 
to receive her information about the aristocracy, at fourth h^d, 
from dapper little Captain HAHOEEOH,’who frequently favours them 
with his company at dinner, and from old Lady Tattbl, who din^ 
out on her title every night of her life, and whose anecdotes of high 
Society are the delight and glory of the BcmDERHEEs’ select circle 
at Bayswater. 

“ She has,” continues Mrs. BunnEKMEE, still speaking of Lady 
Moottgaebet, inclining herself dightly towards Boodels to impress 
him with the notion that lids is for his ear alone,— “she has such 
very odd people about her now, you know, ever since poor Lord Dttm- 
MELiH made that fearful faux pas, which everyone was taBdng 
about the whole season.— weren’t you dreadfuUy astonidied when 
you heard of it ? ” she asks Boodels. 
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“Well,” says Milbued, loudly, wlieu tlie audience is gradually 
reeoyering itself after this douche of Duke, “ WeU, I don’t think, 
he is speaking in a serious tone, most unusual with him,— you re 
Mht — at least, not from what the Duke said to me, I look iip. 
What does he mean ? Does he know the Duke — really ? ^ He 

always says what he really means to wie,” continues Milbubd, as 
I ’ve "known him for years. His son, Ea-ELswood, was at Eton with 
me. And whenever I have a spare week in September, I run down 
to Colney Castle for the shooting. It ’s the jolliest house to stay 
at anywhere — except, perhaps, Sandringham.” 

Ho, no! this is goin^ too far. The Buddeemees are gaspmg. 
Old Btodermee is staring reverentially at Milbued, as though he 
were meditating going down on his knees and worshipping him. 
j Boodeis is taken aback, though, in consequence of what Mrs. Btjd- 
DEEMEE has said before dinner about having met Milbued at Lord 
Beikeield’s, he is not absolutely incredulous. MumleyIs bothered, 
and PoGMOEE would rather believe than not. I won’t. I say, 
boldly, “ You ’ve not been to Sandringham.” 

Wnich seems to shock everybody, specially, to my astonishment, 
Boodels, who asks 'severely, “ Why not ? ” ^ding, ‘‘ If Milbued 
knows the Prince, he would be compelled Jo’iaccept his invitation. 
Besides, I recollect some years ago ’’—and here comes out the real 
secret of Boodels backing up Milbued. He has a romantic, but an 
old story, (which I have never believed, and which I am convinced, 
he invented), about bis meeting the dUEEijr somewhere in^the Home 
Park by accident, about his being introduced to the Princess Maet 
of Cambridge, about his r^uesting them to take their pick out of a 
pottle of strawberries, whieh he was eating all by himself under a 
tree, and how they laughed, and how he laughed, and how they in- 
vited him to the Castle, and how some of the Royal children had 
subsequently recognised Mm, merely from her Qracions Majesty’s 
description, and how they had nodded to Mm out of a private box, 
and so forth, wMch being quite the trump card, wins the game, 
finishes it, and nous revenons d nos moutonsy though the mutton 
having vanished, we are now at the chickens. 

We all feel that our powers of invention and faculties of credulity 
have been exposed for the last half hour to too severe a strain. 
“By one consent” as the Old Hundredth has it, we drop the con- 
versation, and HAHLUsr Mumley seeing that there is a chance for 



bitn to air his opinions on English Poets, leads up to what he Mm- 
self'is going to say, by artfully asking Buddeemee the Bald if he 
has read Swinbuene’s new prose book ? 

Hamlin Mumley the Poet little Imows the man whom he has 
singled out as fittest to hold the stirrup for him (Mukley) to mount 
his Pegasus, 

Miss Buddeemee, blushing and all proiile, says aside to me, 
“ Mr. Muml|;y has just given Papa what he likes to talk about.” 

I am all attention. 

Buddeemee the Bald pulls himself together, clears Ms tliroat, 
arranges his napldm, strokes Ms beard, and commences. 

“Swinbuenb, as a writer of prose ” 

Here the Butler begs pardon, and sets before him a couple of 
cMckens to carve. Buddeemee nods at the chickens, and recom- 
mences : — 

“SwiNBUENE, as a writer of prose, is perhaps as perfect a 
master ” , , 

Here he suddenly starts and dashes Ms right hand upwards 
towards his bald head, as if about to brush olf an irritating fly, ^ It 
isn’t a fly, however, that has disturbed him, but the hireling waiter 
who has a grampus-like habit of breathing heavily on you through 
his nose, wMch must be peculiarly refreshing on the top of Bud- 
deemee’s head, 

“ SwiNBUENB is, I was saying, as perfect a master ” 

“ ’Ock or champagne, Sir i’ ” inquires the hireling Grampus confi- 
dentially in his ear, as if tMs inquiry must be entirely between 
themselves and go no further. 

“’Ock,” replies Buddeemee, unconsciously imitating tlio xin- 
educated Grampus ; then correcting himself, he substitutes “ No ; 
champagne please.” Then, as the Waiter pours out the wine, he 

resumes, “ a perfect master of the English Eli, what is it i”’ 

TMs, rather irritably, to tho Butler, who is at his loft elbow. 

“ Mrs. Buddeemee will trouble you, Sir,” 

From Buddbembe’s facet at this moment you can gather that 
Mrs. Buddeemee does trouble him considerably. He wrinkles Ms 
forehead, unwrinkles it, then takes up tho carving knife and fork, 
and just as Musilby tMnks he sees a chance for what he is burning 
to say, Buddeejibe takes up the thread of his discourse while 
commencing, to carve the chickens. 


PbMr.— Fine weather. Walk, on the Pier in company with ’Abet, 
’Eneey, ’Uqii, and ’Umpheby. 

-Fibc.— Arrival of the Steamboat. ’Aeuy, ’Eneey, ’CJrai, and 
’Umpheey particularly facetious. 

I Diimer. Feeble soup, cold fish, and underdone mutton. 

Amusements of the evening. Town band drcadfully 
noisy and awfully out of tune. Tho Hite of Clapham and L(>w(t 
T ooting promenading on the Esplanade. ’Aeey, ’EKEHir* ’ I’o it , and 


fn 

” Wake early, with the shout of “ shr-r-rimns ” in 

.your ears. 

JVVwe.— Be regaled with the music (?) of a German band attempt- 
ing to get tiiiough the overture to Zampa with a clarinet, a eornet, 
and a tromben^ all more or less beginners, 
s Weak tea, stale eggs, and sea-salt bacon. 

jPl&oen, On tp the sands for a bathe. Machine full of sand, sea 
QLw, apd towels wet. 

TweZbCj-— All the ifei of the fair. Donkey-drivers, ‘‘comic” 

SawSxmt sandwich and lodging-house dierry. 

hoie m the house, Bradshaw and the 
of Onlj/ a BaisuT^j the authoress of A (hushed 

. TOr<»c.-More rain, with a dash of thfinder and lightning. 


£KEitir,’l’on,and 


’Umpheey smoking and laughing in close proximity. 

EighU—Yne pleasantest hour of the whole day— devoted to taking 
the train for the Metropolis and returning to London, 


NATURALISTS AND NOODLES, 


overmuch— the “ potato-bug, does not get in^rt^ to the destruc- 
tion of our Insh waU-fruit,” it will not be mr want of fook. We 
are now in the deadlseason; but there is no reason to doubt the 
following scrap of news respecting live 


‘ Colobado Bbbtlbs.— Teaterday morning a letter containing about a 
score of Colorado Beetles was found in the mail-bags at the K«lin burgh 
General Post-Office. The beetles were put into a bottle of »pint> ot win**, 
and sent to the authorities in London,*' 


The voracity of the Colorado Beetle may have be^ exaggemted. 
Our climate end soil may kill it. Perhaps the rooks will eat up its 
But It can hardly fail to be intarodneid into omr potato- 
nelds ^d garden-beds by the agency of an ass, or aaaes, such as the 
one whose donkeyhood is exemplified in the foregoing note. If 
iivmg ^loradp Beetles continue to be sent about by simpletons, and 
01 them does not sooner or later escape, it mil be a miracle, 
People wko only keep them to study, hut post them to otiiers, 
mostly ot their own class, may call themselyea naturalists, but 
common sense calls them “ naturals.” 

Fortimately the vemin, in the above instance, fell into wiser 
hands than ^se of the captors by whom, a few days previously, a 
potato-bugj taken ahve in similar ciroiiBiBtanoes, was coiu^EBcd in 
that conation to the JWvy Ootmcdl. Spirits of wine are the sort of 
apx)imdings in whmh alone Colorado Beetles s^nld bo preserved. 
Keep them in spirits, and as to fear for your potatoes cm their 
accost, keep up your own. Those conditions may be hard lh?e*F 
for the BwypUra ^ey will j^evont the gmb of 

that pestilent inseet from playing Old Goesebocry with the potatoes* 


A RBCojfMENDATroN.— The Ritualists’ Mission— Sub-mission, 
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SEA-SIDE VIEWS. 


— — OK JON'Jss {m love), 

Tte most heavenly 

B place I ever was in. 

s^ is^ warmer, 

sea the calmest I 
ever knew. Joy 
spai^les^n every 

through ewy s^ay 

happiness encircles 
me on every breeze, 
and ^Beauty is by 

lyslow. ALL sea and 
sky, and ugly round 

^ — stones. You can’t 

— ^ bask in the sunbe- 

'^'5:::^’--- - cause there is none 

- — ^ — it’s always rain- 

' " ing — and because 

. the hints worry your 

back.^ Confound the children, scraping up the wet sand and 
smelling seaweeds I It must be time for them to go to bed or to 
lessons or something. Wherever you sit there is sure to be a 
draught, and such heaps of old women you can’t put your legs up 
on the seat. Hang it aU, there isn’t a young girl in the place, let 
alone pretty ones. 

young jBrown {waiting for a Commission), Awfully dull, duite 
too excessively detestable. Hot a fellow to talk to, you know, who 
knows anything about the Leger, or draw-poker, or modern educa- 
tion, you know. Can’t get introduced to Lady Ton Peepbs. 
Hobody to do it. Wish my moustache would curl. Pull it all day, 
you know, but it won’t come. Lady Tom smiled, on the Parade 
to-day. Cot very red, but I shall smile too to-morrow. A man 
must do something in this dreadful place. 

Major Brown {Meavies), Hot half bad kind of diggings, duite 
in clover. Pound Lxdia. here — I mean Lady Tom Peeper. Horribly 
satirioal woman, though. ^ Keeps one up to the mark. I shaU have 
to read up to keep pace with her. I shouldn’t like to be chaffed by 
her. Better friend than enemy. Poor Tom Peeper ! he must have 
a bad time of it ! Can’t say “ Bo ” to a gosling. And she knows it. 
That ’s why he never comes down here. Coast clear. Fancy she ’s 
rather sweet on me. By Jove ! wehad aforty-mile-an-hour-express 
flirtation before her marriage ! Must take care what I ’m ^out 
now.^ Mustn’t have a collision with ToM—good old man, after 
aU, if he is a fool. Take this note rotmd, CHAjai.ES, to the same 
place. 

Mrs, Itohinson {Materfamilias), Scarcely room to swing a cot, for 
baby. Thank goodness, all the children are on the beach,- I nope 
Marx Ann won’t let out to the other nurses that Tottt had the 
scarlet fever. . He ’s quite well now, poor little man, and no one 
will be any the worse for it. Horrid I of course. Ho, it is not a 
Colorado Beetle, Robinson. They infest the curtains ; we did not 
bring them with us in our trunks. Do go out and buy some insect- 
powder, instead of looking stupid behind that nasty cigar. Oh, and 
get some soap and some tooth-powder, and order Baby’s tonic, and ■ 
Jane’s iron-mind, sesqui-sulphate of iron (I suppose I must find ' 
the prescription), and a box of — ^what ’s that stuff for sore throats ? ; 
And do hire a perambulator with a hood. And we have no dessert « 
for to-morrow—you know, or you ought to know, it ’s Sunday. ' 
Some fruit, and what you like. Oh ! and don’t forget some biscuits 1 
for the dog. What has become of Tiny ? Tiny I Tiny I I know ^ 
he did not go with the children. I daresay he has eaten something 
horrid, and is dying under a chair. Dear ! dear I who would be 
mother of a family with such a careless, thoughtless, quite too 
utterly selfish husband as you are. Of course you never remembered 
to-day was my birthday. I ought never to have been born. A 
bracelet or a pair of ear-rings — or, by the way, I saw a lovely ^ 
chlLtelaine on the Parade. You might find enough to give me one '' 
pleasure since our wedding. 

Robinson (PaterfamiUgts)^ I like the sea-aide, I do. When will it , 
be over ? , 


was there was nothing more important than a policy which paid attention to 
sanitary matters.” 

But who taunted them, if not some Members of their own Party ? 
A policy of sewage necessitates an extensive employment of scaven- 
gers. Therefore it is eminently a Liberal policy. At continual war 
with vested interests in dirt, a policy of sewage intends especially 
to effect a Sweeping Reform. 


MOYING 

{By the Undecided Traveller,) 

The Q-uestion before me is “ Where shall I go ? ” 

And it causes me much agitation, 

As to which plan is “ meilleurj' and what “ comme ilfauV^ 
Let me glance at the whole situation. 

I ’ve a great mind to Have I ? I would that I had ! 

Why, I haven’t the faintest of notion ! 

If I could but decide — oh, I should just be glad ! 

Shall I travel by land, or by ocean ? 

I think I should like— but — ^I ’m sure I don’t know 
If I should. No ; I’m sure that I shouldn’t. 

But, I might, after all, if I met So-and-so, 

Stni— I don’t think he could. Ho ; he couldn’t ! 

By the way, what ’s to-day ? It ’s the third— no ! the foiiTih ! 

WiU that give me the time that I reckoned ? 

I could go by the South— or, why not by the North ? 

Ah 1 I ought to have gone on the second ! 

Yet, it doesn’t much matter. The air here is good, 

And they give us most excellent diet ; 

And to map out my journey I ’m not in the mood ; 

So, I think, I will simply keep quiet. 

And I won’t pack my things. I ’ll remain where I am. 

As to leaving, I needn’t give warning. 

All fancies for moving, begone as ye came ! 

After all — I could go in the morning ! I 


TOMNODDIES’ TREASURES. 

Instancing- the large prices given for cancelled stamps, rare in 
the market, the Times printed a paragraph headed “ Fools and their 
Money.” A member of the firm of Messrs. Palmer & Co., of Adelphi 
House, writes in reply to the leading journal a letter wherein he 
says— 

<‘That they did give extravagant prices we are_ ready to allow, and so did 
we on purohasing the yaluable collection yon noticed for £800, bnt we hope 
you will not on that account class us as * fools ;* for, after all, we only collect 
stamps as others collect old china and out-of-the-way specimens of antiquity.” 

If these gentlemen simply did that, they would he even as those 
others who throw away their money. But they explain themselves : 

“ It may he a mania, and perhaps is, but were you to look oyer the collec- 
tion we have just purchased to break up for sale, I almost think you would 
pardon the mania from the interest you would feel in the sight of it.” 

Buying rubbishy stamps to keep is one thing ; breakmg them up 
for sale quite another. The results of that proceeding will no doubt 
demonstrate that Messrs. Palmer indeed are no fools. But that 
proof wfll be only additional evidence that stamp-collectors pure 
and simple belong to a class of persons proverbially ready to part 
with their money^ Except at dealers’ rooms, on sale to simpletons, i 
the only fit place for a collection of such curiosities that one can I 
fancy would be a cabinet in a Oolney Hatch Museum. 


duip and Compliment. 

AoDBESsiNa the late Conservative Meeting at Manchester, Mr. 
AioBBNoN Eobbton, M.P., Secretary to the Admiralty, said of the 
CioveinmeiKt, that 

“They had been taunted with haying a ‘policy of sewage,* but the fact 


A duiet Place. 

The subjoined advertisement in the J^ussex Express wiR to most 
minds probably appear not altogether unintelligible. One can half 
understand it 

A LADY wishes to find a gCM>d COOEy who is -Deaf and Dumb, if any 
one will be kind enougb to plorm her where one is to be found.— 
Address, &c. 

For what reason is it possible to imagine that anybody should 
wish to get a deaf Cookf Cooks are too often deaf to remonstrance. 
But the advantage of having a dumb servant, who could not gossip, 
and would obey orders without talking, is too obvious. 

A Word eor the Publican.— He is a host in himself. 








Mamma 


A LINQUiSTIC OPPORTUNITY, 


Mmnmi T 'f°Set7ter). 


“Look, Ma.ttd, thbsb’s a nice littke Fbenor Gmt lut ivn p, t, 

JffOTEfmGf BUT FRENOIf/” * I WlTE II KW, AND MiND VOlf BP^AiK 

“TiBNS, MaDBLEINK, voril toe petite AnoLAWE Q.TI me PARAtT n.pw 

ELLB, ET SKRTOUT PARLB AHQLAIS TOUT LB TEUPS ! ’ ***" ^ <'l'Wrri,I,K ; VV IlONO JoPPI! AVHO 


BORN, APRIL 16, 1797. DIED, SEPTEMBER 3, 1877. 

%lit oltfougtt, 

j I™®??’’? to mouming France. 

Ite deadhadhved indeed; a varied life 

Statesman’s part 

Had\eS?JhT®®f‘ ®i*T- deatt-BtiUld heart 
Jme Patoqt h^t, and courage prompt to cope 

■urTfiiAr.+ir^^^ j®*^®® ® ^®®® viepover found, 

Without her borders or vdthin their hound. 

And now, when wisdom calm and temnerate zeal 

The patriot passes, and the sage is still ; 

Mute as the midnight Sentinel slain upon the hill. 

But he has Kved ; and such a life should leave 

W ter sheath above his tomb the brand 

Of civil toord, and essay to weave, 

TTio „i. j 1 olose-knit coil, 
pie chords long strainod by pa^ feud and broil 
‘^®,®®'®J te love^ fS fS«i“ 

theories. Every thought 
Was stilUer power and glory to enliiice7 ^ 

■ these he wrote and fought 


Tn fourscore years of strife and toil. 

Xo wi eathe her brow with bay, to free her soil 
proud and fair 
^etore the nations, was his constant care. 

loving much, he loved yet more 
The realm, whoever its badge of hoadshin wore • 

u^® ”1^®^ Frenohmen would the least divide. 

™ Stf “ 

^r?o 7®'S°^ wisdom oft availed to save 
TKflf from wreck in days with dangers rife 
That were the truest tribute to lus glory 

,Uowe eT that be, no longer now ho dwelk 

That in Patriot counsels prove 

aat m toe JSfati^ s memory and its love 

^em Monhomme vit encore / 

MIXEPAET traEIXlOENCE. 

selStS for*“co*S&f ^ preference in 

a retiri^ dispo^^^^ ^ ^ to gentlemen of 

^w that our tou^^Ie We all 

to set the fact to mtS. ^®®“^^®> really thmre is no ooeamoa 
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A NOTE OF WARNING. 


PHRASES EOR THE PHILOSOPHIC. 



EARING in mind 
tlie approacidng 
arrival in this 
country of that 
celebrated Mon- 
ument of Anti- 
quity, the Egy 
tian Obelis 
known as “Cleo- 
patra’s ITeedle,” 
Mr. Zurich de- 
sires to give 
timely and dis- 
tinct notice to 
aU those persons 
whom a long and 
bitter expe- 
rience forewarns 
him are already 
meditating to 
overwhelm him 
with their play- 
ful contribu- 
tions, that it is 
his indexible de- 
termination to 
exclude from his 
columns all and 
singular of 
the following 
(amongst a host 
of others) essays 
and attempts at 
wit and hu- 
mour:-^ 


Any abuse and maltreatment of the common adjective needless. 

Any allusion to Egyptian Hall. 

Any suggestion to Mr. JPunch to give an eye to the Heedle. 

Any such words and phrases (having evident reference to the 
Heedle)— as point, pointed, pointless, coming to the point, the point 
of the joke, Qie point in question, the thread of the story, threading 
a way through the crowd, &c. 

Any jests founded on “ the Needles.’’ 

Any opinions to the effect that there is not a pin to choose between 
the various sites proposed, but that perhaps, on the whole, Thread- 
needle Street would be the most proper place. 

Any indication of a design to drag in the Commissioners of 
Sewers. 

Any such intricate reference to the country from which the 
Needle comes as is implied in the hope that it will meet with its 
deserts in its new home. 

Any suggestion that it ought to be protected from the weather, 
the climate, the street boys, «&c. — obviously only put forth as an 
artful device for introducing a Needle-case. 

Any proposition that if there are engineering diffiiculties about the 
transport of the Needle, a number of the best sewing machines 
should be employed. | 

Any expressions of disappointment at the size or appearance of 
the Needle, finding vent in the terse criticism that it is only “ So- 
so,” or perhaps reviving the ancient vulgarism that it is ** All my 
Eye,” 

Should his intending Correspondents feel that they must unburden 
themselves ito some sympathetic soul, Mr. Punch would suggest to 
them to pass him over for this once, and to communicate instead, 
with the Authors of the next Christmas Pantomimes and Burlesques. 


A YARN OR A FACT? 

YxjiiaAR Credulity will jump, and Yulgar Incredulity laugh, at 
an announcement which has appeared in the papers respecting — 

« The Gthbat Sea Sbeebnt.— "W ith a view of eneouraging a closer 
observation than has hitherto been afforded of any sea-monjater which may 
appear firom time to time, the authorities at the Admiralty have permitted 
the publication in Land and Water of the ofS.cial reports forwarded to them 
by tile OjQBlcers of Her Majesty’s Yacht Oshorne, in reference to the sea- 
monster seen off Cape Yito in June last.” 

Here, however, we see that reports of the appearance of some- 
thing surmised at least to be possibly the Sea Serpent have actually 
been sent to the Admiralty by Naval Ofldoers. Sailors now report 
to their employers as matter-of-fact that which they would once 
have recommended any narrator to tell to the Marines. 


“ Strong language,” very truly remarked Mr. Ctladstone the 
other day to some gentlemen from Tyldesley and Bedford Leigh, 
“ is not necessarily violent language,” and a Kttle later, on giving 
vent to an expression of opinion somewhat emphatically, he added, 
“ that is strong language, but it is not violent language, because it 
is exactly measured to the circumstances to which it applies.” 

No better definition of the legitimate scope and limit of strong 
language could possibly be giyen, but as there is uot unfrequently 
some difficulty experienced by the most self -restrained in “ exactly 
measuring” their words “to the circumstances to which they 
apply,” the following neat little ready-made phrases, as likely to be 
in common reqnest, may perhaps be found useful to the beginner 

On Putting on a Pair of Tight Boots. 

“Really these boots are extremely uncomfortable, though, no 
doubt, my bootmaker is an exceUent and worthy man, who works 
conscientiously and laboriously for the benefit of his wife and large 
family, still 1 should Like to make him walk fifty-five miles and 
back in these hoots, and I am disposed to let him recover their cost 
from me, if he can, through the County Court.” 

On having to take an Unattractive Dowager to Dinner. 

“ I admit aged people are a necessity,^ but why cannot an old woman, 
who must be seventy if she is a day, dine at home ? I like the Skiff- 
ENGTONS, hut why do they arrange their table so unwisely, placing 
that talkative fool with a heavymoustache near to Conny Travers ? 
Really, it would serve the Sexffingtons right were the fioor to open 
suddenly and swallow us up, dinner and all. I wish it would.” 

On being run over hy a Bicycle. 

“ Exercise is a wholesome axid enjoyable thing, and nothing is 
prettier in its way than a bevy of bicycles gomg at full speed a,long 
a smooth road. 1 think I might have belonged to a Club myself had 
I not been knocked down and seriously injured on the ancle, to say 
nothing of damage to my hat and coat with mud by this rather mis- 
managed machine in which I am now entangled in the gutter. I 
have no personal quarrel with the o^er, but were he to be put upon 
his trial for murder at the Old Bailey, I should receive the news 
with considerable satisfaction.” 

On having the Gate shut in your Face as you Just Miss a Train at 
one of the Metropolitan Stations. 

“ Punctuality is, without a question, the soul of business, and 
nothing can be more commendable than the unswerving precision 
with vmich that ticket-inspector has just slammed the barrier he 
guards in my pathway. Still, he has left me shut in this gloomy 
passage to watch the progress of the departing train, and his indiffer- 
ence to my position is so unamiable that I have half a mind to report 
biTn up-stairs, in the hope that he may be dismissed by his 
superiors and ruined. ^ At any rate, I regret that he did not jam his 
finger severely with his violence.” 

On Meeting an Obstructive on a Staircase. 

“ This is not at all an uninteresting adventure, for nothing in its 
way can be more instructive than the firmness and perseverance 
which, withstanding all argument and entreaty, often block the 
public way, to the serious inconvenience of others. Still, as it is my 
wish and intention to go up-stairs, 1 consider that I shall act wisely 
in throwing this man, without further ado, over the balustets.” 

On arriving from one of the Channel Boats at Folkestone after a 
Bough Passage. 

“It is extremely pleasant, after the disagreeable experiences that 
have been furnishea me by the last two hours and a half that I have 
spent on this steamboat, to meet with a crowd of one’s fellow- 
countrymen who are evidently not only in the best of spirits, but 
deeply interested in one’s condition. At the same time, in the absence 
pj^ny local policeman or other official to take them all into custody 
asW^es and vagabonds, I should immensely like, had I only the 
strlhgth to wield it, to be let loose among them witix a large horse- 
whip. 

On Beading another JUoliday Speech of Mr, Gladstone. 

Well, this is very admirable in its way, and full of excellent 
copy-book headings and fine old platitudes. But, as 1 make it a 
yule to get through the whole 9 f the Times daily, I wish that not 
quite so many people would insiet on having a speech two columns 
in length whenever they happen to come m sight of the terrace at 
Hawarden.” . 


ARTICIJeD CLERKS. 

The Clergy should be. distinguished as “ Thirty-Nine- Aititled 
Clerks.” 
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RURAL SIMPLICITY. 

“Beisn to SohooIi, Little LissiB?” “Aye, Sib.*' ‘‘Good Girl — ^thebk’s jl Pknkt bob tod.’* 

^ STEPPIN’— BUT AWM GAUN TO SkBULL 1* THE MOBNm^— WITLL YK BE THIS WAY l’ THE 


WHAT IT MAT COME TO. 

broujrht up ou Tuesday before tbe 
M^istrate at Bow Street charged with stealing a han&erchief. 

Mr. Hodges prosecuted, instructed by the Treasury, and the 
pnso:^ was defended hj Mr. Montgomeey, Mr. Wiggins, and 
Mr. WttKj^soN. The Bench was crowded with Dukes, and 
sScitors places at the table usually reserved for 

The fost witness called was Charles Bates, alias “the Artful 
Bodger, who is now undergoing a term of imprisonment at Milbank, 
ine witness wore the usual convict's garb ; his hair was parted down 
the centre, and he appeared to be a person of remarkable intelli- 
gence and some education. 

He deposed as follows, examined by Mr. Hodges Knew the 
prisoner perfectly well. He was called “the Brain Spiller.” 
{LaughterJ. Supposed he was called that because he broke skulls. 
K^ars of laughter.) He saw the prisoner take the handkerchief. 
There was no doubt about the matter. 

Cross-examined by^ Mr. Montgomery : He was eighteen years 
SH* Tv “ j 0^ fcr several years. He 

charged with robbing>s mother, stealing from his father, 
^ grandmother. He had also been 
mth forgmg the names of seven -and -twenty different 
j the charges were trne. (Laughter.) 

^ convicted on all of them. (JJoars of 

answer me this question. Do yon 
®c®^ot 8 word IS to he beheved before that of an honest 

improper question, and I 

Wpptouw.) Let me tell my learned friend that 
an^Mt heart may b^t under a prison waistcoat, and long hair 


Mr .Montgomery {with great warmth). You must not call mo your 
learned friend. 

Bates. I retract the ‘ ‘ learned.^' {Roars of laughter.) 

Cross-examination continued: I have been tried for murder. I got 
OH on an Mi. It was oerttonly rather crooked. (Shouts of laughter, 
%n which the Bench and Bar joined heartily.) My maternal aunt 
not lihe me before her death. I suppose she objected to me 
because I put some poison in her tea. (Laughter.) She found meout 
the nrst timd hut the poison found her out the second. (Roars tf 
Laughter.) The money was paid by the Insurance Company. I had 
m^ed her hfe for £500. The priwner had none of the proceeds. 

Cross-examuied by Mr. Wiggins: The handkeroblof I saw the 
prisoner take was a cotton one. That I will swear. It was not 
made of Indian straw. Of that I am certain. 

Cross-examined by Louis George : Until I was sent to prison 
l was an innocent little boy. My parents took great pains with 
me. I "^^f tbeir hope and pnde. I have always regarded the 
prisoner mth feelmgs (rf afieotion. In my opinion he is a most 
person, and is quite incapable of stealing a handker- 

Ee-e^mmed by HoDans : I am quite sure tire prisoner took 
ihepo^et-hmdkerolbef, Isawhim lAe it. The tfoft ocoorred 
m^e ^ad daylight. _ There could be no doubt about it. 

Mr. HoDcms then informed the Magistrate that although this 
was a weliminaiy mqm^ it ww^ be necessary for the Qrown to 
™°*® He was sorry to say&at tibe ease 

i^ht take up some time, and therefore he would soggest that 

KfZra^dlSMifeS’att*^*^^*" th^tmae, 

e:q?ressing an opinion that no time had 
been wasted, pro^d to cousider the matter during the adjonm- 
tod rerutoded the prisoner (£« the forty-eectod time) until 

A DBBAnroL EBaAiuK.— for T./i;. 
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GOOD FORM. 

{You 'nmy speak to anyoTic in France, even to a hold Gendarme — if you are only 
decenMy polite,) 

IMPLOBE TOUR PARDON FOR HAVING DERANGED YOIT, MiSTEE THE 
Gendarme, bttt might I dare to ask toxt to have the goodness to do me 
TBB honour to INDICATE TO ME THE WAT FOR TO RENDER MTSEDF TO THE 

Street op the Cross op the Little-Fields 1 ’’ 


GIYEN TO CHANGE. 

Announcements from time to time appear in the papers, on the part of the 
Metropolitan Board of Works, enumerating changes lately made by those 
Authorities in Street 1^‘omenclature. Several alterations were reported in a 
recent paragraph. For some of these there may be reasons known to the Board. 
For instance : — 

“ The suggestioDs before the Board include ... a letter from the Yestry of Lewisham, 
melosing a memorial from inhabitants of Jew’s Walk, Upper Sydenham, requesting that 
the title of ‘ The Groye ’ may be substituted for that name.” 

“The Grove is a name' which many people think genteeler than Jew’s 
Walk, and to. ancient readers of the Gentleman^ Magazine may suggest pleasant 
memories of ‘‘Stlvanus Urban though what is called “The Grove,” in a 
suburban district, is not generally^ a rm in urhe, hut rather the sort of thing 
meant by Dr. Johnson, when he said, “ Sir^ a gruve of chimneys is better than 
a grove of trees.” And those on whom the rates are levied which enable the 
Board of Works to effect imppvements, pay their money, and may reasonably 
ask to be let take their choice. Some inhabitants, on the other hand, seem 
to acquiesce in queer names for their quarters. Accordingly we are told that— 

“ 1^0 alteration wiU be made in the name of Hocumpoeum Lane, I^'ewington.” 

Hocumpocum Lane may have a derivation. Perhaps it was formerly the 
residence of some famous wizard. The Board of Works do well, perhaps, to 
let it alone. May it not happen that, in giving streets and other places new 
names, and therefore residents new addresses, they now and then do ill ? The 
number of letters which, in consequence of those changes, are delayed or fail to 
reach their destination, will perhaps be stated in some future return by the 
Postmaster-General. 


AN UNPLEASANT CHAPTER OF 
AUTOPIOGEAPHY, 

A Protest hy a Person of Quality^ 

“ The yolk of a fowl’s egg is equal ia bulk to about three mil- 
lion mammalian eggs ! ... At auy rate, no one can possibly 
urge any objection on the score that the Address lacks personal 
interest. In fact, the President has presented to his audience a 
page out of their own history, and has traced the successive 
stages through which we have all passed in our early embryonic 
development. Each member of the Biitish Association, however 
noble his social lineage, and whatever noise he may make in the 
world now, can thus carry back the history of his existence to 
that feeble spark of life which manifested itself in the merest 
speck of animal-jelly.” — TAe Atheneeum on Professor Thom- 
son’s Plymouth Address, 

“ Personai. Intewest ” ? YThat atwocious wot \ 
Thomson’s Addwess, a heap of twivialities — 

I should have wather called a howwid lot 
^ Of wude, unintewesting personalities ! 

This sort of thing is weally quite impwopah, 

And on all gentlemanly nerves must jar. 

It ’s time that somebody should put a stoppah 
“ On pushing pedigwees so pwecious far 
Into the wealms of Chaos and Old Mght.” 

(A neat quotation that ! I hope it ’s wight.) 

Some ancestwy is one of the essentials 
Of evewy person wanked above a Cad ; 

But this pwepostewous fad 
For gwubbing among emhwyos for cwedentials 
Of lengthy lineage is most disgusting, 

And wight-down wevolutionawy too ; 

For, if there ’s any twusting 
These stowies — though I don’t believe them twue — 
Who.’s to discwiminate ’twist Cad and Swell ? He 
Who ’s in the purple born has little pull 
Oyer the Snob, with empty purse or full, 

If both date back to a mere speck of jelly ! 
Ape-pawentage was bad enough, but now 
Levelling Science deals a bittewer blow, 

And has the howwid impudence to tell us 
We spwing fwom something wum called a Vitellm — 
(Which is the way in which these learned folk 
Speak of that pornon of an egg called “ yolk ”). . 

And that an Ovum infinitely small 
Is origin of all. 

Gad ! Things are coming to a pwetty pass, 

When Men of Science, in this doosed queer age, 

Link ultimate pwotoplasm and the peerwage, 

The stwawbewy leaves and the first “ mulbewy-mass,” 
The latter being their widioulous term 
For something prior to the blastoderm — 

Fwom which, thwongh pwocesses I cannot follow — 

Of which the vewy names beat High-Bntch hollow — 
They twaee, without the least weserve or mystewy, 
The most unpleasant pages of man’s histowy ; 

And then they pwate of “ personal intewest I ” 

I weaUy must pwotest. 

I feel no intewest in such wevelations. 

The ovum is a cell complete ? — oh yes, 

Ho doubt— (though I shoxdd spell it with an S')— 

But what ’s the use of putting the gwadations 
’Twixt “mewoblastic ova,” and— say Me, 

In such a lot of beastly owackjaw words — 

(Which often sound like sweawing)— I can’t see. 

And if the— haw !— Vitelluses of birds 
(Or should it be Vitellif) 

Are equal to three millions of our own, 

What odds, since peers or poultwy, all have gwown 
From that owiginal speck of animal jelly P 
Back to the Conquewor’s far enough to twace 
Any man’s pedigwee, and if indeed 
Tfiose pwecious rlymonth Pwyers should succeed 
In pwoving— to Society’s disgwaoe— 

The Common Ancestor of fowls and man 
To be the cell of Sohleidbn or of Schwann, 

’ Twere better, who withpwopahpwide could doubt it ? 
To say no moah about it ! 


Tuigaeian Atrocities.— J fr. Punch is ashamed to 
say that he has received hy post several puns, of which 
the point consisted in the consonance of the noun-sub- 
stantive “ tears ” with the name of the recently deceased 
French Statesman— mispronounced. 
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^ The following oonmnini- 

cations have been sent to 

H 85, Fleet Street ; but Mr. 

Punch cannot help thnm- 
inff that (with the exception 
of the last) they all must 
have been intended for the 
columns of some of his con- 

To ihe Editor. 

send account ^ of 

tion of ^joui^readers. 

' " ten, and at eleven a respect- 

ably-dressed man called 
upon my wf e^and ii^rmed 

ture removed immediately" 

r — jBdl some half dozen large 
vans with all the furniture 
in the house, and the wine in the cellars. He even took the 
contents of our wardrobes. When I returned in the evening I 
foxmd the house quite empty. As this, man may be repeating this 
disgraceful and heartless trick in other, places, I trust my warning 
is not inopportune. Youts sincerely, 

One Who is how oh his Guahd. 
Kendal Green, North Kensington. 

To the Editor. 

Sm;— When I walked in my garden this morning I heard the note 
of the cuckoo. I have had a long consultation with all my neigh- 
bours, and they consider the occurrence most wonderful, considermg 
the time of the year. Under these circumstances I think it my 
duty to report the matter to you. 

Yours faithfixlly, 

Dormouse Lodge, MuddWborough. A, NooniE. 

To the Editor. 

Snij—The other day on landing from the steamboat at the West- 
minster Pier (we had had a very wet passage from Charing Cross) a 
young fellow of twelve years old or so (it would be affectation to 
describe him as a gentleman) shouted Out to me, “ Ain’t yer cold ? ” 
I am told that passengers are frequently subjected to insxdts as gross 
as this on the Thames. 

Surely, Sir, this should not be permitted. It is simply disgraceful 
that a quiet, middle-aged, and corpulent traveller should have his 
feelings outraged on landing after a ten minutes’ passage. 

Yours indignantly, 

Junior Wanderers^ Club. Pbnht Steamboat. 

To the Editor. 

SiE,— The other evening, at about eleven o’clock, on leaving the 
hospitable board of my friend Mr. Baohits, I felt so severe a shock 
that I was thrown off my feet on to the pavement. Another of the 
guests found the road so insecure that he had to hold on to a lamp- 
post; whilst a third had to seek protection in the station-house, 
whither he was conducted by two constables. Considering that we 
all three felt the shocks, is not this strong evidence that an earth- 
quake must have ocoturedf Tours respectfully, 

Hehe Cottage, Drinhington. F. vow Dexteus:. 

To the Editor* 

SiBrYThere ^e many stories told of the exorbitant bills charged 
at Continental inns, but I think the following account, furnished by 
one of our English hotel-keepers, will throw everything else into 
the shade 

8, d. 

Bed ,, ..26 

1 Dinner . . .,36 

Wliiskey., .. 4 0 

Attendance . . 0 6 


There, Sk! The dinner, miserably served, consisted of soup, 
fish, entries, and a bird (a very small one). The bed-room was 


actually on the second fioor. The price charged for the whiskey, 
however, was not unreasonable. . 

Yours protestmgly, 

Bawleeborough. MacStihgy of that Iik. 

To the Editor. 

it is not too late to send you an additional particular 
about the recent total eclipse, may I be permitted to say that the 
^ moon seemed at one time to be copper- coloured, 

[ Yours obediently, 

The Ohervatori/, Sleepington. T. Haehy Slowbot. 

To the Editor. 

Bra, — In your impressiou of yesterday’s date I find that a person 
called “A. Smith ’’was convicted of stealing a pocket-handkerchief. 
It is only in justice to my own respectability and to the satisfaction 
of my friends that I request you kindly to say that I was not the 
** A. Smith” iu question. I sign this with my initials to prove to 
you that my name is not quite the same as that of the thief already 
afiudedto. . A. S. S. 

22, Lavender Water Grove, Lower Tootmg. 

To the Editor. 

Deae Sie, 

I think it only right to tell you that I have already seen 
an enormous gooseberry (weighing a ton and a half), and liave been 
caught in a shower of frogs. I hear that the great Sea Serpent has 
been frequently observed, and is shortly expected off the 1 sle of Wight, 
and that the oldest inhabitant of Cheyne Walk, Chelsea (aged one 
hundred and three), is at the river side catching daily a large quan- 
tity of salmon. Trusting that these facts will save you the trouble 
of wading through a vast quantity of correspondence, 

I remain, sincerely yours, 

A itETlEEP PkNNY-A-LiNEU. 

To Mr. Punch, 85, Fleet Street. 


CEEASY. I 

Hbkb is a chance for a Cook 

W ANTED, an Banu‘st Cliristiau Woman uh (‘OOK, not uiulcr 
twenty-five. One who has been in the habit of meeting with Brethron 
preferred. Apply, fee* 

The place offered as above, in the Exeter md Plymouth Gazette, 
is evidently a situation in a ** serious family ” of the Plymouth 
Brethren persuasion. For a Cook in any other the habit of meeting 
with Plymouth Brethren would be deemed a decidedly objection- 
able antecedent. The rule would he, on the contrary, “ No Plymouth 
Brethren allowed.” No doubt the Advertiser trutits that a Sister of 
the Plymouth Brethren, answering for herself to the description of 
“an earnest Christian Woman,” would never sell <lrip])ing, or 
otherwise embezzle kitchen-stuff, dressed or raw, or cheat by col- 
lusion with tradesmen, or in any other way, but would alwayH, to 
the very best of her ability, do her employer’s dinner, and never her 
employer. 

Addrees to Correspondents. 

Axn you to Punch that contributions send, 

Keep copies of your articles at homo. 

Then, if he tear your manuscript or sketch, 

He tears hut paper ; does not tear your wit, 

Your satire, humour, fancy, fun, or bosh 

His space exceeding. Whose were the more pains, 

Yours to transcribe your wrirings, each, or ks 
To send you letters all P Be that as ’t may, 

Dear friends^ take notice for the thousandth time 
Bejeeted articles Punch never does. 

And never did, and can’t, and won’t return. 


Fast and Slow. 


eye out i " W nat a snookmg bad nat i " ” How are you off for 
soap?” “Flareup, and join the Union!” ** How’s your mother?” 
“How’s your poor feet?” What stupidity affecting sharpness 
bewrays itself in these obsolete impertinences! In respect of fun, 
and point, and cleverness, what a difference there is p^woen ali 
those and the sparkling exclamation with which the Hvedy lower 
orders now continually salute each other and their superiors— 
“Whoa, Emma!” * 

The Satellites of Maes.— Why, Pas, to be sure! 
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A MODEL MAIDEN. 

0 Fasoikatino Datohter oe GtAul ! Clbvbr and Bright, 
Prettily Shod, and neatly Capped — Bonne, Griskttb, House- 
maid, OR Market-woman— WHATEVER be thy humble Rank, who 
WQULD’NOT Lose his Heart to Thee 1 


THE COMPLETE TELEGRAM-WRITER. 

The Postmaster-Q-enebal lias recently remonstrated with the 
senders of telegranis d propos of their extravagance in the nse of 
: words. His Lordship asserts that the^ cause of the comparative 
^ failure of this branch of the postal service (speaking of it as a com- 
;,mercial speculation), can be traced to the thoughtless verbosity of 
' the public. If every one who sends a telegram would make his 
l,3^essage as concise as possible, and would moreover cut ont every 
:.iiimecessary word, a deficit would very soon be changed into a hand- 
some snrplas. Always ready to assist in any und^taking of a 
V national character, Jfr. Punch begs to furnish his readers with a 
||BW model telegrams. 

'ji » Specimen No* 1. 

^ A very distinguished Statesman has been in the habit of wel- 
coming excursionists to his grounds, and there regaling them with 
tree-felling and speechification. He receives a long and flowery 
letter from a representative of a band of his admirers, ))eggmg him 
to receive a deputation at his country seat, to se^ him cut some 
timber and to hear him make a speech. The letter also asks for his 
opinion upon a number of subjects. Here follow^ the proper reply ^ — 

M-om ^UADSTONE fo A. Hoodie, Ptmhumborough, 

Cav^t, Trees and Speeches cu6 for the Season* For opinions 
see pamphlets* 


Specimen No* 2. 

A Young Poet has long been in love with a beautiful girl. The^ 
beautiful girl has smiled upon his suit. All is settled ; the day is 
fixed, and the ring is purchased. At the last moment the young 
Poet discovers that a rival has been paying his addresses to the lady 
of his heart, and that those addresses have not been regarded with 
sufficient disfavour by his soul’s idol. Instead of writing a long and 
bitter letter full ot taunts and reproaches, he sends the following 
telegram, which reveals his knowledge, frees his bride, and hints at 
suicide : — 

From Shakspeare Smith, Battersea Bridge^ to Floeie, Bose 
Cottage^ Tooting, 

Know all. You may marry Brown. Just going to jump. 
Specimen No, 3, 

In a moment of madness a number of Voters have elected a most 
unpleasant person to be their representative in Parliament. On 
regaining their senses, they dewly regret their folly, and desire to 
escape from the consequences. In various manners they attempt to 
convey to their Member that they wish him to resign. Instead of 
writing a long defence of his conduct, he telegraphs as follows : — 

From Keneaxt, London^ to Electors^ Stohe, 

WonH. You must learn to love me* 

Specimen No, 4. 

A body of Philanthropists are getting up a fund for some bene- 
volent purpose. They have made it a rule to publish no names, but 
merely the amounts subscribed. They address a charitable person, 
whose signature appears in every subscription list, and request him 
to forward a donation. The charitable person, instead of sending a 
long letter full of excuses, telegraphs as follows 

From Croestts, City^ to Good Samaritans^ Cashhankington, 

No* Hate anything anonymous* 

Specimen No* 5* 

Two Theologians have had a long and courteous correspondence 
upon some doctrinal point. After about the thirtieth letter, one of 
the Theologians suggests that the other may have been able to adopt 
the views he avows on account of some slight defect in his mental 
or|ranisation. He makes this suggestion in the most guarded and 
friendly language, and awaits a reply. Instead of writing, the 
other Theologian immediately dispatches the following telegram 
From Spurgeon Manning to Hbwman Colenso. 

Coming "by the next train to punch your head. 

Specimen No, 6. 

A Minister has long enjoyed a reputation for great cleverness. 
He has moreover shown a strong objection to the restraints of Par- 
liament. On several occasions this Minister had taken advantage 
of the House being up, to act with considerable recklessness. Par- 
liament is not sitting at a time when the greatest caution is abso- 
lutely necessary for the proper manipulation of foreign affairs. The 
Wisest Man in the whole world sends the following telegram to the 
most cunning : — 

From Punch, Town^ to Beaoonseield, Country, 

No larks, Fve got my eye on you. 

Having furnished the above models, Mr, Punch leaves the matter 
in the hands of Ms readers. He once more reminds them that the 
hope of the Post-Office Telegraph Department rests upon the 
Public’s forbearance. If the bacon is to be saved, it must be saved 
by pauca verba, 

JOLLY PAUPERS. 

At Bow Street, the other day, an alleged lunatic having been 
brought up for examination, previous to an order for his committal, 
if necessary, to A Lunatic Asylum, — 

'‘The Surgeon from St. Giles's Workhouse said that Hokes had been 
under his observation in the Infirmary for some days, but neither he nor the 
Warder in charge of him could see any signs of madneAs in his eonduct. He 
ate well, he slept well, and he drank well.” 

Did he ? Then what a very exceptional Workhouse Infirmary 
St. Giles’s must be ! So perhaps is Ms Workhouse altogether — 
Guardians, Relieving Officer, dietary and all. Whoever before 
heard of any Workhouse in any part of wMch anybody ate well, 
slept well, and drank well, except in the Matron’s apartment, or per- 
haps the Committee Room r Beggars, and, as snob, paupers, cannot be 
choosers, especially of tiieir domicile, but i£ an unfortunate person 
who had seen better days could select Ms asylum, and were asked 
to name it, the s^tement above-quoted might induce Mm to say, 
“ Commend me to St. Giles’s Workhouse.” 


vox. LXXTTT. 
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CLEAR THE COURSE! 

OB, HOW TO TREAT THE EOLKESTOlOl CAD. 

SAOEEDOTALISTS AND SEGEDEES. 

The prinwpal ratepayers of Cuddesdon, Oxon, headed hy two Ohnrchwardens, have 
Witten me ^icar, the Hev. Canon Euese, a letter reoiiesting him to refrain firom inviting 
I?® « • X the Yice-Principal of Cuddesdon CoUege, or any other Member of 

me bociety of the Holy Cross,^' to officiate any more in the ohnrch of that pariah. The 
Vicar of Cnddeadon replies to them in many words, reducible to two, the ex oMcto form 
of refusal peculiar to another Vicar, of loftier pretensions than even those of the highest 
Angiican parson—* non pqssumus*” First on the list of signatures to the Cudde^on 
ratepayers letter of objection to confederates with the Friest in Absolution, stands the 
name of Jobds- Cmi^woEiH. Is this JoHir a descendant of that VTinniAM: who, having 
persuaded himseH of Popery, did not pretend to nlay the Popish Priest, but honestly and 
c^istentiy went oyer to Hom, ^d, after having W a little experience there, came back 
and .vmdicated the “ Religion of Protestants”? A ChiUingworth appears to he in 


his place as Churchwarden of a Protestant 
parish, and, in that capacity, taking the 
lead of parishioners protesting against the 
sham sacerdotalism ot paeudo-Eoman Father 
Confessors. 

Hot that oar friends the Ritualists are 
not Protestants also, just as much as 
CHILI.11TG WORTH the Controversialist or 
Chillingworth the Churchwarden. The 
Bishop of Exetbb considers them ultra- I 
Protestants. Referring to them, in a reply 
to a letter from the Mayor of Plymouth, 
he says 

“ It should never be forgotten that the position 
assumed by such men is in reality based on the 
exaggeration of the Protestant principle of private 
judgment/* 

They will submit neither to Rome nor Can- 
terbury. Each has hitherto been his own 
Pope and his own Archbishop. However, 
according to the Whitehall Feview, a con- 
siderable number of them, clergy and laity, 
are now organising a Church of their own ; 
an opposition Church of England, under the 
denomination of “ The Order of the Cor- 
porate Reunion.” These are consistent 
pseudo - Papistical Protestants. Nobody 
can complain of seceders for conscience* 
sake. It 'Ritualists will only get out of the 
National Church into a Church of their own, 
they will be entitled to play at Roman 
Catholics as much as they please, and no- 
body will haye any more right to blame or 
ridicule them than anybody has to censure 
or make fun of the Irvingites or the San- 
demanians. Do the laymen of the ‘‘ Order 
of the Corporate Reunion” include any 
members of the lower classes? If so, 
they might ^t up amongst them, as an 
invitation to Ritualists in general, the .cry 
of “ Flare up and join the Order ! ” 


LINES TO LOED DUNDEEAEY. 

(On the Moons of Mars.) 

Poets talk of silvery light 
In their verses on the Moon. 

Is the radiant Orb of Light 
Made of silver, like a spoon ? 

Such as that wherewith the blest 
In their mouths, ’tis said, are bom. 

VTooden spoons beht the rest ; 

Mimic metal, iron, horn. 

Other spoons there are, to wit ; 

Biped Spoons, that mooning go : 

In the “ hollow muscle ” hit 
By the winged Urchin’s bow. 

Mars has got more moons than we, 

Two to one, a sim on high, 

If it could suraenaed be, 

Like mine Uncle’s in tbe sky. 

Mars is but Earth’s fifth in size : 

How then is *t his moons are two ? 

It seems to Reason’s purblind eyes 
One, a smaller one, would do. 

A reason'one can understand 
Why Venus should have sundry moons, 

’Neath which fond lovers, hand in hand. 
Might wander— sentimental ** Spoons. ’ 

If Maxs’s moons the mind affieot, 

And slates in Reason’s roof 

Than Earth, a fellow inight expect, 

Mars would have twice mmrelunaUos. 

Now, haplyj on a battle-plain 
In Mars, if lunar influence works, 

Lie twice as many maimed and slain 
As all yon Russians or yon Turks. 



September 22, It*??.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


123 



EX FUMO DARE LUCEM. 

At the SmoMng Tub, “IT. if. (S'. Twizder,'^ 

Irish Naval Stirgeon (on the Wrongs of his Profession)* ** Bed ad I thin it 
JOrST THIS—THEY *RE THRTXN’ TO GET DS AS ChAPB AS THEY CAN — AND THEY 
OANNT DO Ur ! ” 


CADS m EENT. 

There is generally something in vhat the divine Wjxliams says, or makes 
his characters say. In the Second Part of Nenry the Fourth a personage 
remarks that — 

“ Hent, in the Commentaries C-ESAR writ, 

Is term’d the civill’st place of all this isle.’* 

The suggestion that Kent might still retain the character given it by C-2esar, 
follows. Perhaps the Kentish people still excel in civility, as a rule. But the 
reception given to passengers arriving from Boulogne appears to prove the folk, 
or a portion of the folk, of Polkestone an exception. Can it be that they are 
distinguished by their deficiency in this respect from the inhabitants of Dover ? 
It is truly said that civility costs nothing. The converse also is true, and it is 

{ )0ssible to lose by rudeness. Unfortunately, too, it is possible to make others 
ose. Hotel-keepers and tradesmen are interested in a question which concerns 
travellers, and may have a material interest in determining choice of route. Is 
it impossible that a public meeting could be held at Polkestone to take measures 
for deterring the Cads of that town from brutal behaviour ? 


LATEST THUlin)ER PROM: THE YATICAN. 

Oh, my gracious, Mr* Punch, do just look at this ! 

“ Bishop O’Connell, of California, has announced to his congregations that, according 
to instructions received from Borne, no Boman Catholic can participate in round dances, 
under pain of mort^ sin.’* 

Q-oodneas! Only fancy being wicked if one waltzes!^ How thankful 
one should he that one is not a Roman Catholic, at least if one is fond of 
participating in round dances I If such instructions come to London, as 
weRas C&Ufomia, I guess the Cardinal will not make many converts here next 
season, at least among young Ladies, like. Yours, truly, 

Angelina. 

P.S. Wh&t a lovely phrase for a Q-entleman to use I — “May I have the 
pleasure of participating in a round dance with yon ? ” 


|it 

Wa£s horror at its worst, the seeds of change 
Darkly at work for Kations, Churches, Kings, 

"What is there in an old man’s death so strange 
To give it rank among eventful things ? 

Kor King is he, nor President, nor Pope ; 

He holds nor sword of strength, nor keys of power ; 
Hangs on his life nor world-wide fear nor hope ; 

If^he was e’er “ The Man,” long past his Hour. 

Yet hut one Statesman’s exit, and no. King’s, 

Could give such theme lor thought, and tongue, and 

As this small eighty-years-old bourgeoises brings 
The lightest hearts, and quickest wits, of men. 

Prance, save the fraction that flings filth for flowers, 
Utters one voice of sorrowing regret 
O’er him who gave her his long manhood’s powers, 
Whom Death, at eighty, found her soldier yet, 

Unbowed beneath the burden of fourscore. 

Donning bis armour for the self-same fight 
In which, a stripling, erst the flag he bore 
Of Might enthroned in Power, withLaw-hased Eight. 

What wonder Prance should sorrow so for him 
Who scorned what she scorns, held what she holds 
dear; 

Whose quicX sense saw no truth, while it was dim, 
Content to rest in half-truth, while ’twas clear. 

The sharpest-shaping', keenest-biting wit 
That kept alive the memory of Yoltaiee ; 

Most French of Frenchmen, apt with phrase to fit 
The nnspoke sentiment that filled the air, 

So giving it the concrete life that moulds 
A Party’s purpose, People’s mood, to Act ; 

Finding, at need, the wanted word that holds 
A Nation’s fancy, till it turns to fact. 

Against such gifts, what was it that his pen 
At times postponed harsh truth to happy phrase ? 

If, when he ministered as chief of men, 

The Statesman grasped at times the meaner praise 

Of winning cleverly, than on the square ? 

The Jury he appealed to were his peers ; 

His history was their legend, written fair ; 

His spice of false won for his truth their ears,' 

l^OT only Prance he glassed, in fleck and flaw ; 

Prom youth he was the soldier-sworn of Right 
Set in the adamantine bounds of Law, 

For that was first, would have been last, to fight. 

And therefore Prance, once more upon the verge 
Of that sad war ’tis still her fate to wage, 

’Twbct Might with Power, Right with but Law to urge, 
Took him for champion even in his age. 

Prone as she is good service to forget, 

And fickle in her favour, as they say, 

Still in her heart she bore tbe man who set 
"Weakness aside, and oast old age away. 

Posting the world to raise her up a fri» nd; 

Then, harder task, subdued ms wrath aad.shame. 
His conquered country’s interest to defeid, 

And melt her conquerors to milder frame,* 

Who, when concession’s utmost boon was wrung, 
Despaired not of his country, stricken low, 

Beaten and bleeding, but her nerves re-stmng 
In tune to bis, weak wailing to forego, 

With hardness to endure. War’s debt to pay, 

And Peace’s work with heart and hope set to, 

To earn the ransom she had wealth to pay, 

And envy of her conquerors thereto. 

For this she mourns him— lays upon his bier, 

Tribute of common grief, the Civic Crown ; 

And holds this little Bourgeois, henceforth, dear, 
Among her Great Ones to the dead gone down. 
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A FEW DAYS IN A COUNTRY-HOUSE. 

The Philosopher — The Funny Man — A Nuisance — Excitements — 
The Commencement of a Modern Symposium — An Entirely 
Neiv Character, 

, , . HE Poet Ha-Hlin Mukley 

S has HO chance against 

Buddeemee the Bald at 
Dinner, when the latter 
has commenced on one of 
his pet subjects, “ the 
Prose of Modern Poets 
handicapped as he is, too, 
by having to carve the 
fowls. Poor Mumxey, who 
has let himself in for it, 
out of a desire to venti- 
late his own opinions, is 
compelled to listen, and, 
^ though he makes a few 
bold attempts to insert 
^ the thin edge of his oon- 
versational wedge between 
the jointings of a chicken, 

> yet they are eminently 
\ unsuccessful, as Bttddee- 
MEE has one eye fixed on 
\ him, and is down on him, 
at once, with the continu- 
; ation of a suspended sen- 
■ ' ' tence, which it would have 
\ been the height of rudeness 
J on Mhmley’s part to in- 

As Buddeehee’s views 
' (which he has lately 
adopted from some maga- 
zine or critical review) are 


Milbueh, as I have intimated, has been asked by Boodels because 
he is popularly supposed to have such an] inexhaustible flow of 
spirits, and in a Country-House “ keeps the whole thing going — 
but it strikes me thatlhe “ keeps himsef going ” by shutting up every 
one else in the most brutally loud manner, roaring and laughing, 
while he morally treads on your toes and gags you. In fact, if one 
has a good thing to say for the appreciation of the company, the 
best way (happy thought this) is to tell it to Milbttbd alone first. 








diametrically opposed to 
Mttmxey’s, the latter is 
„ ... actually writhing at being I 

loroea out^ of mere pohteness to hold his tongue, while Bhddeeiojk 
flows on with what Mximxey characterises very strongly afterwards, 
and in confidence, as “ dash’d nonsense.” 

*He was talking,” growls Mumxey, “dash’d nonsense about 
Poet’s prose.” 

“ Yes,” I reply, “ as you couldn’t have your say, we had all the 
prose and none of the cows.” 

Hobody laughs very much at this ; certainly not so much as it de- 
serves, and Milbttsi) doesn’t laugh at all. He pretends to be looking 
away and th inki ng of something else, and he, rudely (rudely to my 
miud, because I should have liked the present company to have dis- 
cussed whether a better thing than tins of mine about prose and 
cows had ever been attributed to Shebidah, Swift, or Sidney 
Smith), changes the subject by abruptly inquiring of BoodeIiS, “ Is 
there much game about here ? ” 

H Milbued himself had uttered this/cw de mot (or this hon mot 
whatever It may be, perhaps a little of both, say a honjeu de mot) 
of mine, he would have roared with laughter, himself, first of all, 
persons in the ribs, and asked them “ if they saw it, 
eh r then have explained it, laughing heartily aU the while, to two 
more, and ^ally taken me (probably) by the arm, walked me into the 
recess of the window,^ and have repeated the joke, pointing out to 
me how really good it was, and how it didn’t lose by repetition. 

yet, when wc hears a joke, a really good one, a witticism in fact 
from anyone else, specially from an intimate Mend (I beHeve he 
detests all his mtimate friends) he perversely worUt see anything in 
It ; or, if forced to give it his attention by reason of being asked by 
some one, a stranger of course, whether that (whatever it was) of So- 
^d-so s wasn’t very good, he either pretends that he hasn’t heard 
It, or that he has heard it before, when it was first said, originally, 
and so much better by somebody else ; and if the Jeu de mot is 
absolutely ^d undemably new, Mteetted will wink at the per- 
and say, “Hallo! here we are again! Joe Millers page 
thousand and eighty-four m 
U Unfortunately Milbijed havmg a reputation as an 
airthority^, the company wm, one after another, fobserve, “Indeed! 

like before,” and finally everybody will actually arrive at re- 
It distinctly, being led thereto by Mubtfed. The eon- 
sagOToe M l^t the nwmppy person who haa said this genuine 
witticism, which wonld have been like a thing of beauty and a^y 

impardonable of all social im- 
postors, the man who sets himsdf np for a humorist above his 
fellows, and struts in plumes of borrowed wit. 


best way (happy thought this) is to tell it to Milbtted alone first, 
secure his approbation and “Hall Mark,” as it w6re, then to lead 
up to it at dinner, and get Mubhed to tell it, when one can seize the 
opportunity of correcting him in details. It is dangerous to try 
this more than once, as even in such a case Milbtted will betray his 
trust, and when you (who told him the story) say, “ Milbijed, teU 
them what I was telling you this afternoon— you ’ll do it better 
than I shall,” he will reply, “ Well, no one could do it worse, 
because I really did not see the point fof it.” “ But,” you retort, 
“you laughed!” “I laughed,” he will return, coolly, “because 
I thought it was a practical joke of yours to mystify me. I didn’t 
think it was a story at all.” This induces every one to cry out, 
“ Oh, do tell it 1 ” When, if you comply, Milbijed will interrupt, 
pretending to elucidate the gist of the story by means of cross- 
questioniag, or he will undertake to tell the joke himself as you told 
%t him^ and thus make it intensely stupid by carefully omitting the 
point and the raison d’itre of the jest. 

Milbued may, we alL I believe, gradually agree, be “ the life 
and soul of a Country-House,” but it must be when there is nobody 
there but himself. 

We have two new excitements now besides the Trimmer, which 
is set daily by somebody, and watched with the usual sad interest 
from the bank by everybodjr. Capital opportunity for joke here — 
interest from the Bank — which would have set an ordinary company 
in a roar if Mllbued hadn’t been present. In his absence somebody 
would have said it, and we should [all have enjoyed the harmless 
pleasantly ; but now, no one dares to joke ; we wait for his (Mil- 
bued’s) jokes as the professional side-splitter, and, if he is silent, 
we are gloomy. And this is one of the effects of Boodbls having 
asked a man down here who is “so full of spirits, who will keep 
everybody going, and be the life and soul of the party.” (“ Keep 
everybody going wrong,” I think to myself.) And Poumoee the 
Composer, who resents Milbued’s constantly recurring chaff about 
the Oratorio of The Ark, and in whom I confide, agrees with me. 

One of the two new excitements, alluded to above, a Hare which 
comes out on the front lawn at breakfast-time and takes its meals 
in a painfully disturbed state of mind. Any sound at any distance 
disturbs that Hare. He nibbles, and runs away, and hides himself 
among the bushes. Presently, out he comes again very cautiously, 
as i£ he were trespassing, looks round, erects his ears, sits bolt 
upright like his toy counterpart that plays a drum with his fore- 
paws, decides that it’s all right, and nibbles again. His action 
suggests the idea of his being uncertain about the arrival of some 
train (behind the laurel bushes) by which he has to go ; this uncer- 
tainty weighs on Ms mind, and causes him to just take a nibble, 
then run off to see if the train has come in, then return, listen with 
ears erect to be quite sure that he doesn’t hear a bell, or a whistle, 
and, then having satisfied himself of this, he squats down again and 
nibbles hurriedly. 

We watch him from the window. 

“I say, Boodbls,” roars Milbijed, “ I came down here for fresh 
air, and there ’s the same hare here every morning ! Ha ! ha ! ha I 
Eh, do you see,^ old boy ? Eh ? ” this to Buddeemeb, who is on 
the point of giving us an extract from the Newspaper. Buddbe- 
not liking to be dug in the ribs, says, with a sort of grunt, 
Yes, Z see— hare— very good!” when Milbued repeats it to 
grerybody, still laughing loudly himself. Once, and once only, 
Bttodbemdbe the Bald, emboldened, perhaps, by some more than 
lordmarily strong tea at breakfast, comes out of his stronghold 
(bemg ordinarily entombed behind Saturday Eeviews and Literary 
and Scientific Journals), to attack Hilbubd. Expecting the support 
?< BuDDEEa^E looks up from his Times, and says, 

Mr. Milbijed, you shouldn’t laugh at your own wit I ” 

H would be a precious long time before X had the chance of 
laugtog at any of yours J is Milbued’s rough and ready retort— a 
retort which explodes in a tremendous h'a I ha I ha I 
Bdddhrme elevates his eyebrows and looks round on the com- 
p^y as If for assistenee, but, m^tin^ with only a frown and a re- 
proving snake of the head from his wife, he succumbs, and reyenges 
imnselt on society generally by waiting until everyone is engagwt 
m conversation at the;bimkfa»t-table, when he walks dSl WM all 
the newspapers, and cannot fee found anywhere for the rest df the 
morning. 

wnapaJted to ngaHSi»farateyri& 
me bMd pMosopher when he turns up again at dinner, 
blandly as if utterly unconscious of the wrong he has done to ns. 



Sbptbmbbb 22 , 1877.] 


125 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


tion—tlie Linkman) — ^we onglit, he says, to enjoy a real symposinm. 
Ladies are admitted if they like to oome, and to stop there as long 
as they care to remain. 

Hitnerto before the Ladies and the pldlosophic Buddeemes had 
appeared, we have lonnged silently, yawned {much to Boodels* 
disgust), and dropped off to hed one by on^ professing a regard for 
health and early hours in the country. Now, however, there is a 
chance for some really intellectual conversation, and for two 
evenings we have discussed poetry, music, and literature, with 
MpUiET, PooMOEE and BunnEEME as chief debaters. Long after 
Miss BunuEEJOJE has retired, Mrs. BunnEEiosE settles down in an 
arm-chair, and is soon absorbed in a novel. She generally closes 
volume the third (her average is a novel a day) sharply, and saying 
to her husband, ** Well, don't sit up all night talking,” wishes the 
company good night and leaves us. 

To-night MaBUEB, who has gone out after dinner to play billiards 
with a friend, has received permission from Boodbis to bring his 
friend back with him. Being a neighbour recently arrived, Boodeis 
is delighted to make his acquaintance. Melbuei) has told us that 
we shm all like Dice Caltop immensely, “ as he knows everybody, 
and something of everything that's going on.” 

At half-past nine we are in the smofibag-room, and as it were 
“ prepared to receive a stran^,” whenMiLBTnsi) enters introducing 
“ my friend, Me. Caxtop.” We smile, patronisingly, as though the 
new arrival were a highly privileged individual about to he intro- 
duced to a niost exclusive circle. 

Milbtted in a free and easy manner introduces us to him, not 
him to us. 


Mr. Dick Caxtop (about twenty-seven at most), not in the least 
! overawed either by Boobexs, or Budbeemee the Bald, or by the 
presence of ladies, nods familiarly all round, and, talmg a pipe 
and a pouch out of the pocket of a very sporting-lookmg coat, 
remarks pleasantly, 

“ I see you don’t mind a little bit o' baccy. Quite right : ‘ they 
all do it.' After you. Sir,” to Poumoeb, ‘‘with the light,” and 
seats himself on the sofa, as though he had known us aU for years. 

“Rather rough on you,” he says in a tone of good-humoured 
apology to Boobexs, “turning up at this time; but Jemmt,” in- 
dicating Mixbubi), “ said I must ; and Mother didn't s^ I musn’t,” 
here he winks at Bubbeemee, who tries to smile. “ When he told 
me there was B. and S. on the tappy, I said, ‘ Right you are ; that 's 
good enough for me : I'm on.” And then once more he w^s at 
us all round, gives a knowing shake of the head, and lights his pipe. 

Bubbeembe frowns and strokes his beard with Oriental gravity. 
He has looked forward to a literary, scientiffc, and phuosopMc 
evening ; so have I. I want to hear Pogmoee on music, Mttmxet ou 
poetry, and Boobexs on astronomy, orchids, and the Mealy Bug. 
Aud we have admitted among us the uncongenial element of a 
modern slang young man. 

Miss Btibbbemee looks frightened. Mrs. Bubbeemee resumes 
Yolume Two of her Novel. Budbebmee ignores the new arrival, 
and sententiously addresses Mumlev to this effect : “I suppose you 

have carefully read Ruskin’s last article in the ” when Mr. Dick 

Caxtop inquires of Boobexs, with an air of deep interest, “ How are 
you off for rats here ? ” 

And the evening has fairly commenced. 


MIRTH AT MANCHESTER. 


I KCiBENTAXXT to the Opening of a mag- 
nificent edifice, there was some good 
fun going on last week at Man- 
chester. Several high jokes appeared 
in the local papers. Here, by way of 
specimen, is one from the Manchester 
Courier : — 

T he toyn hall 

BALL.— To be Sold, 
cheap, an Old DRESS SUIT 
and Pair of Boots ; also, Pair 
of Kid Gloves, only cleaned 
twice, and Tie to match. This 
is a rare opportunity for Coun- 
cillors and their friends who 
purpose attending the Ball. 
Or a Ticket will be taken in 
Es change. 

And here another from 
the Manchester Guar^ 
dian : — 

M e. brown regrets that 
he is nnahle to supply 
any more of the Council 
with his Dress Snita, as he 
cannot divide three among 666 
applicants. 

And here, from the last- 
named journal, is some 
explanation of these and a lot of similarly satirical announce- 
ments : — 



“ The Opening op the New Town Hall. — On the reading of the 
minutes of the General Purposes Committee, the Mayor said he had been 
asked whether it was necessary for Ladies and Gentlemen to come to the recep- 
tion and ball next week in evening dress. If people would look at the card 
they had received they would find it said evening dress, and he doubted 
whether any one would be admitted if they were not in evening dress,” 

The necessity of evening dress for admittance to a hall is supposed 
to have hitherto gone without talk in every centre of civilisation, 
Manchester, of course, not excepted. But — 

“ Mr. P. Goldsohmedt said the question was naore important than at first 
appeared, because, if people had no evening dress, it ought to be known that 
they would not be admitted, for it would be very hard to exclude them if 
they came m ordinary dress,” 

Amd Mr. Alderman Bennett having said he hoped it would be 
distinctly understood that parties presenting themselves in anything 
but fuR evening dress, would net be permitted to enter, the 
building- 

“ Mr. AsauiTH pointed cnittbat there was no such intiniation on toe tickets 
as the Mayor had s^kon of. He heReved that half the tickets would be 
returned if evening oress was enforced.” 

Wherenpon— 

<< Mr. C. Walker said that, for instance, one Gentleman to whom he had 
given a ticket had asked if it was hecessauy to come in evening dress. On 


being told that it was, this Gentleman replied that he had an evening suit, 
but it was some years old and much too small for him. As a new suit would 
cost him £5 or £6, he had to decline the ticket.” 

Balls are expensive things for poor or penurious Gentlemen. But 
the baU contemplated by the Manchester City Council appears to 
have been one of an extraordinary character — 

** Mr. Haewoob asked how it was that no ticket had been sent to a repre- 
sentative of the Primitive Methodist body. A name was on the list, but the 
ticket had not been sent. 

■ “Mr. Alderman Cuetis said Mr. Harwood was mistaken. A ticket had 
been sent to a Gentleman connected with the Primitive Methodists.” 

The Primitive Methodists are hardly a class of persons that, out 
of the Manchester Municipality, would be imagined by any one to 
wish themselves represented at a ball. The Jumpers might, how- 
ever, if any survive ; likewise the Shakers, whose devotions include 
dancing. And the Baptists, some of them, might be willtog to set 
an example by dancing “ Spurgeon Quadrilles,” Resuming debate 
after discussion — 

“ Mr. Hilton thought that if the rule about evening dress was enforced, 
it would lead to a large traffic in the sale of tickets. 

“ Mr. ScHoriBLD hoped that no one would be admitted who was not in 
evening dress, 

“ Mr. Griepin thought the sense of the Council ought to be taken on the 
question. (iVb.)” 

The sense of the Council may, to some eyes, seem to have been 
but partial. The Matoe and Mr, Bennett, however, will, perhaps, 
he generally allowed to have shown some. So probably will the 
debaters last quoted, and the concluding speaker — 

« Mr. Alderman Lamb thought that Gentlemen who were not in evening 
dress should be admitted, but they would certainly be considered as black 
sheep. {Laughter. y" 

Only black sheep is hardly the comparison for Gentiemen in 
morning costume, whether Shepherd’s ^aid, or fustian, or flannel 
jackets, or waistcoats and shirt sleeves, and trousers hitched up with 
a string under the knee. Physically at least, the resemblance is on 
the side of Gentlemen in evening dress, who, to go to a ball in 
regulation attire, have put themselves into decent mourning. 

Zi. propos de hottes. Unless dress-boots were insisted on at a Man- 
chester Town Hall Ball, some Gentlemen would, perhaps, attend it 
in iron-hound anklejacks, or clogs ; which might be dangerous. 


THBRSITES AT A TOMB. 

Theesites voiding gaU u^on the grave 
Of a dead chief whom rival hosts respected, 

Had surely sickened e’en the foulest slave 
Whose breath the glad Greek breezes e’er infected. 
To-day Thersites, dancing on a tomb, 

Might bring the blush to cheeks of graveyard ghouls, 
Whilst generous Gallio hearts are steeped in gloom, 
Thersites safely snaps, securely howls. 

The Yenal BuUy aud the vengerol Scribe 
Clod’s acre now befoul, sans shame or fear. 

That precinct should he shut ’gainst all their tribe ; 

Is it not Writ, “Dogs not admitted here ? ” 






A PATRIOTIC BRITON. 

Glgmtk Frenchmcm {forgeUmg his nathe **PoUtesse'* %% his admiration of 'RoBmaoTSi^ii Mastiff), “Ah I Sa.?risti I On pectt bien 
LE DIKE, * L*An<JLETBKRB EST LB ’Ba.YS LES OtIIBNS EX DBS OHEVAtTX/ “ 

Bobinson, U,T,0,i (still mors gigantic^ and with a Wife and Family to match), h “Ay bay Homs! Ay day Fams I Ay day 
JOLLVPETTVONOEONGS I WEB, JVEOSSOO 1 I 


POR INDIA ! 

John Bull, loquitur (holding the Mansion Mouse Subscription 
lAstj and addressing Lord Beaconsfield and Sir Stapfoed 
Hoexhcote)— 

A. LiBEEAL list ! and CJbiarity need not sliame 
To sum her gift;, though some who use her name 
May mouth too loudljr, cloaking *neath her cause 
Mere party, heat and fussy self-applause. 

But she stands blameless— almoner of all. 

Before the claims which on her cofiers fall, 

The purse of Fortunatus well might fail, 

The touch of Midas prove of small avail. 

Here is her tribute to a giant need, 

Which makes all lesser claims loom small, indeed, 

A. people’s rescue from the gaping maw 
Of imminent Famine 1 ’Tis a task to awe 
That freed Prometheus, Comiuering Human Love. 

An arduous enterprise, that soars above 
Charity's stretch, for alien needs may share 
Her generous doles— but this is mu affair / 

A true Imperial interest, ■ as I hold, 

That well may tithe my Treasury's garnered gold. 

The net of Charity, though broadly cast, 


The net of Charity, though broadly cast, 

Misses the millions, and the draught at last 
Is slight and insufficient ; great and small 
Should share this task— the duty lies on all. 
Better than bran-new titles, or the shows 
That awe on hordes barbaric would impose, 
Sponger them huckster sleight, or braggart boast, 
Than gleaming pageant, or than glittering host 
Should be the Donds and bars forced by the hand 
Of helpful care, to knit my Orient land. 

In closer nnion with my empire’s heart 
Than power can win or policy impart. 


Yon Famine-menaced myriads cry for aid ; 

Of large response shall England be afraid, 

In poor renunciation of a claim, 

Whose full acknowledgmeut were fruitful fame, 
Adding to arms a higher oonq[uest still, 

The nobler domination of Good-will ? 

Not BO, Sir ! here ’s a piece of worthy work, 

A high Imperial task, I would not shirk. 

Open the National Purse, whose strings you hold. 
For here the Nation will not grudge its gold. 


NATIONALITIES AND NOSES. 

Me. Punch, 

GrviNd- evidence touching the Charge against Detectives,” 
Mr. Superintendent Williamson is reported to .have said, with 
reference to a bill describing the personal appearan )e of the convict 
Benson— 

“I remember Mr. Abrahams asking that the words ‘of Jewxth appear- 
ance ' should be left out, but they were afterwards inserted.*^ 

Could those words possibly have hurt the feelings of Mr. Abra- 
hams ? If so, why ? No Briton south of the Tweed would object to 
the description of a rogue as having a face of the English type, or 
north of it care about his being stated to be marked by a Scottish 
cast of countenance. There are a great many English and not a few 
Scotch rogues ; and what if there be a few Jewish, distinguished by 
the national features P No bearer of those features ought to be any 
more vexed because they are named than a Gentleman resembling 
Julius C.^sae would be if he himself, or anybody else, were said to 
have the appearance of an ancient Roman, What l^man was ever 
ashamed of his national nose, and, as for ancestors, what is the 
antigitity of the Roman nation to that of the Hebrew ? Believe 
me, Sir, your ever faithful Philosopher and Physiognomist, 

Slawkenbeegius. 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

{After a Visit to the Lyceum and Opera Coniique^ JSe Meports to 
the JEditor^ and Throws in a Little Theatrical Intelligence 
Gratis.) 

OTJE Highitess,— A piece 
by Mr. T7ii.kie Collins, 
or a piece foimded on a 
novel by Mr. Wilkeb 
Collins, demands atten- 
tion from Yonr Repre- 
sentative. By whom The 
Dead Secret may have 
been dramatised for the 
Lyceum is not stated in 
the play-bills, therefore 
there is an additional in- 
terest in the production, 
on account ol its being 
mixed up with No 
Name. 

The author of the novel, 
we are however informed, 
had given his “express! 
permission’^ (which is a 
very locomotive way of 
expressing it) for Some- 
body (“STo, Name”) to 
turn his work into a play. 
The Dead Secret was not 

W8^ so uncommonly dead 
^ mr that there was hardly any 

life in it from the first, 
and, though it might have 
furnished some material 
' ^ ' for a melodrama, yet it 

" was not sufficient in itself 

for dramatic purposes. 
The action of the Lyceum version of The Dead Secret is decidedly 
heavy, though the characters are well sustained throughout, and for 
the most part well played. There is one situation in Act III., where 
Miss Bateman (Mrs. Cko^ve) hears her daughter call her “mother” for 
the first time, which, as rendered by both actresses, is admirable ; 
while the low, thrilling murmur of love, too deep for words, uttered 
by the mother, and her touching look of gratitude to Heaven before 
sne bends over her child, are true touches of nature, which the 
audience are not slow to recognise. O si sic omnia I Oh, if it were 
all like this I But this, taken by itself, is worth the whole of Sarah 
LeesorCs part, and that of the unhappy Chost in the arras into the 
bargain. Alas! poorChost! 

Mr, Edmund Lyons is much to be commended for his portraiture 
of Joseph Buschmann^ the old German with his musical-box. It 
is a well-considered and consistent performance from first to last ; 
and is all the more praiseworthy seeing that Mr. Lyons appears as 
a very low comedian in a very stupid afterpiece of the old conven- 
tional farce character. By the way, didn’t Mr. Lyons play Courriol 
the Dandy in the Lyons Mail f It was not a striking performance, 
but he must be a versatile actor, his present work being taken into 
consideration. 

Miss Yieginia Francis, too, as the youn§: wife plays her part 
charmingly, but why those shoes for travelling ? Her timidity in 
the Myrtle Room is especially good. 

A cleverer child than “ Little Nelly ” has seldom been seen on the 
stage. She represents a mite of three years’ old, and actually speaks 
like one. The audience were enthusiastic about her. 

There is another of Mr. Wilrie Collins’s at the Olympic, which 
will be out ere this notice appears. Your Representative must get 
up his Moonstone. 

A Melodrama that ought yet to make a hit, if it could only be 
placed on a large stage with good scenery, two sensation scenes, 
plenty of lime-nght, a well-trained band of “su;]^rs,” and all the 
appliances and means to boot, that either the rrincess’s or the 
Adelphi could afiord, isX^s; or. That Lass o’ Lowrie^s. Almost 
every part in this piece by Messrs. Hatton and Matthison — 
founded on Mrs. Burnett’s popular novel (which not to have read 
argues myself unknown— but no matter)— is well and carefully 
played. 

3Sir. J, B. Beveridgb as N&rgus Derrick, the “mining engineer,” 
is bluffi, honest, and earnest. Occasionally I thought he was 
Mr. Kelly, of the Court Theatre, just as, occasionally, I saw a strong 
resemblance between Mr, Gould’s Bhil Lowrie, “ the worst man i’ 
Riggan” (I was glad to know this much, at all events), and Mr, Ir- 
ving’s Dmosc. It is all up with the worst man in Riggan at the 
end of the Second Act. Being unacquainted with the novel, I fully 


expected him to re-appear in Act lY., converted, but he didn’t, and 
as no one was tried or punished for the murder, Your Repre- 
sentative concludes that they are remarkably sensible people at 
Riggan, to allow a nuisance to be knocked on the head by two other 
nuisances, and give themselves no further trouble about the matter, 

Mr. Baesby, as a “ late M.P.,” interested me muchly. He was 
clearly an obstructive, only a respectable obstructive, and it is to be 
regretted that he did not mention up to what hour he had been able 
to keep the House sittiug, so as to entitle him to the description of 
“XaieM.?.” 

Anice Barholm, his daughter, was gracefully rendered by Miss 
Alice Grey, whose remarkably pretty lace your susceptible Repre- 
I sentative seemed to recognise as fresh from the Surrey— like the 
famous Ratcatcher’s daughter, “from t’other side of the water.” 

Mr. J. G. Taylor’s “ bit of character ” as Samuel Craddock, is, I 
am inclined to think, one of the best things he has ever done. The 
make-up is most artistic, and the dialect— well, as Your Representa- 
tive is not acquainted with the patois of Riggan, and as it is only 
partially intelligible to the limited Cockney experience, I have 
no doubt but that it is the picture of a Riggan man to the life, j 
The Riggan dialect is, however, easier to follow than Welsh or J 
Scotch. I 

Last, and first, comes Miss Rose Leclerq as Liz, who plays with a 
power and tenderness that enlist all onr sympathies, and win our 
hearts. The Authors are to be heartily congratulated on having hit 
upon this artiste for this particular part. I should like to hear our 
Mrs. Mellon’s (Miss Woolgar’s) opinion of this Lass o’ Lowrie's. 
It is a most striking performance, and might save many a worse 
piece than this. The last Act would fare badly but for the personal 
interest which she has aroused in the audience ; indeed, the weak- 
ness of the piece is in Act lY., while the strongest, at present, is the 
first Act. I say “at present” advisedly, because, if the piece 
should by any chance be placed on a larger stage, then the explosion 
in the Mine, when Liz Lowrie descends to save her lover, ought to 
be the situation of the piece, and this, fortunately, terminates the 
third Act. All that this scene is capable ol is at once evident to 
anyone conversant with dramatic effect, and, therefore, of course to 
the gifted creature who writes this present notice. 

By the way, I see that Mr. Wills, Poet and Painter, is bringing 
out a piece at Drury Lane with the short, epigrammatic title 9 f 
England in the Days of Charles the Second. As it is a dramatic 
version of Feveril of the Beak, why didn’t he call it Beverilf 
Perhaps he was thinking of Ms success at The Lyceum in the Days 
of Charles the First, when Henry Irving walked and talked half 
an hour after his head was out off. Mr. C]aATiBRTON should have 
told the Poet that Beveril was a better advertising title than Eng- 
land in the, ^c. 

Guinea Gold, at the Princess’s, was GoocVd on first night ; hut 
since then the Manager has rushed into sensational advertisements, 
and given ns “ Overfiowing of the Thames ! ” — may he soon be able 
to announce truthfully “ Overfiowing of the House ! ! ” 

On dit that Astley’s is to be reopened for the winter with Box 
and Cox on Horseback. It will be— or they will be— superbly 
mounted, with Mrs. Bouncer en Amazone on a highly-trained | 
steed. Considered simply as a spectacle, this ought to he a big j 
success. The afterpiece wiH he The Bide to Khiva. Many people, 
to whom I have mentioned tMs, pretend to doubt the statement. 

Why does— tMs is not a conundrum — why does Mr. Henderson 
style his entertainment at the Folly “New Comedy-Bouffe ” ? 
Burlesque-Tragedy is intelligible, meaning a burlesque of a tragedy. 
Does “.Comedy -Bouffe ” mean a Bouffe of a Comedy? And why 
“ new ” ? Aren’t both the pieces old ? What does it mean ? Who 
cares? J don’t. I shall go and see it. And, after all, as Mr. 
Henderson has chosen the name of “Folly” for Ms theatre, he is 
consistent in having a nonsensical bill. So here ’s to the New- 
s Old-Comedy-Faree-Tragedy-Bouffe-Opera, with its two Composers 
and Siamese Authors. 

We are to have Lord Lytton’s posthumous play at the Court, 
and a revival of The TInegwal Match (wMch I hope will strike on 
its own private boxes, and make a hit) at the Prince of Wales’s. 

I went to see a Ballet by the D’ Albans, at the South London 
Music Hall. First part really good and amusing. It comes on at 
ten o’clock, and is well worth a visit, as far as the aforesaid first 
part is concerned. Don’t let any one who chooses to stay beyond 
this write me an abusive letter. Your Representative. 

P,S,-=-*-I hope to give you some accotmt of the Leeds Musical 
Festival in my’ fiext. “ Leeds must when The Fire King drives,” 
as Signor Walter Attstin (whose first work is to be produced here) 
playfully observed. Addr^st aR communications to me at “ * The 
Cat and Fiddle,’ care of First Yiolm, Leeds.” 


Latest News aroutt tre Member eor Blarney.— Positive Butt 
has become comparative butter. 






SWEET SEPTEMBER. 

{A few odd hows of it, as gathered from a Diary Jcepi in the Country 
some day last week,') 

6 A. 31. — ^Rise, and look anxiously out of window. Glorious morning. 
Brilliant sunshine and cloudless sky. Glass in shade at T5®. Lark 
singing in the clear tranquil blue aloft. A regular summer’s day. 

7 A.M:.---Get out cool suit, and dress leisurely. Glass rising. Write 
oS to Town to stop the fifteen tons of coals I ordered on leaving. 

8 A.M. — Glass nearly at 78®. Set out for river with a view to 
refreshing plunge before breakfast. Delicious haze of heat, and 
hum of mseots everywhere, Notice wild myrtle out on hedges. 
Splendid day. 

9 A.M,— Caught suddenly in blinding storm of snow and hail. 
Cold intense. Summer suit stiffens and freezes on me as I walk. 
Meet thousands of Swallows hxirrying South. 

10 A.M. — ^Reach river and find it a sheet of solid ice. Try to get 
home again to fetch my skates. Lost in snowdrift, taken back by 
keepers, and put into warm bath. Breakfast in a horse-cloth and 
Russian rug, on curry, cayenne pepper, and hot brandy and water 
over a blazing fire. Lark cmiet. 

11 A.M:. — Glass down'to 25 , write second letter, and re-order coals. 
Everything outside buried in snow, A regular -winter’s day. 

j ' Nooir.— Change, Oppression and glare insufferable. Glass up at 84®, 

I Lark out again and swallows all back. Everything cracking with 
the heat, and not a breath of air stirring. Give horse-cloth Russian- 
rug to beggar, re-oounter-order coals, get under billiard-table and 
try to read novel on my back, sipping iced-water from a saucer. 

2 P.M.— Glass still rising. Refuse to play in a cricket-match, or 
make one of a party going to look at some ruins five miles off. Re- 
fuse to play atibilliards. Refuse to play at anything. Refuse to 
come to lunch. Glass at 91®. Refuse to move. 

3 P.M:. — Change again. Heat giving way to delicious cool inviting 
calm. Rapid arrangement of boatiag and fishing party. River 


still as glass. Enchantmg quiet autumn afternoon hush on every- 
thing. Temperature moderate. Rhythmical movement of oars tran- 
quilllsing. Eish shy. 

4 p.M.“-Sudden and furious outburst "of hurricane. Waters rise 
and sweep onwards, noticed swallows all goiag south again. Mast, 
oars, tackle, sheets, velvet oushion^udder, and fancy wood-work 
moveable back all carried away. Willows on bank snap like fire- 
wood, and are whirled past in the air. Fish nowhere. Boat cap- 
sizes, swim for my life with difficulty, out of water, and walk home. 

6 p.m:.— Hurricane entirely subsided. A penectly charming 
evening. Air still and dry. Swallows all trooping back again. Sky 
clear as a lake. Pull off my dripping thmgs, dress for dinner, and 
take a quiet stroll down to the terrace, and think over the coals. 

6 p.M.—Fresh changes. Caught in whirlwind of drenching rain. 
Run, but come in wet throng, and sit down damp for dinner. 
Thunderstorm at dessert, and fury of storm terrific. Wind, hail, 
sleet, and snow driving in at all the doors and windows. Swallows 
off in the dark. House struck with lightning, and to bed. 


A Fact for Fiddlers. 

Most educated persons are familiar vdth the name of Steadi- 
VAEH7S, but not one of them can be aware that the celebrated fiddle- 
maker had so many names as those which appear to be assigned^to 
him in the subioined advertisement extracted from the Bazaar : — 

Y IOLA.— Ezcellent-toned Tenor Violin, made by AfiTTONJCirs Stbapi- 
TAEnjs Cremonbnsis Faciebat Anno. Price 30^., or exchange for 
good riding saddle, or parrot and cage. 

But the five names, ABrroNxcrs SxRADrvARnis Cebmonensis Fa- 
ciBBAT Anno, as they stand above, are one too few. Perhaps that 
one was accidentally omitted. If the advertiser had completed his 
list, we should have heeu informed that Steadivabixts’s surname 
was Domini. 
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A DUTCH DOLLY VARDEN. 

Pennywise, And yet all your wealth is embarked in 
those potatoes ? 

Arthur, Assuredly. But look how healthy they seem 
to be — ^they are as green as grass. 

Pennywise, I could almost wish to see them wither, 
so that you could learn how Pennywise can love a poor 
man. 

Arthur [seriously). Hay, do not joke upon such a sub- 
ject. [Enter Chaeles, his Friend,) Why, Charles, 
what mean those doleful looks ? (Chaeles points sadly 
to the Potatoes^ which begin to tremble)^ Eh! what! 
Speak, man— your silence kills me ! 

Charles [with intense emotion). The Colorado Beetle! 

[ The Potato crop is eaten up by the destroyer before 
the eyes of the audience, Aethue buries his 
face in his hands, Penntwise bends over him^ 
and Chaeles weeps silently in a corner. Tab- 
leau, 

ACT ir. 

Scene — A Lodging-house overlooking Portland Place, 
Aethue and Pennywise discovered putting the front 
drawing-room to-rights, 

Arthur, Cheer up, Pennywise, Thanks to Charles, 
our friend, we have been able to secure this desirable 
house. We shall soon be able to All it with lodgers, and 
then flckle fortune once more will smile upon us. 

Pennywise [sadly). The legend “ apartments to let’^ 
has long appeared over the hall-door, and yet no one 
seeks the shelter of our roof. 

Arthur, Be reasonable, my darling. Now we can 
ofler no attraction ; hut when it comes you will And the 
public will flock to us for rooms. [Rubbing his hands 
gleefully,) How they will flght for windows to gaze upon 
it all day. Take my word for it, they will never tire 
of watching its graceful proportions.' [Enter Charles, 
mournfully,) You bring bad news ! Out with it, man — 

I must know the worst ! 

Charles [with intense emotion). The monument is to 
be erected elsewhere. Portland Place is abandoned, and 

ab ! the news has killed them I 

[Bends over Arthur and Pennywise, who have 
swooned away in one another's arms. The 
Scene opens at the back and shows the cere- 
mony of the planting of Cleopatra^ s Needle on 
English soil. Slow Curtain to soft music, 

ACT III. 

Scene— -4 Novel in Seven Dials, Aethue and Penny- 
wise discovered starving, Arthur is reading a 
newspaper gloomily, Penntwise is sleeping from 
exhaustion, 

Arthur [sadly), I have given Charles out few re- 
maining pence. I see Iw the paper that the price of' 
beef is as nigb as ever. Our last chance rests upon his 
silvery tongue. If he cannot cajole the butcher into 
parting witti some food at a moderate rate, we are 
indeed undone. 

Pennywise {jm. her sleep). Some gravy, please ! 

Arthur, Poor child I she is dreaming of her dinner. 
Dinner!— why, we have not had one for seven days. 
Oh, ^tis hard to die so young ! [Enter Charles.) As 
usual— you bring bad news ? 

Charles [reproachfully). Hay, you wrong me. But 
come, eat!— here is meat in plenty. [Producing food,) 
You are very welcome to it. 

[Arthur eats heartily, and^ when he has^ appeased 
his hunger^ wakes Pennywise, who joins him in 
the meal, 

Arthur, How came you by this food ? The butcher 
was kind, and let you have it for half its market value ? 
(Charles shakes his head,) Oh horror! You did not 
steal it i* 

Charles [proudly). Ho ; it is an honest purchase. It 
was fairly bought. 

Arthur [greatly relieved). Oh, thanks for that— thanks 
for that ! [Enter Messenger.) Well, boy, what is it ? 

Messenger, A telegram, Sir. [Gives paper ^ and exit,) 

Arthur, I am pleased at this. I find by this telegram 
that I am now an Earl, and have twenty thousand pounds 
a year. [Turning to Charles.) And now how did you 
procure tne food r 

Charles, By buying it. Your lives have been saved 
by the cheapness of American beef ! 

Enter all tbe other Characters^ cheering, 

Ai'ihvr, Thanks, cornrades. And if our kind 

THE TOPICAL DEAMA. 

Mt dear Me. Punch:, 

I ADHEESS you as the protector of talent and the patron of genius. I 
am a dramatist, but, unhappily, up to the present time, liaye not been able to 
obtain a hearing for my pieces. Will you assist me ? I know you wiU, and, 
knowing this, I ask you to publish this letter. 

A celebrated playwright has recently produced a drama, founded upon that 
homely subject the periodical flooding of the Thames. He has called it Guinea 
Gold. How I, Sir, haye also written a drama upon homely subjects— subjects 
which are quite as interesting, I flatter myself, as that chosen by Mr. BraoN — 
entitled Pennywise^ and it is to protect this piece that I beg of you to give my 
words the honour of type. Unless you comply with my request, such is the 
defective condition of our copyright laws, my ideas may be immediately appro- 
priated by rival dramatists. For the sake of brevity, I cut out all extraneous 
matter, and come directly to the situations I wish to register. 

ACT I. 

Scene— TAe Sulurhan Farm of Aethxte Tueniptop. Aethxte and Penntwisb 
[his charming yowng wife) discovered discussing a luxurious alfresco 'break- 
fast, A glorious crop of Potatoes fills up the background of the picture, 

Arthur, And so you are pleased you have married me, darKng ? 

Pennywise. Indeed I am. Yes, AETHtna, were you as poverty-stiuc^en as 
the poorest Church-mouse, still in my eyes you would appear the kindest of 
lovers, the honestest of men nay, why should I hesitate to speak the prompt- 
ings of my heart ?— -the very best of husbands. 

Arthur, My owcC! But have no fear, I have enormous wealth. Never shall 
you feel the cold blast of want. See— I swear it. 
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friends in front "will "but applaud, no one will be happier than 
Pennyttise. \_T(ikes his Wifs^s hand^ 

Pemi^wise {pomting archly to the remains of the food on the 
And “ a pound foolish.” 

[The Characters group themselves, and the Scene opens at the 
hack, discovering a grand allegorical tableau, representing 
the Triumph of Industry and Commerce, Curtain, 

There, Sir, if that piece does not run as long or even longer than 
Guinea Gold, why never call me again what I have the honour to 
sign myself, ^ 

Tours to command, 

Shakspeaee, Jun. 

Sheridan Chambers, Upper Grub Street, JS, C, 


A SYMPHONY IN BLUE. 

Or, Pessimism d la Mode, 


But she, the Sibyl of the modish cultus, 

Pire in her glance, and rapture in her pose, 

Mouths the blue-funk, with which the seers insult us, 
With cheeks couleur-de-rose. 

What would the Grerman Sage, the Persian Poet 
Have thought of such a Yotary of their views ? 
NHmporte, Pair Ii^a is— does she not know it ? 
Bewitchingest of Blues. 

Whelmed in a whirl of teintes bleudtres wholly — 
Wistaria, violet, pansy, amethyst— 

She seems the Groddess of Grlad Melancholy, 

This pretty Pessimist. 

A call ! She dies! A peal of silvery laughter 
Bings as the rose-walls veil her from my view. 

My life ! Blue Bose ! I sigh ; then dawdle after 
Dreaming— till all is blue. 














L IPS that might 
lure old Time to 
play the lover ! 
Eyes 'that might 
1 ' ' make the grip of 
Death^unclose I 
What Cynic dares 
^ . ij declare those 
skirts can cover 
' - V\ V A hint of azure 

A Blue ? Ah 
well, the tint- 
iugs soft and 
i shifting 
mj 1 1 /i Of summer even- 
^//l ing, when ‘the 
roses drowse, 

>' Are blue, and 
f ■ so ’s the Danube 
” deep - wards 
drifting, 

And so ’s a but- 
cher’s hlouse. 


And G^AiNSBOEOtroH’s Boy was blue, and much old China, 
A Bobby’s coat, and my look-out are blue. 

But gazing thus on Gf-irton-pride, sweet Ina, 

Such memories fade from view. 

Les femmes savantes, so long the theme of mockery, 

Were this their type, might satire’s current stem. 

As Hebe’s eyes to willow-pattern crockery 
Is tbis JBas^Bleu to them. 

An iris-coloured robe hath this Egeria 
Of— who ’s the Modern Huma none may know. 

Wisdom with orbs the hue of the Wistaria 
Can scarce seem tame or slow. 

She opes her lips. Ah 1 now for pearls and flowers, 
Should she of love or protoplasm speak, 

Talk of the roses thronging these green bowers, 

Or Tyntdall ; faint blue streak! 

“ How quite too awfully lovely I / 1 ” What, I wonder ? 
Herself, the evening, or the rose’s hues ? 

Yon placid sky, the stream that slides thereunder. 

A dream of blending blues ? 

In pretty scorn the Blue-Bell’s bud-mouth purses, 

A moue 7nutine that ’s no mere hostile sham. 

“ How duU you are I I mean these lovely verses 
Of dear Omae Ehattam.” 

“ Oh, the Rubraiyat, Aren’t they rather mournful ? 

A trine fatalistic, and so forth ? ” 

Ah me ! those pansy eyes can look right scornful, 

And cold as the blue Horth. 

A shower of Schopetoauee’s dicta dreary, 
fflespan sounds strange from lips so round and red) 

J? all, tm the world looks blue, and waste and weary, 

On my devoted head. 


UTOPIA-ON-SEA. 

Me. PujsroH, 

I AM a quiet man, and I am fond of quiet people, though it 
is difficult to meet with them in this busy, bustling age. I am 
obliged to live in London for some ten-tweHths of the year ; and as 
I neither shoot nor fish, and have little taste for travellmg, what I 
sigh for in the autumn is a quiet little watering-place, whore I can 
pass my six weeks’ holiday in quiet walks and talks, and baskings 
on the beach. 

But where is ..this marine Utopia to be found? Where lies the 
tranquil sea-side town where no excursionists intrude, where no 
pianos can be heard, and no wandering musicians or bellowing fish- 
merebants are permitted to disturb the silence of the streets ? Every 
year I seek and vainly sigh for that sea-shore, and every year my 
search appears to grow more hopeless than it has seemed before. I 
have tried our various coasts, I have even crossed the Channel in my 
antumnal quest, but though barrel-organs certainly are rarely heard 
abroad, the noise of a Casino is little to my mind, and I have small 
taste for the clatter and the scramble of a crowded table d'hote. 
Colonel Hawker tells us that, when used for a decoy, one French 
duck quacks as loudly as three English birds at least, and other 
female tongues in France can babble quite as loudly, though their 
gabbling may remind one rather less of ducks than geese. 

How, why should not a Uuiet Sea-side Company be started, with 
ca;^ital enough to build a pretty watering-place, and let it out to 
quiet lodgers like myself ? There must be many quiet peoxfie who 
would willingly take shares in such a speculation, if only for the 
prospect of enjoying now and then the comforts of the place. In 
case my hint be acted on, I may suggest a Code of Buies for 
preserving peace and order at Utopia-on-Sea : — 

1. Ho Barrel-organs, German hands, or Blaok-facod Ballad- 
bawlers, to he permitted to approach within an Eighty-ono-Ton- 
gunshot of the place. 

2. Ho fine fresh Soles or Shrimps, or other fishy merchandise, to 
be hawked, except in perfect silence, in the streets. 

3. Ho Donkeys to be hired, for a gallop on the Sands, except such 
as without shouting can be urged to the utmost of their speed. 

4. Ho Pianos to be played, except with windows tightly closed, 
and in houses where the walls and fioors are so constructed as to let 
uo sound escape from one room to the next. 

5. Ho Beggars to intrude ; no Cocoanuts on Sticks to be shied at 
on the Sands ; and no Photographers to tout for business, as they 
do, at the tip-top of their voice. 

6. Ho vixen Landladies, to pilfer your cold meat, and tea and 
sugar, and, when accused, to snxiek out their conviction that “ It 
must have been the Cat ! ” 

L Ho noisy little Boys to scream out “Morning Times !” or 
^ Daily Telegrofe ” but to spread the Hews in silence, by throw- 
mg it doTO Meas, or slipping it under doors. 

8. Ho Sea Gulls to be shot at, even with a rifie, and by the worst 
ot Cockney Sportsmen, on paiu of a smart whipping and a fine of 
Fifty Pounds. 

9. Ho Pastimes or Amusements to he suffered on the Beach, 
except such as may he noiselessly and harmlessly x)ursued — for 
ms^nce, basking in. the sunshine, building castles in the sand, or 
with careful aim projecting pebbles on the Sea. 

With such regulations to ensure the peace and comfort of its 
visitors, Utopia-on-Sea would speedily be famous as a really 
^watering-place, and then — well, then a railway would pro- 
bably invade it j and then, alas ! Excurmon-trains would certainly 
be run thither, and then good-bye to its tranquillity* and fareweD. 

========== TAaABimDTTS. 

Joint OccuTATioisr.— Carving. 
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A FEW DAYS IN A COUNTRY-HOUSE. 

Bting the account of a '‘^Modern Symposium ” loith a vengeance^ or a Niclit Boodsls o’ 
Boodeisf After which there can't he much more to he said or done, 

cciTPiED deeply 
•with Yolume the 
Second of some 
most interesting 
novel, and with 
Volume the Third 
in her lap (on 
the “one-down- 
t’other - come - on 
principle,” as onr 
new arrival, 
young Caltop, 
would say), Mrs. 
Buddeemer sits 
ensconced in a 
comfortable arm- 
chair in the 
corner. Miss 
Buddeemer has 
retired. Btjdder- 
MEE the Bald is 
V on the sofa, with 
a philosophic- 
looking meer- 
^ schaum pipe, 
eager to air his 
latest opinions 
culled from the 
Spectator^ Satur- 
day^ Contempo- 
rary, and Fort- 
nightly Beviews, 
His great delight 

a philosophical literary conversation. Boodels has looked forward to such a Symposium as is 



V 


is a philosophical literary conversation. Boodels has looked forward to such a Symposium as is 
now represented in his smoking-room. 

Bttddeemee has suggested the artistic channel into which the conversation is to flow, by saying 
profoundly (Bttddbemer the Bald is nothing if not profound) to MxnaxEr, “ Have you read Etjskin’s 
article on ” when he is interrupted by Caltop’s question to Boodels— 

“ How are you ofi for rats here ? ” 

Caltop does not mean this as an interruption. But we are so placed, that no two of us can enter 
upon a conversation without cutting into, and right across, the .subject of at least two other, if not 
three, separate conversations. Boodels is obliged to listen to Caltop, it being the latter’s first 
visit ; and besides he is a neighbour. 

BuDDEEiirEB, pretending to ignore the rat theme which continues as an accompaniment to Ms 
air, and worries him considerably, continues: 

** I see that Busion' is going to bring out a new work on Medicsval Forms, How, judging from 
his ” 

Here Mttmlet cuts in with a reply : 

Judging of Eusein from the Fors Clavigera, you were going^ to say? Well, it is hardly fair 
to form an opinion of a future 'Work by the opinions put forward in ” 

I am, deeply interested. I want to know something about Fors Clamgera, Is it a Poem ? or a 
Treatise ? or English ? or Latin ? But the more eagerly I attempt to listen to them, the more 
distinctly rises, under my nose, the account of a little Terrier Dog catching rats, which is being 
given by Caltop to Boodels, in a louder tone than he would have otherwise used, had not Milbded 
from his end of the room cut in. and asked how “ Eannt ” (the Dog’s name) was getting on. 

“Oh, first rate! ” replies. the Sporting Young Man. “I am teUing^ the Grovernor here,’’ he 
alludes to Boodels as the Governor, never having met him before in ms life ! “ how she wired 
into that old rat under the barn floor. She did tackle^ him to-rights ! ^ Bather ! ” And here he 
pauses, as if dwelling on the recollection of a picture which beggars description. 

Availing ourselves of this voluntary cessation, Boodels turns slightly towards Mitmlet, and so 
do I, politely intimating by this movement that we wish to drop rats and take up Buskin. Mttmlet, 
who has the parole, is naturally pleased. Triumph of Mind over Batter. Btjddeemee foresees his 
turn will come, and, without in the least attending to Mdmlet, rehearses mentally what he is next 
going to say. I know this by his shutting his eyes and smoking slowly, as if he were weighing 
his opponent’s arguments. 

“Bdszin,” says Mitmlet, with a contemptuous air, “flatters himself he has foimded a school 
—hut, in this respect, he does flatter himself. In what has he ever shown himself as either a critic, 

or a true student of Art in its highest sense, but a man of one, narrow ” 

“Have you got that Fox-Terrier still?” asks Milbdbd, not loudly, hut in an under-current 
of voice, that takes away, as it were, the legs of the dialogue which, hut for this, would go on 
swimmingly. 

Caltop nods, and, turning to Boodels, asks, — 

“Did you ever see that little liver-coloured dog of mine?” Hoj Boodels hasn’t; and, having 
said this much out of sheer politeness, he tries to catch up the Buskm subject again, which, at the 
present moment, is stationary, merely keeping itself afloat by spasmodic efforts with the hands 
against the under-current aforesaid.^ These euoTps are apparently unnoticed by Caltop. I try to? 
help MttmdeJt and Bdddebmer, who are struggling. I say;— 

Didn’t BtrSKiN get a lot of Ojdford Men to york for him during the Vacation at digging ?”. 
(It is all I know of Mr. BpsECN, hut I think it represents the latest popular idea about that eminent 
individual.) ^ 

If Bdddeemer, or Mdmlet, would only catch at this rope, it would save them ; but they won’t ; 


they are above it ; they are bent on 
discussing Buskin and High Art. 
They both nod assent and dismiss 
me,^ as it were, as not coming up to 
their standard of intellect, and Bud- 
deemer commences instantly about 
“BusKnr being, after all, a mere 

dilletante professor who ” just 

as PoGMOEB, tired of silence, and 
anxious to bring the conversation 
round to the only subject in which 
he is personally interested, observes 
to me (over their heads, as he is 
standing up to help himself to soda- 
and-hrandy), “I saw you at the 
Wagner Concert. Didn’t you think,” 
&e. 

But at this moment, whatever was 
to have been his question, it is lost 
in a reply made to Caltop by 
Boodels, who has become suddenly 
interested in the former’s conversa- 
tion, on account of his having judi- 
ciously praised one of Boodels’ little 
dogs (the nervous one that won’t 
answer to its name, and is frightened 
at the sound of its own bells round 
its neck). 

‘ ‘ Yes,” says Boodels, pleased with 
Caltop, who is evidently a sporting 
man, and an authority on dogs and 
horses, “he is a very good breed.” 

“ Oh, I can see that,” says Caltop, 
eying the little animal, which is 
curled up on the rug fast asleep ; 
“ he has all the points of a thorough- 
bred black and tan. You don’t often 
see one like that now-a-days.” 

“Ho,” says Boodels; “I am 
rather proud of that dog.” 

“ You used to have a pug,” Mil- 
BTTRD says, from his side to Boodels. 
“ A lovely pug. You ought to have 
seen thatf he remarks to Caltop, 

“ Oh, I often saw that pug,” cries 
Caltop. “He used to come as far 
as the corner of the lane by Sir 
Martin Orxtpper’s house, and then 
run hack again. You know Crupper, 
don’t you r ” he asks of Boodels. 

Ho, Boodels doesn’t. As a matter 
of fact, he says, he has never culti- 
vated his neighbours. Mrs. 3ud- 
DEEMER looks up from her hook at 
the mention of Sir Martin. Btjd- 
DEBMER has caught the name, and 
evidently begins to have a better 
opinion of Caltop. 

“Georgy Martindale and Lord 
Grassmere, you know,” says Cal- 
top to Boodels, with a careless look 
round, which Milburd replies to 
with a nod of intelligence, “were 
standing at Sir Martin’s stable- 
door, , and we often tried to coax 
your pug in, but he wouldn’t come.” 

Boodels is immensely pleased. 
He fills his pipe modestly, and 
almost blushes as he remarks that 
that pug was a dog for which he ; 
could have taken a first prize had 
he wished to compete at the Crystal 
Palace Dog Show, From this mo- i 
ment it is all up with Buskin and j 
music. I think that even the interest i 
of Mrs. Buddermer in Volume the ! 
Second is momentarily diminished. 
We all help ourselves (not for the 
first time) to ref reshments. Pipes are 
replenished. Mrs. Buddermer, say- 
ing, pleasantly, that she is “quite 
accustomed to smojie” (which means 
that she intends to sit up for her 
husband), tak^ up Volume the j 
Third, ®cnd then we settle down into 
talk about dogs, horses, stables. 


VOL. Lxxiir. 
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“no mistake this time.” 

AkRIVBD at IiiST ; BTJT NOTHITO so VSET TBURIBLB, APTER ALt. 

Everybody suddenly remembers that he knows a dog that can do something. Even 
Buddbembe oommenoes a story about a valuable retriever which was given him 
Mme years ago. It interests nobody. He appeals to his wife for corroboration. She 
ooks up for an instant, and says, “ That horrid thing ! I >11 never have another in 
til© aouse I It 8 all very well for people who understand dogs, but yon don't.” 

After this, Btodesmee refreshes himself, but is prudently sHent. 

says CA.ITOP, ‘‘you should see Mrs. GjEOBeE Bm's retrievers. Geou&e 

last season. You must 

V. r ®“®’ ^th Boodbls, who at once “ thinks 

tie remembers her; then to Buddeeker, who appears to be trying to recal the 
seen in the Park, in order to single out the lady in question. 

I She used to drive four ponies.” says Mixbfeu. 

. Yes,” returns Caxtop. “They were the Earl of Shoetlaitd’s. One of those 
one~was no bigger than a I^ewfoundland, and one^ day 
Mm^ut^ ^ ^ ^ Serpentine, she went for that boy, collared him, and brought 


“ They^ wanted to stop Geoegey Bigg’s wife 
from coming into the Park followed hy all these 
animals,” continues Caltop ; “for he had a 
couple of goats, and three fallow deer besides 
the ponies. The police were inclined to be rather 
rough on Geoegey, but he got six to four the 
best of 'em, and then bet Boss Geeen' — you know 
Boss Green ? ” — this to Milbued, who nods as- 
sent, and we all wonder who Boss Geeen is, but 
don’t like to inquire — “a couple of ponies that 
. he ’d take the whole menagerie right through to 
the Magazine, when all the four-in-hands were 
out.” 

“And did he?” I ask, vaguely, fori am not 
certain whether my inquiry applies to Boss Green, 
Geosge Biggs, or Loeb Shoetland, or perhaps 
somebody else whose name I ’ve missed. 

“Did he?” exclaims Caltop, as if utterly 
astonished at the ignorance displayed hy my ques- 
tion. ‘ ‘ I should rather say he did. They wanted 
to stop him. One Bobby tried it on, but Geoegey 
—our Jaegy. as we call bim~tipped the peeler a 
sparkler (he’d have made it warm for Master 
Bobby if he hadn’t taken it), and then he went, 
full split, right up the drive, with all the ommiles 
careering after him, a regular buster, before you 
could say knife, the Duke 'couldn’t start his 
team ; it gave him fits I It was real jam to see 
little Noeris, who was out for the first time, in 
a horrid state about his four greys. Geoegey did 
the trick. They said he hedged the bet, hut any- 
how he copped Boss Green’s fifty quid.” 

“ Bather rough on the Boss,” I venture, with a 
mild attempt at suiting my conversation to my 
company. 

“Oh, the Bossl” exclaims Caltop, “he’s a 
regular mug.” 

Everyone appears amused, and.no one likes to 
ask what on earth Caltop means. At this moment 
the Poet remarks that there ’s a fine moon, and 
opens the window to look at it, Mrs. Buddeemee 
asks her husband to give her the slightest drop of 
sherry-and-water. This causes the Butler to be 
summoned to fetch the sherty ; when he appears, 
PoQMOEE complains of the cold in consequence of 
the window having been opened. MiLBirun agrees 
that it ts cold, and Caltop remembers that he ’ll 
probably have a chilly walk home. Buddeemee 
casually mentions “ hot grog” as the best preven- 
tive. jBoolels, as host, asks if Caltop would 
like somelhot grog before he starts, as, if so, the 
Butler can make a first-rate brew. Caltop at 
first refuses, then alters his mind, and saying, 
“ I really ?nusi go immediately after he. 

to use his own expression, “goes for that grog.’’ 
Milbttbj) admits that he, too, is “Nuts on grog.” 

I notice that whenever Caltop, or Milbued, likes 
anything, they are either “ nuts on it,” or it is 
“real jam” to them. Odd! Pogmoee observes I 
“ That he doesn’t mind if he does just take a 
drop of hot grog.” Whereupon BxrnDEEiiiEE be- 
gins to think that it wouldn’t do htm any harm, 
which evokes a look of surprise, and a warning, 
from his Wife, who, however, consents, after a 
very, brief argument, to assist him with a mere 
.sip. Boodels hasn’t taken hot grog for years, 
he says, and now they mention it, he rather feels 
inclined for it than otherwise. The only one who 
has any doubts at all on the advisability of hot 
grog is the Poet^ who returns from the window 
(which we all insist on being shut at once) looking 
I as if the moon had had some effect on his com- 
plexion. 

“ Have some grog,” Caltop suggests to him, 
with an aside wink to us ; “just to show there ’s 
no ill-feeling.” 

^ As the ill-feeling, to jndge by the Poet’s face, 

IS confined entirely Ix) himself, and has regard to 
no one else, the administration of the hot grog is 
questionable. Mumley accepts and subsides into 
his arm-chair. The conversation re-commences 
on general topics, by which I mean, that, with 
the exception of Mumley, who is remarkably 
wknt, we are all talking, more or less, at once. 
Ine Butler re-appears with double the quantity 
of hot grog that was ordered. This probably 
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“NO MISTAKE THIS TIME.” 

Arrived at lvst ; Bur nothino so very terrible, aeter all. 

Everybody suddenly remembers that be knows a dog that can do something. Even 
Bubberkbr commences a story about a valuable retriever which was given him 
some years ago. It interests nobody. He appeals to his wife for corroboration. She 
looks up for an instant, and says, “ That horrid thing ! I T1 never have another in 
the house I It 's all very well for people who understand dogs, but you don’t.’’ 

I After this, Bubbertsier refreshes himself, but is prudently silent. 

says Caltop, “you should see Mrs. G^eorge Bigg’s retrievers, GIeorge 
Bigg,’ he explains to everyone, “used to drive in the Park last season. You must 
have seen her.” This to every one, beginning with Boodbis, who at once “thinks 
he remembers her; ” then to Bubbermbs, who appears to be trying to recal all the 
tat ^ Park, in order to single out the lady in question. 

nsed to drive font ponies,” says Milburb. 

Tesy’ returns Caltop. “ They were the Earl of SaoRTLAisrB’s. One of those 
ponies— Jessie, the black one— was no bigger than a Hewfonndland, and one day 
when a boy fell in the Serpentine, she went for that boy, collared him, and brought 


“They wanted to stop Georgey Bigg’s wife 
from coming into the Park followed by all these 
aDimals,” continues Caltop; “for he had a 
couple of goats, and three fallow deer besides 
the ponies. The police were inclined to he rather 
rough on Georgey, but he got six to four the 
best of ’em, and then bet Boss Green— yon know 
Boss Green ? ’’—this to Milburd, who nods as- 
sent, and we all wonder who Boss Green is, hut 
don’t like to inq.uire — “a couple of ponies that 
. he ’d take the whole menagerie right through to 
the Magazine, when aU the four-in-hands were 
out.” 

“And did he?” I ask, vaguely, for I am not 
certain whether my inq.uiry applies to Boss Green, 
George Biggs, or Lorb Srortland, or perhaps 
somebody else whose name I ’ve missed. 

“Did he?” exclaims Caltop, as if utterly 
astonished at the ignorance displayed by my ques- 
tion. “ I should rather sajrhe did. They wanted 
to stop him. One Bobby tried it on, but Georgey 
—our Jargt. as we call him— tipped the peeler a 
sparkler (he ’d have made^ it warm for Master 
Bobby if he hadn’t taken it), and then he went, 
full split, right up the drive, with all the o^mmihs 
careering after him, a regular buster, before you 
could say knife.^ The Duke 'couldn’t start his 
team; it gave him fits I It was real jam to see 
little Norris, who was out for the first time, in 
a horrid state about his four greys. Georgey did 
the trick. They said he hedged the bet, but any- 
how he copped Boss Green’s fifty quid.” 

“ Eather rough on the Boss,” I venture, with a 
mild attempt at suiting my conversation to my 
company. 

“Oh, the Bossl” exclaims Caltop, “he’s a 
regular mug.” 

Everyone appears amused, and.no one likes to 
ask what on earth Caltop means. At this moment 
the Poet remarks that there’s a fine moon, and 
opens the window to look at it. Mrs. Bttbbermbr 
asks her husband to give her the slightest drop of 
sherry-and- water. This causes the Butler to be 
summoned to fetch the sherry ; when he appears, : 
PoGMORE complains of the cold in consequence of 
the window having been opened, Milbxtrb agrees 
that it is cold, and Caltop remembers that he ’ll 
probably have a chilly walk home. Bubbermr 
casually mentions “ hot grog” as the best preven- 
tive. Boobels, as host, asks if Caltop would 
like some'hot grog before he starts, as, if so, the 
Butler can make a first-rate brew. Caltop at 
first refuses, then alters his mind, and saying, 
“I really 7nust go immediately after he. 

to use his own expression, “ goes for that grog,’’ 
Milburb admits that he, too, is “Nuts on grog,” 

I notice that whenever Caltop, or Milburd, likes 
anything, they are either “nuts on it,” or it is 
“real jam” to them. Odd! Pogmore observes 
“That he doesn’t mind if he does just take a 
drop of hot grog.”_ Whereupon Bubbeemer be- 
gins to think that it wouldn’t do him any harm, 
which evokes a look of surprise, and a warning, 
from his Wife, who, however, consents, after a 
very, brief argument, to assist him with a mere 
«ip. Boobels hasn’t taken hot grog for years, 
he says, and now they mention it, he rather feels 
inclined for it than otherwise. The only one who 
has any doubts at all on the advisability of hot 
‘ grog is the Poet^ who returns from the window 
(which we all insist on being shut at once) looking 
I as if the moon had had some effect on his com- 
plexion. 

/‘Have some grog,” Caltop suggests to him, 
with an aside wink to us ; “ just to show there ’s 
no ill-feeling.” 

^ As the m-feeling, to judge by the Poet’s face, 

IS confined entirely to himself, and has regard to 
no one else, the administration of the hot grog is 
questionable. Mumley accepts and subsides into 
his arm-chair.^ The conversation re-commences 
on general topics, by which I mean, that, with 
the exception of Mumley, who is remarkably 
^ent, we are all talking, more or less, at once. 
The Butler re-appears with double the quantity 
of hot grog that was ordered. This probably 
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from a knowledge of human nature, and to saTe himself trouble. 
We all resolye ourselves into a tasting committee, and commence 
sipping. ^ I 

“This is the sort of stuff,’’ says Caltop, ** to walk home on.” 

Then he says what he would do were he waylaid by a footpad. 
This leads us to the subject of highwaymen ; then to recent highway 
robberies ; then to burglaries ; then to anecdotes of eminent house- 
breakers, till Mrs. Buddeemee’s attention is distracted from her 
Novel, and she begs us not to talk on such dreadful sublets, or she 
won’t get a wink of sleep all night. Whereupon Buddeemee 
(whose hair seems to have suddenly grown wild round his bald head) 
facetiously offers her a “night-cap” of grog. This leads to an 
examination of the jug, which is found to be empty. 

Boodels rises gravely with a long cherry wood-stemmed pipe in 
his hand, which he has been carefully lighting every five minutes 
for the last half hour, and, with studied politeness, says, — 

“ Mrs. Bud’mee, Milbubd will ring bell more grog.” 

Whereupon he reseats himself most carefully — his original inten- 
tion, of walking as far as the bell, having been evidently abandoned. 

Buddeemee thinks quite pleasantly that we don’t want any more, 
and beams on everybody. 

Caltop says that, as he has to go out and walk, another tumbler 
won’t hurt him ; ^ and Milbued (who has rung the hell violently 
and returned to his chair) announces loudly his intention of “ seeing 
him through it.” 

MmiLET the Poet “wakes up for a minute, and asks, huskily, 
“What’s time?” Beeeiving no reply, Btodebjsieh alone taking 
any notice of it by making a movement with his left hand as 
though he remembered having had a watch somewhere once, but 
had recently ^ot out of the way of consulting it,— his head drops 
again, and he is asleep. I notice all this clearly, hnt I do not feel 
inclined either to leave my seat and fetch the fresh grog from the 
table, or to join in any conversation. The Bntler pours out the 
relay, and hands it round to everybody. Boolels at this point 
becomes scrnpnlonsly particular as to the quantity of whiskey 
which the Butler has put into his particular tumbler. 

“I never,” he tries to explain, solemnly, to anybody who’ll 
listen to him, “ take more ’n ’arf glass to thlee” (he means “ three”) 


“ to thlee plarts wart,” by which he is understood to mean “ three 
parts water,” and we all nod at him gravely, like a consultation of 
waxwork doctors worked by machinery. 

On being earnestly assured by the Butler that this proportion has 
been carefully observed, he consents to take the tumbler. 

What leads us to talk of people’s heights I don’t know, hut we 
do. Caltop bets with Poomoee that Budderuier is taller than 
Mueurd. Boodels says, with the knowing air of a man who can 
settle the question at once, “I’ve got plencil somewhere in my 
plocket. The best way ’s to mlake the mark on the door.” How- 
ever, as he can’t find either the “plocket” or the “plencil,” 
the subject is allowed to drop. 

The next thing we become aware of is, that Caltop has disap- 
peared, No one saw him go. No one said good-night to him. 

Boodels suddenly recollects having said good-night to somebody, 
but “whether,” he adds, always gravely, “it was to-night, or 
whether I ’m thinking of some other time, I don’t know.” Then, 
after five minutes’ silence, he calls to mind distinctly Caltop having 
wished him good-night, and he is quite angry with Buddeemee, who 
wants to argue with him on the impossibility of Caltop having left 
unobserved by the rest of the party. However, he is certainly not 
in the room. 

This leads to the subject of marvellous appearances ; this to the 
disappearances of phantoms; this to ghosts; this to Milbtted’s open 
avowal of general mcreduUty ; this brings up Poomobe, who is fond 
at certain times of discussing the supernatural ; this to a dash of 
theology, when Btjddeemee, who has got some theory in his head 
about stars being peopled by spirits, and the contents of whose 
fourth tumbler are now damaging the sofa-cover, makes vain efforts 
to remember and enunciate an argument on the Plurality of Worlds, 
which he has recently read. 

“ If,” he says, with a pipe-stem in his hand, from which the bowl 
has long since dropped ofE, “if the creative power— I mean— s’pose 
I,” here his eyelids droop, but he is aroused to wakefulness by 
accidentally putting his hand fiop into the mess on the sofa, “ s’pose 
I were to have to cre-ate a world ” 

Butr at this point Mrs. Buddeem:eje closes Yolume Third with a 
sharp click, and says, sharply,— 
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lEANCE TO THE MAESHAL. 

In reply to Ms Manifesto* 

Plain' sneaking P Yes ; perhaps a tho'uglit too plain ; 

Imperial phrase could scarce sound more imperious. 
Yet, Marshal, in my mind some doubts remain. 

How fair a front may cover the mysterious I 
You woo me, as the Conqueror wooed his wife, 

With a most autocratic assiduity ; 

But, as to clearness,^ well, upon my life, 

You do not ** dissipate all ambiguity.” 

Men call you honest : you are apt to dwell 
Upon your honour. I Ve no wish to doubt it ; 
Though, as a soldier, it were perhaps as well 
Did you declaim a little less about it. 

Yet honesty may be the tool of knaves : 

Though frank and most fair-spoken I may find you, 
My curiosity,,! own it, craves 
To ask one question—** Who are thoselehind youV* 

They crouch, they peer, they mutter. Ah! methinks 
I know the men,— much better than I trust them. 

I Ve tried them all before ; my spirit shrinks 
Prom seeing them where they aspire to thrust them. 
You Ve no connection with the gan^, you say ; 

_You simply hold your own with righteous rigour ? 
Well, IS it not a tride strange that they 
Should back you up with such united vigour ? 

An honest soldier would not stoop to Art, 

Ca va sans dire, — pray pardon the suggestion, 

Am playmg consciously a double part 

course, is quite out of the question. 

^ mu “ moderate men” you love 

These gentry in the rear can claim their places. 


I have my fears the future may remove 
Fair-seemmg masks from unsuspected faces. 

You say, most fairly, His for me to choose, 

But whatsoeHr my choice you still mean staying. 

The game of ** heads I win and tails you lose,” 

Would seem a parallel to that you He playing. 

** J^y suisyfy reste,^' sounds soldierly, but still 
Your post IS not a conquered fort, at present. 

If Marshal law means simply MarshaFs will, 

The prospect H more despotic far than pleasant. 

You tell me proudly you decline to he 
BadicalismH instrument. I 'd ask you 

From other factions will you keep us free ? 

Soldier, the warring “ isms ” well may task you. 

Blunt egoist of honour, iu your rear 
Crouch thrice-tried tricksters. Free from Party’Jeaning 

You may b^ but while they are lurking near, 

Marshal, I still must ask, “ What is your meaning ? ” 

A PEOMISE FOE ITALY. 

The Special Correspondent of the Times at Eome, with reference 
to .the Pope, and to a contingency only too possible at any moment, 
mentions that an oath is always administered to a new Pontiff, that 

** he shall maintain intact and inviolate the dominions of the Holy 
See such as he received them from his predecessors.” Unless the 
Italian Covernment, in the meanwhile, shall have repented of their 
sacrilege ” of 1870, and re-established the Temporal Power, they 
can only hope that the next Successor of St. Peter will not hesitate 
to take that path, should it he tendered him. The dominions of the 
Holy See being now purely spiritual, he, if he swears to maintain 
them snob as he has received them, wiE simply hind himself to 
maintain them and them alone. Will the Cardinals ask him to 
swear that ? Then the discovery of a modus vivendi approaches ; 
and there is hope that Church and State in Italy may kiss and he 
friends. 
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A SINISTER SLIP. 

Smith. Hollo, BaowN ! ’BeEiT eoe yottr anijual Collis I mean 

TOTJR ANNUAL EXCURSION, YET ? 

\_Brown toccs highly nervous, and this inaUgn sugge$tio7i quite upset him, 
He sijent his holiday at home / 


A CONJUGAL UNION WOBKHOUSE. 

Addressing the Social Science Congress assembled at 
Aberdeen, the Earl of that ilk suggested the possibility 
of a distinction between poor and ;poor ; “ the idle and 
those who are scarcely deserving of pity” on the one 
hand, and, on the other^ “the uniortunate who lapse 
into poverty through no fault of tlu ir own,” but, being 
liable to the same punishment as tlie improvident pau- 
pers, “are thus repelled, and the public sense is occa- 
sionally shocked by the record of deaths incurred to 
avoid the workhouse.” Not content with proposing a 
quite too awful breach of Political Economy, the noble 
Lord went on to say : — 

“As a single illustration of my meaning, I may mention the 
enforced separation of married partners. Suoh a requirement, 
for instance, though generally necessary for the maintenance of 
order and discipline, might surely be dispensed with, at all 
events, in the case of the aged and infirm. To sum up the 
matter iu a word, while for the many the workhouse properly 
partakes of the character of a reformatory, there are those for 
whom it is rather to be regarded as an asylum.” 

If “wheu Poverty comes in at the door, Love flies 
out at the window,” it might be thought that the prin- 
ciple of the Poor Law would be best consulted, not by 
separating pauper couples, but by compelling them, 
provident or improvident, to live together. But perhaps 
conjugal aflection can in some eases survive on molasses 
and ^illigolee. Lord Abeedeen seems to believe in 
“ John Anderson, my Jo” as a song of married life 
compatible with indigence or even pauperism. But his 
idea of allowing Mr, and Mrs, Anderson on any account 
to enjoy one another’s society in a Workhouse, is one 
that of course nobody connected with any such Institu- 
tion could entertain for a moment, except possibly the 
Chaplain. 


Lecture-Koom Emanations. 

The Cambridge Professors who cultivate the femi- 
nine mind at Girton have taken to bicycles as a 
convenient transport to and from the scene of their 
labours. We are sorry to say that Undergraduates, 
in whom the bump of Veneration has as yet not de- 
veloped itself, have taken to quizzing the respectable 
Coaches as they career along the Huntingdon S>oad (jji 
their velocipedes. The cry is raised by the unruly crew 
of “Whoa! M.A.” 


BISHOP ON BEETLE. 

Eight Eeverend Lord Bishop of Manchestes, may it please your 
Lordship, Mr, Punch loves potatoes. He rejoices in potatoes. He 
eats them daily at dinner. He could not dine satisfactorily without 
them, and is very thankful that he gets them. He particularly 
rejoices in mealy potatoes. He considers mealy potatoes^ orthodox ; 
and trusts that on this point he holds with your Lordship. But to 
what purpose all this ? 

The other day, my Lord, Mr, Punch read “ some,” as Mr. Bae- 
NUM would say, of a sermon re:^rted to have been preached by your 
Lordship at the reopening of Eirkham Church, in one sense, and 
preached, in another, at parties including the one who has just in- 
formed you of his partiality to potatoes. With reference to a note 
of warning from the trumpet of Mr. Beight,^ intimating the possi- 
bility of England’s decadence, your Lordship is represented to have 
named, as four “ tokens” of a supernatural character, “the sword, 
the famine, the pestilence, and the noisome beast ; ” and as to the 
last-named “token,” meaning the Colorado Beetle, to have spoken 
as follows : — 

They read of the plague of the noisome beast ; and men and facetious 
newspapers — Punch, for instanee— made themselves merry about the Colorado 
Beetle. They did not seem to think that perhaps this noisome beast wMch 
had destroyed many a harvest*field on the other side of the Atlantic might 
come here and destroy our own fair harvest-fields. He did not think that the 
Colorado Beetle was a thing to make jokes about.” 

Mr, Punch make himself merry about the Colorado Beetle, that 
would deprive him of the potatoes without which he could never 
again enjoy his dinner 1 Mr, Punch make jokes about the potato- 
jbug! He would as soon think of making a joke about the other 
\Cimex in any way that could represent At as anything but a 
*most horrible plague and a particularly “ noisome beast.” Eor this 
creature is far more “noisome,” at any rate, than that, and in so 
far certainly a greater beast ” — if a Coleopterons insect may he 
called a beast, which Mr, Punch does not deny, although Coleo- 


pterous insects mi^t perhaps more properly be termed creeping 
thiugs. And the B-flat, as euphemists style it, if -only a B as 
noisome as the P. B., is equally a “ token.” ft. E ,D., your Lord- 
ship, is it not ? 

No, my Lord, Mr, Punch has never made fun of the Colorado 
Beetle itself. On the contrary, he was one of the first to warn all 
and sundry to deal with it as a most serious nuisanccj to keep on 
the watch for it, and, as soon as caught, to squelch it. He was 
among the foremost in proclaiming the necessity of stamping the 
Colorado Beetle ouL Herein your Lordship, he doubts not, will 
praise him, and not blame him, as some grave people blamed 
writers for having exixorted the Authorities to stamp out the Cattle 
Plague. . . 

It is very true, my Lord, that certain persons having mistaken the 
Lady Cow for the Colorado Beetle, and otherwise, in relation to the 
last-named insect, made fools of themselves, some of Mr, Punch's 
young men have, with pen and pencil, appropriately iUustrated 
their deeds—and words. Mr, Punch ventures to hope that your 
Lordship, on second thoughts, will not call that making jokes about 
the Colorado Beetle, nor consider the JDoryphora decemlineata so 
very solemn a thing as to be incapable of being mentioned or 
delineated to a poUtioal or social intent without irreverence. 


Debtor and Creditor. 

At one of the late meetings of the Social Science Congress, a paper 
by Mr. John M‘Laeen, a Scotch Advocate, on Married Women’s 
Property, excited interest, * ‘ especially amongst lady-members.” A 
report of it adds that — 

“MisB Lydia Bbctkee thought a wife should be her husband's first 
creditor.” 

That is, of course, she should trust her husband before all men. 
Nicely put, Miss Lydia Beckee. But what will the Priest m 
Absolution say to you ? 



EUROPE IN TURKEY. 

The Special Correspondent of the Times, writing the other day 
from Therapia, after commenting with natural satisfaction on the 
fact that the present comparatiyely youthful Father of the Faithful 
is working out a silent, social, and political revolution among his 
subjects, by giving Parisian dinners, returning bows, handing about 
cigarettes, and offering chairs to aged Patriarchs, goes on to say : — 

More liberal views than his would not aWays be found among the States- 
men of constitutional countries ; and one might reasonably expect, as well as 
hope, a good deal in the way of reform from. Abdtjl Hamid, if a long and 
peaceful reign gave him a fair chance.” I 

Ho doubt the Special Correspondent is quite right; and the 
matter is one for sincere anticipatory congratulation. Still, as the 
advance of sweeping constitutional reform, as it were, hand in hand 
with a lighter sort of social refinement, suggests a novel but inter- 
esting asi)ect of history, Mr. Punch begs to offer the few following 
dates, which he has taken at random from a coming Oriental Primer, 
very respectfully to the consideration of Me, Feeekan : — 

1878, The Sultait rides publicly on tbe knifeboard of a Christian 
omnibus through the main streets of Pera up to the gates of St, 
Sophia. Serious riots. 

1880. Paper collars first worn in Constantinople on Hew Year’s 
Day. 

1882. An eleven of Softas pltw “All England” at Canterbury, 
making 13 in their two innings, Me. Geace being against them, and 
walking out with his hat after scoring 7,056 runs in five days and a 
night. Serious riots in Constantinople. 

1885, Abdtjl Hamid walks about the streets of Stamboul in full 
dress on the fifth of November. Guy I’aux Day solemnly observed 
in Turkey for tbe first time. 

1887. Lawn-tennis played by the Ladies of the Seraglio in the 
gardens of the Golden Horn, Abolition of the Yashmak, and first 
appearance of five-guinea bonnets in Asia Minor. Serious riots. 

1891. The “Young Turkey Eight” rows against Oxford, on the 
Thames from Putney to Mortlake, and goes down suddenly off the 
Soap Works. Time 57 minutes 19 seconds. Great rejoicings at 
Constantinople. 


1892. Five o’clock tea, and use of Patent Filters, Du Baeky's 
R evalenta Arabica, Glenficld Starcb, Opera Hats, and Bic 3 cle^ 
made compulsory on all adults between the ages of fourteen and 
ninety, by Turkish Act of Parliament. 

1895. Severity of the penal code increased. ^ Abolition of the 
bastinado, and substitution of British cross-examination. 

1896. Opening of the first public-house in the Yalley of Sweet 
Waters. Riot, and first appearance on the charge-sheet of a police- 
court, and fining five shillings, of the Sheik-ul- Islam. 

1897. Introduction of cheap and sound wines, of “his owj. 
selection,” by Gilbet Pasha. General exodus of Ra-’hdt-la-houn 
merchants, and collapse of the sherbet trade. Stamboul illumi- 
nated. 

1898. Government importation of Trades’ Unions, provincidl 
Mayors, suburban races, Christy Minstrels, Obstructives, Penn\ 
Steamers, Music Halls, and Detectives. 

1899. Cremation, and the use of Ginger-heer at dinner, mad* 
com pul sor V. Revolution. 

1900. Return to the status quo ante at Constantinople, and final 
erection of permanent coloured statue to the memory of the lat* 
SuLTAK at Madame Tussaud’s. 


A Passerine Plant. 

A HEEBALiST is stated, in a French paper, to have discovered tha^ 
a herb called “passerage” possesses the inestimable property o1 
attracting and poisoning Horfolk-Howards — of ignoble race, if 
occasionally partakers of noble blood. Every housekeeper, and 
still rather every lodger, would like to know what the herb called 
“ passerage ” is. But that it is so called not in English but in 
French, and is described in a French dictionary as one of the 
CrudfercB, a literary costermonger might he tempted to suggest that 
i “ passerage ” might mean sparrowgrass. 


“The Roast Beef of Old Engiahd” [as sung by the British 
Butchers).— Pot further particulars apply at the American Meat 
Markets. 
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A SKETCH IN THE BOIS DE BOULOGNE. 

The humble Datjohteb oe Gatjl (about whom we were so gushing in 
OUR last) dobs not show to advantage in White Satin and Orange 
Blossoms ; and Bebi Taetempion, the chosen ob hbe Heart, and such a 
jolly Fellow in his Blouse, is not seen at his best in his Bridal array. 


THE GAME OE WAIU-A LA EUSSE. 

At one of. the Battles of Plevna (that held npon the birthday of the Czae) 
the Emperor of Eussia was accommodated with a sort of Orand Stand, from 
whence his Majesty was able to view the conflict with safety and comfort. This 
is not the first time that the Enssians have shown a desire to turn warfare into 
a spectacle. At the Battle of the Alma many Ladies from Sebastopol were 
present on the heights, and only disappeared when the victorions advance of 
the Allies made the booths literally too not to hold them. Should tMs fashion 
become thoroughly established, we may expect to find the following letter 
appearing in one of the St. Peter sbnrg Sfewspapers— -say, for example, in that 
admirable specimen of Enssian Journalism, the Golos, 

{From* Our Special Correspondent at the Imperial Sead^ Quarters,) 

Thursday Morning, 

Yesterday we had a most delightful entertainment. Tor some time it had 
been ^eneralLy known in the Camp that great preparations were being made 
for a day’s enjoyment at the Seat of War. All the Aides-de-Camp and Q-eneral 
Officers not required at the front had been extremely busy in nliing np cards 
of invitation intended for distribution amongst the fairest of the fair. The 
Couriers not only carried despatches to the Capital, hut also scores of scented 
envelopes. Instead of discussions upon Military Tactics, conversations about 
Balls and Garden-Parties became the order of the day. Some of our younger 
Field-Officers had an opportunity of distinguishing themselves in manoeuvring — 
not in seizing fortresses, hut in procuring “invites” for their female friends 
and relations ; and many are the amusiag stories that are told of the strategies 
to which some of these warriors resorted to obtain the much-coveted pieces of 
cardboard. 

It was a delightful morning. The sun shone brightly, and the Militaij 
hands (which had been practising for days past) made the sharp, crisp air 
redolent of the softest music. The tents were decorated with flowers, and 


the Sentries wore their Court Uniforms. The hospitals 
had been removed three miles to the rear, so that no 
ungamly sight should meet the view of the fair excur- 
sionists. Here and there little pufis of smoke in the 
distance told that a battle was going on somewhere. 
Fortunately the wind was in the right direction, and 
carried away the unsavoury vapour, so that there was no 
unpleasant odour of gunpowder in the Imperial marquee. 
On the contrary, the Emperor’s tent had been pro- 
fusely sprinkled with eau-de-Cologne and other refresh- 
ing scents. For months the Engineers had been engaged 
upon the construction of a road laid down with wood- 
pavement, so that the springs of the many graceful 
carriages carrying the fair guests to the Head-Ouarters 
were not put to a test of unusual severity. 

At noon the camp was thronged with Ladies wearing 
the most charming toilettes, which added to the glories 
of the 'scene. As usual, all the officers were a mass of 
gold and silver, bright helmets^ and flowing plumes. 
The day commenced with a pic-nic in a most picturesque 
village which had been reduced to ruins by the bom- 
bardment of last month. ?A distinguished Stage-Manager 
from the Capital had made the most of his materials, and 
had rendered the little hamlet a perfect bower of bliss. 
Nothing could have been prettier than the quaintly- 
shaped walls decorated with artificial flowers, and the 
dismantled pump was simply charming in its new cha- 
racter of a crystal fountain. The alfresco meal consisted 
of all the delicacies of the season, and the gorgeously- 
liveried flunkeys had no sinecure in their duty of opening 
bottles of sparkling champagne. At the end of the feast 
a most amusing incident occurred. At a signal from a 
General, a bombardment took place of tiny shells made 
of mother-of-pearl. Each Lady received one of these 
“ projectiles,” and found, to her relief, that it contained 
nothing more terrible than Playful shrieks 

and silvery ripples of laughter brought the pic-nio to 
a suitable conclusion. Later in the day the guests 
strolled to an observatory, where powerful telescopes 
had been planted. Through these glasses the move- 
ments of the troops in the far distance could be dis- 
tinctly seen. A message was conveyed through the field 
telegraph to the officer commanding the troops at the 
front requesting him to have the kindness to order an 
attack to be made upon one of the enemy’s forts for the 
amusement of the company. The desire met with a 
ready compliance, and tor several minutes the guests 
were breathless with excitement. The younger Generals 
began betting with the fair sightseers about the for- 
tunes of the fight, and in a very short time dozens of 
tiny kid gloves had been lost and won. 

But perhaps the finest si^ht of aU was the bombard- 
ment reserved for the evening. Immediately after the 
sun had set, and the land was'^lost in darkness, the hea- 
vens were illuminated with the fitful lights of a thou- 
sand explosive shells. Difierent coloured fires were also 
burned by the outposts, and a brilliant discharge of 
rockets from the Imperial Head- Quarters finished the 
display. After this, dancmg commenced, and was con- 
tinued until a late hour, when an Aide-de-Camp sug- 
gested that the carriages were in waiting. Taking the 
hint, the company immediately separated, declaring that 
they had never enjoyed a more delightful day. 

As some complaints have been made that no supper was 
provided, it is only fair to state that the usual feast on 
such occasions was actually prepared, hut that it was con- 
sidered advisable, for military reasons, to dispense with 
its discussion. 

It is now no secret that at about half-past eleven o’clock 
one of the enemy’s shells exploded withm five miles of the 
site of the Imperial Head-Q,uarters* Had this fact been 
known, the incident might have caused the greatest pos- 
sible alarm and confusion amongst the guests. 


Bloodshed and Baubles. 

Whilst the Turks andEussians were slaying one ano- 
ther in numbers approaching thousands and tens of thou- 
sands at Plevnajtelegrams from the scene of slaughter 
annotmced that Prince Charles of Eoumania had been 
decorated with the Enssian Cross of St. George, and that 
the Emperor of Eussia had received the grand cordon of 
ther Star of Eoumania. Brilliant illustrations of the 
.vanity of human life I 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

( Reports Iriefly on the Folly and OJympiCy and is off on the Great 
Muhical Festival at Leeds,) 

EEG-HO I The com- 
pan^r at the Polly 
consists chiefly of 
two Kates and a 
Katherine, a 
Kelly, a Tiolet, 
a Rose, a Daisy, 

g sn’t it nice! — 
the Flowery 
Land I), a Louie ! 
(a Lonie of 
course), and lots 
of other pretty 
names. Attrac- 
tive this, isn’t 
it ? There are 
two young ladies 
with surnames 
only. One of 
these is an An- 
gel, and the 
other is Imms, 
Of course they 
go well together, 
as an Angel 
should with 
Imms, whether 
Watts’s Imms 
or Imms Ancient 
and Modern. 
Fancy such a 
bevy of beauty ! 
Ah ! if I were 
not Diooenes, 
would I be An- 
EXAKDBR (Rm- 
debson) ? Alex- 
ander is a great 
commander, and I wish him success in his new campaign. 

I didn’t hear Up the River ^ or Sea Ny^nphs^ but i was in time 
for The Creole. It is bright and pretty to the eye, full of life and 
movement, ' v Miss Kathbbine Monroe works hard to make some- 
thing out of an uncongenial part. Miss Kellie Beomley comes out 
sTongly in the song where she imitates a tottering old man. That 
both ladies looked charming, cela va sans dire, Mr. Howson, as the 
Commodore, with the song of “ The Warbling (7o6&fer,” is very good. 
The ** Kotaries ” are not a patch upon the Gendarmes once so popular 
at the Philharmonic. Kor did I car© about the “ Kiss ” song from 
BShS, On the whole, however, Messrs. Henderson, Reece, and 
Fabnie have scored ” (to put it musically) a success at the Folly. 

The Olympic deserves more than a passing notice, so I must 
return to The Moonstone^ by Wileib Collins, on the first oppor- 
tunity, when I shall be able to report upon England in the^ 
Sa-fiS.de it to say at present, without entering into details, that, like 
The New Magdalen, The Moonstone relies for its success on the 
dramatic strength of its situations. 

Tour Representative is a man of his word ; he said last week he 
would go to Leeds, for the great Musical Festival, and faithfully 
has he ke]^t his promise. 

The arrival, at the Leeds Station, of Your Representative, was, 
I. need hardly say, a triumph. The demonstration of one Porter 
was something to see. It waa immense— for threepence. As for 
the Cabman, his enthusiasm was so overwhelming (he 'had been, 
waiting for a job all day, he said, ^and this was the first money he ’d 
taken) that he would willingly have removed his horse from the 
shafts, and have drawn the vehicle himself to the Gueen’s Hotel, 
had I only made it worth his' while. 

A magfilficent spectacle the Hall, Sir, on the entry of Tours truly. 
Chorus of Ladies high up in the air, like sweet singiag-birds, on 
either side of the Orchestra, and the male voices crowding the 
middle. Such a chorus I Such an audience ! After bowing to the 
Mayor and the Committee, and intimating to Mr, Winouam that, 
the business of the evening might commence, the band at once, 
stmeknp the overture to the hew Cantata, the Fire-King, 

Alpi^phe^ is not giseat, a#.®, rule, I believe, in his own country,} 
and # were giyen dbwn m Judee, I ’ve no doubt he wouldn’t 
be «iidi bf, there^ore^ as Mf. Walter AnsriNi the Comr^ 

poser of the new Cantata, ‘is said to be ^‘ A native of Leeds ” (and 
why ,nat ?), he ought to be highly gratified wilh the reception 
accorded to his work, and tb himself, when cheered; at the conclu- 
sion, by the other natives of Leeds, who had not written Cantatas, 



Mrs. Osgood and Madam Patey did their best, the latter singina 
such a low note that the occupants^ of the front row of stalls looked 
under their seats, as if for something that the Lady had dropped, 
and which they were polite enough to pick up for her. Mr. Lloyd 
was enthusiastically and deservedly encored (though the encore was 
sensibly not taken) in a ballad ot the Balfe style, “ The Past is 
hut a troubled Dr earn, which ought to be immensely popular every- 
where, and would make the fortune of any drawing-room tenor ; 
and in To Arms ! To Arms ! ” which he gave in such spirited 
style, as caused Tour Representative to regret that the singer was not 
in a Tannhauser-like suit of armour, addressing a crowd of chorus 
and supers attired as warriors of the most unlimited bravery. For 
success, the Cantata was, from the first tenor song, “insured at 
Lloyd’s,” 

Setting aside the occasion of its production (and, undeniably, 
the work was not big enough for the great Leeds Festival) the Com- 
poser is to be congratulated on the Cantata itself, taken for what it 
18 , and as affording^ much promise for the future. If in choosing 
this exceptional time for a first attempt, Mr, Austin’s friends 
showed more zeal than discretion, it must not be forgotten that in 
I the Korth the reading of the old Proverb is, “ Friends in Leeds are 
friends in deeds,” and a youug Composer cannot be blamed for 
jumping at such an offer. 

But what of Professor Macearben’s Josenh ? Magnificently in- 
terpreted by Mdlle. Albani, Mesdames Edith Wynne and Patey, 
Messrs. Santley, Lloyd, Signor Foli, and the unrivalled Chorus, 
which is the crown and glory of the Leeds Festival, the new Oratorio 
achieved an unequivocal success. It was indeed a touching spectacle 
when the gifted Composer was led forward by his brother to hear 
the acclamations, which resounded from every part of the Hall. 

Fresh from the scene, I confess myself unwilling to treat 
lightly one single detail of this great performance. For some 
future time I will reserve what remarks I have to offer on the 
libretto and style of Oratorios generally, where the sublime so often 
touches the ridiculous ; but, for this present, I can only say that to 
have heard the first performance of Joseph at the Leeds Festival, 
and to have assisted, heart and voice, at the ovation given to 
Professor Macfarbbn, will ever be remembered as a real and true 
pleasure by Tour Representative. 


YERY IKDTRECT DAMAGES. 

(JBeing a few Items omitted, evidently hy mistake, from a recent Bill of 

Costs,) 

To Printer, for 500 posters offering a reward for capture £ s, d, 

of rebel ironclad 10 0 0 

Refreshment for small garrison of Pacocha, and chairs on 

beach for same while watching combat in the bay . 0 5 0 

Kew Hat for the President of the Republic, crushed 

while calming the feelings of the mob at Callao , 0 14= 0 

Consulting local Solicitor as to the bearing of Inter- 
national Law on the case 0 6 8 

Two glasses of Sherry for same . . . • ,010 

Fee to Dramatic Author for suggesting^ effective phrase- 
ology in which to couch demand for reparation and 
damages from British Government . . . .050 

To General Expenses incurred by the President while 

travelling about to ensure the safety of the State, say 63 0 0 
Douceur to same for doing his duty in a crisis . , 100 0 0 

And, Indemnity to satisfy the outraged honour of the 

nation ..500 


£179 13 2 

K.B. — The above amount will not be received in Peruvian Bonds. 


A FEW KOYELTIES. 

A Sensation Drama that does not depend upon fireworks or 
skower-baths for its success. 

A Kewspaper that does not appear to supply a want in journalism 
and to offer ta^adesmen an excellent medium lor Advertisements. 

A Kovel, written by a Lady, that is not too weak for males nor 
too strong for females. 

A 'Club .tbht is not opened with a view to obtaining a most exclu- 
sive list of members, by admitting men without ballot and minus 
entrajnee fees. 

A Route to the, Continent that does not profess to be the cheapest 
and most pleasant means of getting from England .to the rest of 
•Europe » 

A description of a Battle that is not more or less infiuenced by the 
political opinions of the ‘‘ word-pahater,” 

’And lastly (the greatest novelties of all), a comic Comic Bong, a 
witty Witticism, and a new item of Kews. 
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DELIGHTFUL DRESSES. 

BSEB.VE, ttat the domain of 
Social Science is taken to 
include the province of 
Art. So at least it seems 
from the circumstance 
that a Section of the latter 
took part last week in the 
Congress of the former at 
Aberdeen, and discussed 
Art competitions, ^ and 
taste for Art furniture, 
hric“d~brac^ and china ; 
thereafter likewise can- 
vassed a paper read by 
Miss Buston on “Beauty 
not incompatible with 
Labour,’^ According to a 
report, which omits to say 
whether or no there arose 
any question if domestic 
service in the capacity of 
JoHiT Thokas or Mauy 
Aniub was to be called 
“ labour,” and was in- 
jurious, or harmless, or 
even beneficial to personal 
appearance, and what 
efiect, in point of beauty, 
hard work had, generally, 
upon fishwives, washerwomen, and charwomen ; — 

“ Miss Lydia Becker took part in tbe discussion. Sbe insisted tbat tbe 
principles of Art might as well be applied to dress as to pictures. She ap- 
proved the sentiment of a Prenchman who said that a well-dressed lady had 
a sense of inward tranquillity which religion could not bestow.” 

There is an appropriate smartness in this argument for smart 
dressing — if “ smart” is a word applicable to dress designed upon 
any principles of Art. Probably, the Frenchman’s idea of a well- 
dressed lady, whose dress inspired her with a peace of mind exceed- 
ing the serenity of a saint, did not exactly correspond to that of a 
Minerva or even a Venus in antique drapery. ITor is that perhaps 
the kind of dress which Miss Becker means, for she can hardly 
have ever worn it, and yet she must have experienced, to under- 
stand, the sense her Prenchman declares to he enjoyed by a well- 
dressed lady. Perhaps it is her habitual frame of mind. Who 
would not go some way to see Miss Lydia Beckee in the costume 
which so interiorly delights a lady well dressed ? 

Does not the sentiment as to dress, however, which Miss Beckee 
approves of, literally considered, savour originally rather of an 
esprit fort: although sympathy with it can scarcely have been ac- 
quired in companionship with “ strong-minded women ” ? Let Miss 
Lydia look out for very serious censure on her expression of that 
sympathy. She may expect to ^et severely preached at in an occa- 
sional discourse shortly to he defivered by a Right Reverend Bishop 
accustomed to understand epi|:rams, and other sayings, not intended 
for ears of his kind, in their literal sense. 



THE LAST OE A EEW DATS IN A COUNTRY- 
HOUSE. 

The Morning after — Breakfast — Grumpiness — JEvergbodg Wrong 
— Threatening of Storm — Chaff-^First Disagreeable— Second-- 
Third — All Disagreeables — Division — Farting Shots — The Last 
to Leave — The Telegram — The Note — A Cheerful Arrival — 
My Departure — ^Boodels’ Consolation — Bnd, 

The morning after the Symposium. Irregular breakfast. DuR 
morning. Leaden sky. Everything damp, specially the boots, 
which come up as if they ’d been cleaned under the pump. A slimy 
chiU about the atmosphere generally, such as one might feel for a 
minute or two after putting one’s hand suddenly and unexpectedly 
on a pond-frog. The perverse glass in the haU is, of course, going 
up. The eccentric weathercock in the meadow is twisting abont, 
restlessly, up above, as much as to say, “ Here’s your fine fresh 
air 1 Climb up here ! Here ’s your fine fresh air at the top of the 
pole!” 

As we drop in, one by one, to breakfast, Mrs. Buddbembe (in a 
long green velvet dress, and a very pronounced gold chain round 
her neck, and tucked in at her waist somewhere, suggesting the idea 
of a Diana Vernon who had been made Lady Mayoress) holds up ! 
her hands, and pretends to be shocked. Mss Buddeekee blushes 
and simpers. lobserveto her, “We were rather late last night, 
Miss Buddeemee.” She replies, in her usual startled manner, 
“Yes— very.” Then she blushes deeper than ever, simpers ner- 


vously, and hurriedly putting up her pince-nez looks straight through 
it, earnestly, at the tea-urn, as if for protection. 

Buddeemee has, as usual, been down before any of us, and is 
seated on the Telegraph reading the Times* Mtjiilet the Poet has 
intimated that he does not wish for any breakfast, and has gone as 
far as the Pond to look at the Trimmer. 

Milbtied is less noisy than usual, and asks for a bloater. He 
speaks of himself as “feeling a bit chippy,” and wonders how 
Calxop got home. We all wonder how Caltop got home ; for, as 
no one saw him leave, there is a generally pervading idea that he is 
still in the house, having perhaps tumbled into the hat-and-cloak 
closet, and there passed the night, 

Boodels comes down, complaining bitterly of a headache. He 
will take nothing but very hot tea, and very dry toast. He remarks 
that he can’t account for Ms feeling so unwell this morning, as last 
night he didn’t sit np later than usual, aud really did not take half 
so much as he ordinarily does. Pogmoee the Composer, who looks 
pale about the cheeks and very red about the eyes, but who tries to 
keep up an air of forced gaiety, observes that he thinks everyone 
had too much last night. 

Boodels won’t admit it for an instant. “ Yoxt may have had too 
much,” he says to Po&moee. “ I hadn’t : and I ’m sure no one else 
had.” 

At tMs, the Bald Philosopher, from behind his newspaper, elevates 
his eyebrows, but makes no observation, Pogjuoee looks at Mii- 
BUED and myself significantly, and Milbued says, 

“ WeU, I fancy that Caltop had as much as was^ good -for him.” 
Thereby evidently intending that the gentleman in question had 
taken more than was good for him. 

“Ho,” Boodels replies positively, and really charitably, “2 
don’t think so. In fact,” he adds, which, by the way, shows his 
reason for acquitting Caltop of inebriety, “I don’t think anyone 
took too much I know I didnH . 

“At all events,” says Pogmoee, sticking to his point, “no one 
can eat breakfast this morning.” 

“ That’s the weather,” retorts Boodels, becoming rather annoyed 
at Pogmore’s persistence in charging him and his guests with an 
orgie. “ Besides,” he adds, looking round, “ it strikes me everyone 
has made a very good breakfast.” 

“ Capital I ” cries Milbued. To which sentiment I also respond 
affirmatively, feeling it due to Boodels as our host. 

“I’m afraid we kept you up very late, Mrs. Buddeemer,” 
Boodels says courteously, but inquisitively, as if her evidence on 
the matter would settle the question. 

“ Oh, not at all I ” she replies, cheerfully ; “I’m accustomed to 
it. When we were at Swyllin— Lord Lushboeough’s place, you 
know— in Hertfordshire— we used to sit up much later than that 
every evening.” 

BuDDBEJkiEE, having finished his papers, and probably foreseeing: 
that he will be lugged in to corroborate Ms wife’s recollections or 
the aristocracy, rises, stretches Mmself, walks to the window, looks 
out, and observes, “I wonder where the Hare is this morning ? ” 

He refers to the hare, or rabbit, which has regularly come out to 
feed on the Lawn since we ’ve been in the house. For a bald man, 
in the presence of such a professional wag as Milbued, he could not 
have made a more unfortunate remark. 

“ Where ’s the Hare ? ” repeats Milbued. “ Why, that ’s what 
you must say every morning when you look in -the glass I Ha ! ha ! 
ha ! ” And Milbued roars. Then, seeing that Mrs. Buddeemee is 
bridling up, that Miss Buddeemee is blushing, and that everyone is 
made uncomfortable by this personality, he bursts into a guffaw, 
slaps Buddeemee on the hack, “ Eh ? Ha ! ha I ha I Where ’s the 
hair f Eh ? ” Then, holding his victim’s elbow, and addressing 
us, he shouts, “That’s what he asks every morning ! The long- 
lost hair ! Eh ? Have you got a strawberry-mark on your left 
arm ? ” This to Buddeemee, who is stroking Ms beard, and trying 
hard to preserve his philosopMe calm ; but he is glaring dan- 
gerously. Under much of this torture Buddeemee would go mad. 

Unfortunately, Milbued is not to be put down by any repartee, 
however brilliant, or by any retort, however rude. In either case 
he will simply repeat his own jest with louder laughter and more 
slaps on Ms victim’s back, or digs in his victim’s ribs. Hor is he to 
be put down by brute force, for Milbued Junior is a cricketer, an 
athlete, and as strong as a cart-horse. He is a sort of Franken- 
stein’s , Monster suddenly become a stupid jester and perpetual 
practical joker, and we, pro tern,, are Frankensteins, each in turn. 

Mrs. Buddeemee leaves the room, followed by her daughter. 
Buddeemee stalks out by the window, and the rabbit or hare, or 
whatever it is, frightened, makes a bolt into the laurels, ^ He walks 
round the house, fiowniag, and subsequently is seen to join the Poet 
at the Pond. When, we next observe them they are standmg 
gloomily, about three yards apart, with their backs to the house, 
contemplating the Pond, wMle between them stands, sympatheti- 
cally, the Peruvian Choose with the port-wine beak. The three are 
as motionless, ’With the exception of an occasional sign of life in the 
(loose’s tail plumage, as if they ’d.been frozen up on the spot. 
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Boodeis is annoyed with. Milbtjed, who, in a hnfE, replies that Btjddeemee is an old 
ass if he can’t take a joke, Boodeis hegs Milbttbi) to remember that not everyone can 
stand chaff ; to which Milbtjed replies that those who can’t had better remain in their own 
rooms. Pause : verge of row. Pogmoke, with a view to changing the subject pleasantly, 
tells us that he is going to try something of his own composition on the piano previous to 
writing it out. 

Boodels, from behind the Daily Telegraphy growls out, “What more of your" rubbish ? 
Mind you don’t bother the Ladies ; and if you ’re going to strum on the piano, shut the 
doors ! ” 

“ Oh, I won’t play at all, if you don’t like it,” says Pogmoee, very angrily, grasping 
the door-handle. 

“ I ddn’t mind,” returns Boodels, still reading the Daily Telegraphy as if he didn’t 
want to be bothered. “ I don’t mind, as long as I donH hear it. That ’s all.” 

PoGMOEE (juits the room in a fury. I do pity him. Fancy a young Kan del being 
told by a friend not to “ strum his rubbish on the piano I ” In another second he has banged 
a hat on his head, and with both hands rammed into his trousers’ pockets, he is waling 
with an agitated step, towards the Pond. 

Come,” says .hCiBTJED to Boodels, “ don’t you talk to me about chaff I Why, that’s 
far worse than anything I said to Btjddbemee.” 

But Boodels takes no notice of the retort, and continues reading most provokingly. I 
have the Times, Milbtjed leaves the room sullenly. After a short deliberation he tahes 
one of Boodels’ favourite sticks (an ebony cane, with a silver lizard curled round the top). 


and switching the flowers as he goes, walks 
leisurely towards the Pond. Now nothing 
irritates Boodels so much as anyone walk- 
ing off with this particular cane. I foresee 
a row when I catch sight, from the Library 
window, of Milbtjkd’s proceedings, 

I see the three at the Pond. All gloomy, 
as if meditating suicide.^ The two Ladies, 
wrapped up, are strolling on the paths. 
Presently they join the gentlemen at the 
Pond. Evidently a conspiracy. 

Another moment, and I hear the Dog 
with the bells scampering about and bark- 
ing ; also another dog. From which I 
infer that Boodels is in the hall getting 
his hat, previous to going out “ for a turn.” 

There is a great rattling of the umbrella- 
stand, and a shaking of all sorts of things 
in the HaU. 

Then the Butler’s voice, “ I don’t know 
where it is. Sir.” 

Then Boodels, angrily demanding “ Who 
cleans the Hall in the morning ? ” Then 
the Butler calling the Maid. Cross-ex- 
amination of the Maid. She’s certain 
she didn’t move it. It was here this 
morning, she ’s sure. The Butler, too, 
will swear to having seen it yesterday, 
Boodels more and more angry. He bursts 
into the Library. 

“Have you taken it? ” he asks, abruptly, 

“What?” 

“ My ebony 'cane with the lizard top,” 

No, I haven’t. But, I suggest, rather 
maliciously (because why should he always 
suspect me of taking everything ?— as, a 
fact, he always does) “ Perhaps one of the 
others has got it.” 

He won’t go out without it; not even 
into the kitchen-garden. It has become a 
necessity. The Butler will go and ask if 
anyone ’s got it, and, if they have, he will 
bring it back. From the window we see 
the Butler on his way to the Pond. We 
witness his reception ,.by the assembled 
conspirators. It is all pantomime action 
to us. It does not inspire confldence in the 
result. All that Boodels has said, since 
sending the Butler, [is, as he stood at the 
window eyeing the scene, “ I hate practical 
jokes,” This is meant as a warning to me, 
not to take one of his sticks. 

The Butler returns empty-handed. With 
a half -grin he says (more to me than to his 
master), “ Mr. Milbtjed says, Sir, as he ’s 
very sorry, but in trying to catch the Eel, 
the stick tumbled into the Pond,” 

“ Nonsense ! ” exclaims Boodels, ex- 
ploding. 

In a second he is down at the Pond, 
myself after him. We are all at the Pond 
now. Milbtjed insists on the stick having 
fallen in, and tells Boodels, if he doubts 
him, to go into the Pond and see, and offers 
to buy him another, in the Lowther 
Arcade, for fourpence-halfpenny. This is 
too much. Boodels accuses Milbued of 
upsetting everybody, and of being rude to 
the Btjddebmees. Milbued appeals to the 
latter. The Ladies are sure that Mr, Mil- 
bued was not intentionally rude; while 
Buddeemee, who has suffered, most mag- 
nanimously*, replies that, for his part, he 
doesn’t mind being chaffed. “ Of course, 
you don’t ! ” returns Milbtjed, enthusias- 
tically, and with a hearty slap on Bud- 
deemee’s shoulder that makes the Philo- 
sopher wince, and causes him to add with 
considerable feeling, “ But I protest 
against being hit on every possible occa- 
sion,” 

Milbued roars, and shakes the Philo- 
sopher’s elbow, saying, “ Why that’s half 
the ftm. You ’ll enjoy it when you ’re used 
to it. Let me give you a good whack now, 
and see how you ’ll laugh.” 



NEVER SAY DIE 

Mrs. Merrythought. ** Shall we walk Home through the Churchyaed, Love, or by the 

Mr. Merrythought {who will not looh at the hright side of things), “AVhat’s the good of going through the Churchyard, my 
DEAR ? — 1 SHALL BE THERE SOON ENOUGH I ” 


Buddermeb, however, retires a few paces, holding up Ms hand 

^ No, thaiS yoTL,’’ he says, “ one must draw the line somewhere.” 
** Yes, draw a line in the Pond,” returns Mtlburd the inoorri- 

g ’hle, ** and bring up the Eel and the Stick. “ I say,” he shouts to 
OODELS, “ I dare say the Eel is walking about with it in the mud, 
and POGMOEE can put him into his Oratorio. Solo for Eel on going 
into the Ark. Ha! ha ! ha ! ” 

Boodels walks away. It is of no avail that, subsequently, Mil- 
BURD reproduces the Stick, and pretends to present it, as a testi- 
monial, to Boodels from his admiring friends. This evening 
Boodels draws our attention to a calendar, and shows us the dates 
he has arranged for certain guests to come. 

He says, as if he were merely giving us hints on how to conduct 
an establishment, “ You see if one didn’t do this, I should never be 
able to get aU my friends here. Everyone understands that, you 
know ; and so I always name the day of arrival and of departure, 
so that they can arrange their own plans elsewhere. It ’s so much 
better to do it in this way.” 

Mrs. Budderihee. very shortly, agrees with Boodels. “ Oh,’ of 
course,” she says, ‘*it’s the way. You’re quite right. You 
know 1 told you we couldn't stop beyond to-morrow, as John and 
myseK have to go home first, and then to the North to Kupford— 
Sir Minton Bureidge’s place. Sir Minton is a connection of ours, 
you know, so we are bound to go to him, and we shall be there for 
three weeks or a'month.” 

This is (as Caltob would have said) ‘‘ a nasty one ” for Boodels, 
who has now to pretend that the Buddermers’ departure quite takes 
him by surprise. 

Mtmley says he finds the atmosphere here uncongenial to compo- 
sition, and that he wants to get somewhere where he can breathe. 


seek inspiration. 

PoGMORE gives Boodels a parting dig by observing, Sorry I 
must go, old fellow; but I must get on with what you call ‘my 


' rubbish,’ and to be in a room alone, with pens, ink, and paper, and 
I a piano, is an absolute necessity for me.” 

! “I’m coming to stop with you,” says Milburd in Boodels’ 
hearing to Dick Caltop, who has driven round in a pony-trap in 
which he is seated at the door, having pulled up with a loud shout 
of “ Woa, Emma I ” 

“Eight you are!” replies Caltop. “How’s the Governor to- 
day?” meaning Boodels, who speaks of himself as being not very 
well. 

“Another good man gone wrong?” exclaims Caltop laughing, 
whereat Milburd laughs too, 

“ I thought you wired in a bit too much last night. I ’m altogether 
rumho,” he admits ; by which we take him to mean that he is not 
quite so weE as might have been expected. This is how«>e translate 
“ rumho.” “ I ’ll take you now, if you’re ready,” he adds. 

The Butler, hearing this, asks Milburd if he shall pack up for 
him, as it won’t take five minutes. 

“ Tes,” cries Caltop, “put ’em in the barg!” and within a 
quarter-of-an-hour Milburd has driven off with his friend. 

“ I hate everyone going at once,” Boodels confides to me when 
they’ve all retured early. “ It ’s so dull in a house which has been 
fnll of company.” 

It is. And that’s the reason why I’m going away too. I don’t 
like to mention this. Next morning, on pretence of seeing the Poet 
off, who is goiag by the first train, I stop at the telegraph-office, 
and wire to a friena, answer paid, to send me a business message 
compelling my immediate presence. 

All the gnests leave before Boodels is up. My telegram arrives 
just as he comes down to breakfast. I break its contents to him 
gently. 

He tries to induce me to stay by hinting that “ Now they ’ve all 
gone, and it ’s quite quiet down by the Pond, we may have some 
sport:^ 

“No,” I say, pleasantly. “We must leave the Eel for another 
time.” In fact iknow well enough that he no more believes in the 
Eel than I do. 

A letter by post for Boodels. He brightens up. 
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“ It from Ditlton' ! lie cries, delighted. Then he rings for the 
Butler, and says, triumphantly, “Mr. Dxtlton'^s coming down this 
afternoon, and he gives directions for my room being immediately 
prepared for the visitor. 

I have a great mind to stay^ and see if there is such a person, as it 
occurs to me that the coming of DtriToisr is about as real as the busi- 
ness of importance in my telegram. 

Boodeis is in ecstasies about I)T7 IiTO]V. “He is,” he sa^s, “the 
most charming fellow. His information on every subject is some- 
thing quite marvellous. BuDDERMEit couldn’t hold a candle to Mm. 
Besides Dtotoit has his own original ideas, and Bubdermer hasn’t. 
He plays and sings delightfully, and never refuses when he ’s asked, 
as PouMORE does ; and then he is a thorough musician. He writes 
in most of the magazines, and many of his poems are worthy of 
Tenntsoit at Ms best, and he ’s not so conceited about it as Mumle? 
is. Dulton will read his poems to you without afiectation ; Mum- 
let won’t ; he“thinks that“he 's throwing pearls to swine.” 

“ Dultoiv,” I observe, “must be a clever fellow.” 

“Clever!” cries Boodels. “He is clever! And so funny! 
Meal humour ! not stupid practical jokes like Milburd’s. Some of 
Bultor’s stories have kept me laugning— crying with laughter — for 
hours. And the way he tells them I ! I really do not know any 
one,” says Boobels, summing up, “who is so thorougMy good a 
companion as Dultoiv.” 

“ Is there a Mrs. Dulton ? ” I ask. 

“ Ah, I hope she ’ll come too,” replies Boodels, who I notice, by 
not giving a direct answer to my question, confirms my suspicion as 
to the total unsubstantiality of the Dultons : “ for,” he continues, 
“she is simply the lovelie&t woman I ever saw. A perfect lady! 
She goes about three times as much as Mrs. Buddermer, and into 
the very highest society — (I know she often goes to tea at Windsor 
Castle in the Q,ueen’s private apartments, who consults her on all 


sorts of subjects; she’s a great friend of the Q/Ueen’s)— but she 
isn’t always talking about the aristocracy as Mrs. Buddermer is. 
When people talk so much about it, I don’t believe ’em.” 

Consequently, if all tMs is true, the Dultons in their two selves 
represent, only in perfection, all the talents of the recent party. 
But I can’t stop to see these rarca aves without my telegram plan 
being discovered. So I congratulate Boodels on the accession 
of Dulton, and, thanking him for a very pleasant time, take my 
departure. 

As I am stepping into my fiy at the door, a short man, in a suit of 
dittos, an old umbrella, and a dingy, out-of-sbape wideawake, 
followed byK^oy with a norid carpet hag, walks up, very warm and 
very dirty. 

“Is M~M— M — M— Mister Boo—hoo—hoo— hoo— hoo— noo— 
DELS in ? ” he asks, in a very loud voice, and with the most deter- 
mined and provoking stutter. 

Boodels steps forward, 

“Hallo, Dulton!” he exclaims; “I’m delighted to see you.” 
And he tries to draw him out of earshot. But Dulton cannot be 
got out of earshot so easily. 

“ I ’ve cur — cur—cur — cur— cur— -come down,” I hear him saying, 
“to sus— sus—sus— sus— see you. Der— der— der— der— did you 
get my lei— lei— lei — lei — letter, eh ? ” 

Dulton may he the cleverest and brightest and most amusing 
creature in the world, Ms stories may be most amusing, but his way 
of teUing them must be wildly irritating. Boodels is welcome to 
him. But what desolation, after a week of company, to he left in 
an old house, in damp, heavy weather, with only a stuttering man 
for a companion ! 

And so I return to Town, after my Few Days in a Country-House, 
— i.fi., chez Boodels of Boodels. 


ii'itr- 


PUNCH’S ^^VISED PROVERJS.^^^^^^ 

knows where the 

^ time has ^ived 

for a careful and 

I genuine revision of the most famous of these sayings, and in no 
periodical but Punch could an honest revision appear. TMs week 
he gives the following samples : — 

1. Me who goes a lorrowing goes a sorrowing^ Not a bit of it! 
Tour friend^ borrows a sovereign from you ; look at his face as he 
receives it ; it ’s radiant I He go a sorrowing ? Not he. It ’s the 
Lender who goes sorrowing. The Proverb should be revised, “He 
who goes a lending will go a mendmg,” That ’s another fact alto- 
gether_ and dreadfully true to experience. Hasn’t Punch experi- 
enced it often ? ^ But he will not mention names, 

2. ^ Stitch in time saves Nine, Nine of what ? Let us have 
rhythm, as Mr. Swinburne used to say^ or let us die ! The proverb, 
m proper rhythm, would read, “A Stitch in time saves Stitches 
JNme. But who cares for stitches in time now-a-days ? Nobody 
ever heard the proverb quoted by a tailor, and tailors know more 

about atltftn Aft tnn.'n a ’ nxrKnf^TP At* rr'kft t 








I 3. The World knows nothing of its Greatest Men, It is many 
years since Punch read Henrt Tatlor’s Philip van Artevelde^ 
and many years since anybody else read it. This is a quotation from 
it, but it ought to read, “The World knows little of its Greatest 
Men.” Doesn’t it ? The World knows a little too much of them. 
Hasn’t it had Greville Memoirs $ aren’t speeches reported by the 
yard every day ? doesn’t Mr. Gladstone write a letter every minute 
of his life ? doesn’t the New York Herald interview every growing 
giant ? Pooh I Henry Taylor wrote this in the green of his 
youth. If he had to write now, he would say, “ The world grows 
sick with knowledge of its greatest men.” And doesn’t it ? 

There are nine thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine proverbs. 
Punch intends to revise them all. 


THE NEXT SDBSCBIPTION LIST. 

£ s, d. 

One who hates the Russians ..... 050 

One who despises the Turks 0 5 0 

Mr. J. C. Brown Jones, 2047, Belgrave Square . 10 10 0 

An admirer of Mr. Gladstone 0 7 6 

Collected in Hanwell 8 9 34 

The Author .of “ Death Groans, and other Poems ” . 0 3 6 

The Proprietors of the Patent Shaving Machine . 110 

The Editor of the Daily War Shout , , . . 5 5 0 

One who thinks that the cause of Freedom is only to 
be secured by learmng lessons from the buried 
Past, and watcMng with zealous care the many 
mysterious Muts at the coming Future . , 0 2 6 

The, Eight Hon. Yiscount Thunderstorm . . , 5 5 0 

The SHILLELAGfH, M.P 2 10 0 

Bawbee of that Ilk 0 4 6 

Anti-BasM-Bazouk 10 0 

A Sympathiser with the Poles 10 0 

Mr. Fitz-Robinson, The Grange. W. ... 550 

Mrs. Fitz-Robinson 3 3 0 

Miss Fitz-Robinson 2 2 0 

Miss Fanny Fitz-Robinson 110 

The Masters Fitz-Robinson (4) 10 0 

One who trusts that the Russians will he driven out 

of Europe , 0 2 6 

One who trusts that the Turks will be sent back to 

Asia 0 2 6 

Anonymous , 20,186 8 4 


— *w.*»j.v** vtxuMxx x» «. revision. He got it from a 

roeomett lSn«;^li wortoaa.- It is— “ A Back ia time saves ITiae” 
j Xnat s wh^ the English workman, the day after marriage, says to 
I nxs wife, when he admonishes Number One Svith Ms nailed boots. 


Of tRe Leeds Choir. 

Wbitino of the magnMcent performance of the unrivalled chorus 
at the recent Leeds Festival, a critic spoke of “ its volume of sound.’^ 
Our Representative says that tMs description is most inadequate : * 
instead of “ volume,” it should have been “ a whole library.” 
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METEOROLOGICAL. 

Mistress {to o7d Coach'nKin^ who had undertaken the charge of the new Rccin- 
Gauge), YfELL, Jenkins, how many Inches has it eeqistbbed ? ’’ 

OklJeakins, “I know nowt about Inches, M’ttm, but I must a' emptied 
OUT somewheees about a Pint oPw a Pint and a ’Alf ! ! ’* 


DOCTOIiS IN DESriTUIIOK 

Be it hereby Iihowh that the British Medical Benevo- 
lent Fund, and especially its Immediate Belief Depart- 
ment, is in want ot funds. Enow all men, and not only 
medical men; know Ladies also: know all whom it con- 
cerns, that is, everybody with a guinea to spare, that 
there are many Physicians, Surgeons, and General Prac- 
titioners, and also Widows and Orphans o± Medical Men, 
in states of sickness and poverty, for whose relief the 
need is urgent. To this end, as well as to that of pro- 
viding^ snore permanently for such victims of misfortune, 
the British Medical Benevolent Fund was established in 
1836. Its President .is Sir Georoe Burrows, and its 
Yice-Presidents include Sir Eicitard Wailacb, Sir 
W. Gull, Sir W. Jenner, Sir James Paoet, and Mr. 
Erasatos Wilsom. 

Whilst we send doctors to minister to the miseries 
which semi-barbarous aliens are doing their utmost to 
inilict on one another, shall destitute members of the 
Medical Profession remain uncared for at home ? Shall 
they, rather than Indians, he suffered to starve ? 

The London Medical Schools opened on the first 
instant. In the introductory lectures delivered on that 
occasion, students were not, perhaps, informed, by way 
of encouragement to persevere in their profession, that 
the British Medical Benevolent Fund wanted support. 

Perhaps there may appear some fitness of things in a 
suggestion which may be ofiered to the clergy. Could 
not reverend preachers of charity sermons especially 
advocate the claims of distressed and diseased medical 
practitioners in connection with the British Medical 
Benevolent Fund on “ Hospital Sunday*^ ? 


Young and Old. 

The statistical proof of the increasing average duration 
of human life is pleasantly supplemented by the want 
thus proclaimed in a morning contemporary : — 

W ANTED, by a respectable GIBL (age 44) a SITUA- 
TION as UNDEK-NUBSE in a Gentleman’s family. 
Fond of children. ’W'ages, £8.— Address, &c. 

“Q.uite a young thing!’’ That is, of course, what 
a not very old woman of ninety would call a “ respect- 
able Girl aged forty-four.” So, by parity of speech, a 
centenarian might describe a man of between forty and 
fifty as ** a mere boy.” i 


GAIN AND LOSS. 

Hawfinch to Briuht. 

Thy discourse up at Eochdale, I read droo, Friend Bright, 
About Ziunce and Art all thee sedst med be ri^ht. 

’Tis a wonder to think now what things we enjoys, 

Which our veathers know’d not, nor we nuther when boys. 

We gooz fast in this raailwaay and steam-vessel age 
To what they and we used to by saail and by stage ; 

And, for haste, what moor speed eood a martal desire 
Than the fiash of a messidge by telegraaf-wire ? 

And ’tis true we ’re a gettun our likenusses done, 

As folks farmerly coodun’t, by manes o’ the zun. 

And the peapers he brought every marn to the door 
By the yeapeny poast, as they wuzzun’t afoor. 

And the news by the people he purty well read, 

Eddicaaishun and larnun so wide ha ben spread. 

Every clodhopper knows his Three E’s a’most now ; 

For we zends ’un to school ’fore we zends ’un to plough. 

AH that there ’s verree well, and, mooroaver, the fields 
^riculteral projuice moor plentiiul yields. 

We meaks dree blades o’ earn grow where one grow’d of old ; 
And our root-crops has likewise increased manifold. 

But the hedge-rows wi’ roses as used fur to blow, 

High farmun ’s grubbed most on ’urn up, thee must know. 
There ’s no doubt that supply; have increased wi’ demand ; 
But the beautee o’ Nator ’s nigh swep’ ofE the land. 

And we doan’t use up all the manoover o’ towns, 

Though we spreads what we can on our medders and, downs ; 


Zo the rest on’t is pow’rd into rivers, once clean, 

But the bottom whereof bain’t no moor to be seen. 

Art and Ziunce, and School, and improvun the mind, 

Ha done zum good to we, and the rest o’ mankind ; 

But look yander there, ’spite all their wonderful works, 

Aud zee what ’s gwiun on ’twizt the Eooshans and Turks ! 

Why, ’tis Ziunce and Art as zupplies ’um the manes 
Wi’ their arms o’ precizhun o’ blowun out brains. 

’Mongst fine things that our sires hadn’t got, like.their sons, 
Be torpedoes, hritch-loaders, and aaity-ton guns. 

Just thee think what a price mate have rose to a pound, 

And how scarce eyesters is where they used to abound. 

But there, graaizhurs must live-^to own that I ’ll agree ; 

And dear eyesters in Town doan’t much matter to me. 

There ’s one thing in the times thee eomparest wi’ these here, 
That was plenty, now rare, and that ’s good home-hrew’d beer. 
Ale as sparkled and foamed, and as made the heart glad — 

But no stingo bain’t hardly no moor to be had. 

That wus draa’d from the barrel to comfort a chap. 

Woe the day when the Beer-Engine cut out the Tap ! 

That ’s a present from Ziunce and Art to bewail : 

Art and Ziunce, between ’um, ha’ rewuu’d our ale. 


TOKEN AND SIGN, 

One of the four evEs which the Bishop of Manchester denomi- 
nates ** tokens ” is ** the pestilence.” Certainly a pestilence is now 
w^ known to be a token of dirt and defective drainage. 


Eotad Blub.— Indigo, 
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IROM THE TOMB. 


** SocUliam lias removed to otHer countriea, powerful and glorioua, whicli 
are pre-occupied with, it without making it a subject of alarm, for they know 
that real or affected fear serves only to render epidemics more dangerous, and 


they see that for moral epidemics the only efficacious remedy is time, reason, 
and liberty/’ — M. Thieks’s Political Testament, 


Not oft amidst the conflicts of to-day 
Comes counsel from the grave to point the way 
To a fair morrow ; hut the Sage, whose speech, 
Liviug, his land could wisely guide and teach, 

Speaks now, as from the shadows, with a voice 
Whereat all patriot hearts may well rejoice, 

A legacy of more than golden worth I 

Seen in its light, tongne-tricks of later hirth 

Seem doubly fustian. How this Parthian dart, 

From a dead hand, hits humhug to the heart I 
Pierces with polished shaft of honest sense 
“What pompous falsehood, what hig-blown pretence ! 
“CJlysses* bow, bent even from the Shades, 

Should scare the squabbling suitors ; and the trades 
Of Bogey-making and J?^a^we-masking—crafts 
Whose lurking plyers shrink from Satire’s shafts— 
May dread a hand which even from the grave 
Strips off the scare-crow rags, or trappings brave, 
With which the foes of Freedom are so prone 
To impair her aspect, or improve their own. 

Rig the Red Spectre in another guise ; 

Flaunt it once more before the troubled eyes 
Of frighted France ? Trick tyrant power again 
In plnmes of “peace and order ” ? All in vain I 
Will the keen (Janl be gulled with snoh stale sleight, 
Thrice-exposed hocus-pocus ? Must the blight 
Of fear-inspired fatuity fall once more 
On Freedom’s budding promise ? Which restore 
Of aU the oft-wrecked rivalries, to make 
Fair France once more the reckless Oamesters’ stake, 
Lost ever in the issue ? Church or Throne, 

Flouting all peace, all order, save its own, 


Stands self-condemned as a self-seeking sham ; 

The Wolf who blames the blood-thirst of the Lamb, 
Thiebs, from out his tomb, has torn the mask 
Off such false postnrers ; a patriot task, 

Whose fine achievement is a fitting crown 
To his long labours and his fair renown. 

Legality and loyalty both claimed 

For the Republic, not its foes ! Well aimed, 

Keen Archer 1 France’s would-be Masters whelmed 


With ridiculej each champion nnhelmed 
With one straight lance-thrnst from a biting wit ! 
Fair charge i’ faith ! Will France not follow it ? 


Fair charge i’ faith ! Will France not follow it ? 

Sick as she is, is she not fain to try 

Her Patriot’s cure— Time, Reason, Liberty ? 


A FALSE POLONIUS. 


Mr, Oladstone, in a communication to the Dail^ Telegra'phy 
refuting the statement that he had written'’ a Greek merchant at 
Constantinople letters advising the Greeks to “ unite with the Slavs 
in an attack upon the Turks,” observes, with reference to a Special 
Correspondent of the Telegraphy who had sent that statement to 
that journal ; — 


“ It is, ho\rever, plain that he has been no more than a dupe in the buai- 
I ness. There is some Pohnius behind the curtain, and I call upon him to 
come out.” 


So did not Hamlet, What he did, everybody knows. “ Read, 
for a ducat, dead ! ” Mr. Glapstone, of course, would not, if he 
could, serve his Pohnius so ,* but if he could, and were to, Polonius 
would only be requited for stabbing in the dark. William does 
not, like Mamlety oaU Ms Polonius a rat. Would it, however, not 


he tolerably correct to give that name to a creature that gnaws at a 
reputation? . 


bloomers bv halves. 

Ah advertisement in the Post announces the introduction of 
‘ Corditrot Jackets eor Ladies.” Corduroy Jackets, What next ? 




TWO MANIFESTOES. 

[A VOICE FROM TER TOMB.) 

OB Tams. “I AM KO LONGER A RIVAL I BE WABNED IN TIMEl MAINTAIN THE EEPTTBLICI" 
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EGG-FLIPPANCY. 

‘‘ Confound ir, AYAirLE. !— how long do tott keep Eggs V * 
Till they ’be ate, Soe ! ” 

FEIENDS IN COUNCIL ; 

OR, THE THREE CHAMPIOHS OF CRESCEHTDOM. 

INTEHLOCTTTOBS : 


Mrs. Saieet G-amp, Mrs. Betsy Phig, and Mrs. P. M, G. Haheis. Mr 

Mrs. Gamp {with pardonahle triumph). Betsey Prig, my dear creetiir, 
allow me to interjiice to you my pertikler friend, Mrs. Harris, wMch. many s 
tlie time you Ve heard me speak of her, Betsy. • i_ Tifi- 

Mrs. Prig {with excusahh stiffness). Tour most obeient, I sure.^ Wnicli 
heard you spoke of I "^are. to that extent, Mum, as crying Wolf ! 'Ms a trifle 

1 'L . j. Xl- .□.....'U 4.1. n.... mt. .nn4- mn. tvin/ili r\-p if- IW-pei ^ A ■D1>TQ RPe 10 


He was once werry well, praps, for domestick dooties, 
but he ain’t got no heye wotever for Himperial aflairs. 

Mrs. Gamp. No ! That ’s my Benjamin’s line. Bless 
yer, Betsy, he ’s as much at ’ome among Hasian Mys- 
teries and Wizardries of the North as t’other one is in 
Arithmetick or ’Omer. Which proud and pleased I am, 
Betsy Prig, to see you a -backing of ’im hup so 
persistent. 

Mrs. Prig {icith dignity). Sairey Gamp, I am a 
Patriot! 1 ! My loyalty ain’t to per sings or to parties, 
but to the haugust Mother of Hempires ! 

Mrs. Harris {mnocently). Do I know the lady? 

Mrs. Prig {swellingly). I mean ©ur natiye He, Mrs. 
’Arris— our own hold England I 

Mrs. Harris. I approye your principles, Mrs. Prig, 
though your ways of putting them is not percisely mine. 
Of course we circulate in dinerent speers, our clients is 
of diflerent classes, and our languidge yaries according. 

3Irs. Prig. Why, yes, Mrs. ’Arris, I haye not yet 
noticed that your languidge has the flue poetick turns — 

3Irs. Harris. Poetic? Well, I’m sure. Anyways, 
in prose or yerse, we are both patriots. 

Mrs. Gamp. Which is jest what that Gladstone is 
not. Call it patriotism to play into the hands of them 
rascally Rooshians, and giye ’em a chance of cutting us 
out in Ingy and elsewheres ? 

3Irs. Prig. Certingly not. None of your “ perish 
Ingy ” nonsense for me. 

Mrs. Harris. And they *aye the impudence to talk 
about sioh things he ’ve said with qnalifleations— 

3Irs. Prig. Qualifications be jiggered ! They upsets 
every think. Bless yer, that Gladstone would qualify 
you into Colney ’Atch in no time, if yon ’d let him. 
Never take no notice of qualifications, Mrs. ’Arris. 
“ Perish Ingy, perish British Hinterests! ” that ’s their 
real meaning Mum, and it ’nrts my patriot ’eart only to 
hear it. 

3frs. Prig. Ah, but we ought to be up and a’ doin’, 
Satret. 

3Xrs. Gamp. A doin’ what, Betsy ? 

Mrs. Prig. Why a doin’ them Rooshians to be sure— 
or else they ’ll be a doin’ of ns. 

Ml'S. Gamp. But that dear man at the ’elm has bound 
hisself to be neutral, Betsy. 

3Irs. Prig. Bah! That’s all along o’ the St. James’s 
’All lot. No— Ben and Betsy are of one mind, only lie 
can’t speak out j est yet. I can and I mean to. 

Mrs. Gamp. But dou’t that mean war, Betsy? And 
ain’t you been a giving Benjamin credit for keepin’ us 
out of it ? 

Mrs. Prig. Oh, but there’s war and war. You’re 
not in it, Sairey— not in it, my dear creetur. Ben and 
I, loe know. 

Mrs. Gamp (aside). Well, I’m sure. 

Mrs. Prig. Patriotism fust, philanthropy ax’ ter wards. 

I 3Irs. Harris. The Rooshians pretends to xewerse that 


Mrs. Prig. Pooh ! Their philanthropy is— 
Mrs. Harris (slily). Patriotism in disguise ? 


Heard you spoHe or l 'are, do inaii exTiem, mum, as urymg n uAt ; xs a 1.1x11c - . . - T nresume 

to it. But to see you in SS Sriotism, a^t^it Betsy ? (AsUe^) I ’ll fog 

^^MrsTSl^(.dfpreeati^lv). But Wa ia a time wheu all iu our purfession a 

ought to forged tli4 little difiereucea, and stand ahoulder to shoulder agin the goSing olme dreadM.’ ’ 

L +-L + 7 c. Pr iT^err^xr-P ^dirs PTig (oontemptuously) Patriotism? Rooshian 

Which that s GLADmNB ^ ^ patriotism Pooh! All patriotism but ourn is a mixter 

]^s. (Hmp (warmly). A hojus, hinte^ noosance . ^ selfishness, swagger and reflex wanity. Why, bless 

«» »»*" *• «.*,««» 

^ 3 . Prig. And no single heye to Himperial Hinterests. mT Gamp {much relieve^. Ah I that mahea it 

Ho statesman I clearer, don’t it, Mrs. Habbis P . , 

^ri, Sarnc. Ho gentleman Mrs. Earris {sententiouslp). In the ’igh path of Hem- 

Mrs. Prw. No patriot . pire we cannot afford to be crossed by emotional Chris- 

&gh I must say, Bbist, as you used to— tia^^ I 

Mrs. Prig (hastily). “ Used to ! ” Saieet Gamp ? Iu course I us^ to. Which Mrs. Tr.TfuTa. well I 

Didn’t I nuss Mm into notoriety f (^d much good I wer got by it !) Wasn t • seldom her Hps now to anything lower than 

his name as continuwally on my lips as-as Ifos. ’Aems’s on your own. ^aTon seoh ^^Son ^e ’E 

SAiEEr? I>i^’tIgi7ehimpr6t^petnames,asstaok,andw^eh I^^^^ w’v the toast as I has 

he never seemed dooly grateful tor ? But, Lor’ bless you, Sajeev, he has had ^Y^noiu^ropoge Up withB^JAMnr and British 

hia dav. ^ W-rr-r-r Awr Slotr 7 


Ms day, 


Mrs* Harris. And Ms Daily, too ? Eh, Betsy ? 


Interests, down^wi^ WmiAM^and the * de s^o^ ^ay.' 


ii-s! [^'."Peroisely." 'fhotlgh.'for thi msrtter of that, Mumjhe ’U ’^e it f SnS to^ou^my dfw ’ 

in, to a t on t’other side of his mouth, “ hot without,” and rayther a stong ’way® X dnnKs to uem. 


dash 0 ’ lemon in it— wMch that is tea a M Moose, as J ’m given to understand. 


{Left drinking.) 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIYAHI. 


[October 6 , 1877 . 



A RAT-A RAT!” 

“POIONIUS BEHIND THE CbBTAIN.” 

WHAT WILL THEY DO WITH IT? 

proposed New Embankment Opera-House to 
Mme nse other than that for which it wbs origrmally destined, has once more come iid for 
diseussiqi, Mr^ Punch trusts that the following suggestions which have been submitted to 
his consideration may materially assist the Metropolitan Board in their solution of what 
promises to be an extremely delicate and highly interesting problem ^ 

I. 

TiT some indignation and astonishment a proposition in ^the Timp^ of 

^ completed portion of the new OperaSK to ^e CTORnd? Ind 

Pleasnre-gronnd for children and nimsery-maiX NW 
I * be more monstrous than this, The Embankment as it ia 

already overstocked with these “haunts of the idle: » whereas it miisTh^e oonniJod’ to 
weryone who has wal^d, on a cold \^ter's night, from Blackfriars Bridge to Chelsea 
Waterworks and back, that there is positively not a single spot on the whole six milea of 
dreary road where one can get a warm bath. Whv then lot r 
lost ? A splendid pile of IS^tional Baths and Wash-houses, mth the reauisSe tanks ^nd 
prove a striking architectural feature on the Embankment itself 
but be an invaluable boon to aged Peers and exhausted Members of ParHainent^^U as to 


Yours practically, 


Uebs nr Uebb. 


I principle, be devoted to an intramural col- 
lection of wild beasts. But this is merely 
a suggestion. 

Yours uncertainly, 

One who Doesn’t Know, 

HI. 

Sir, — I am a Manager of some exper- 
ience, and, spite the ungenerous opposition 
that has been offered to my spirited pro- 
position, I still maintain that all that is 
wanted to turn the now halting venture 
into a genuine success is £500,000. I would 
make the house the central home of “ Na- 
tional Drama,” and with this amount, that 
ought surely to be forthcoming if raised by 
an issue of ordinary 14 per cent. Deben- 
tures, I would undertake to put on the roof 
within twelve months from the present 
date, and produce Pox and Cox with a 
splendour and completeness of detail and 
costume that should defy comment, and 
satisfy the shareholders that their money, 
at least, had been well placed. This is 
what I am prepared to do. And I will go 
further. In the event of the £500,000 
being forthcoming, I will myself take the 
theatre, from anyone who will let it to me, 
at £100,000 a-year. More than this in the 
interests of the National Drama I cannot do. 

I am, Sir, yours perseveringly. 

An Old Public Servant, 

IV. 

Sir, —The figures of your “spirited” 
Correspondent are extremely erroneous, and 
though I am utterly indifterent as to the 
fate of the proposed undertaking, I must, 
in common justice to the general public, 
let them know that twice £500,000 would 
not suffice to produce Box and Cox and 
leave any balance available for a dividend. 
It must be obvious to the merest outsider 
that, after making due allowance for the 
req[nisite outlay involved in the cost of 
heavy scenery, elaborate properties, or- 
chestra score, gas, printing of pass-slips to 
Q-allery— to say nothing of the salary for 
artistcB capable of filling such a role as that 
of there can be little left out 

of a million of money for the purposes of 
carrying on what, as an independent spec- 
tator, I must denounce as an unnecessary 
and undesirable speculation. 

Yours indifferently, 

A Mere Looxer-on. 

V. 

Sir,— Could not what there is of the 
doomed building be closed in and fitted 
with shelves, iron doors, and blocked win- 
dows, and handed over bodily to the ill- 
fated Debenture-holders, as a common tomb 
for them all in perpetuity ? Each, at his 
decease, might enjoy the privilege of in- 
troducing a friend; and thus, while the 
unfortunate investors would get some 
mournful return for their money, their 
property would stand for ever as a solemn 
warning to the too-sangnine enterprise of 
a thoughtless age. I offer this idea for 
what it is worth, and subscribe myself, 
Yours miserably, 

One who Holds on. 

VI. 

SiR^ — Cannot something be done," that, 


mdy be two opinions as to wtat sbonld be done with tbe basement 
the proposed theatre. The elevatinn sTm-nW !,« casement 


?our electric lights, 


public building on one of her finest sites ? 
I am not partioular as to what it shall be, 
though for one I should not have objected 
to a really National Opera-House, worthy 
the name. Anyhow, do let there be an end 
of the architectural eyesore that now de- 
faces the Embankment and irritates 


Yours patiently, 

Common Sense. 
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TOO LITERAL BY HALF. 

jEsthctic JS'mband, ‘^JusT ASK him ip he’s got the same Article in 
Teaoqgk-Blve^ ElI2A.” 

JEsthctic Wife. AvEz-votrs lb memb Article en bleu de Coq axix petits 
Pois?” 

Astonished Drainr. ‘‘ Plait-il, Madame ?” 


MR. PUNCHES SELECT COMMITTEES. 

Fo. VI.— On cektain “LEeAi” Ajutsbmnis. 

Lady Sanscoeur examined. 

Q. I BELIEVE you are a Lady of position moving in good society ? 

A* Certainly. I have a town house, and also a place in the country. 

Q. Now we will not trouble you to describe the amusements to which you 
are accustomed in the season, but will speak only of those that may be said 
to be technically of a legal character. Will you kindly tell us your usual 
haunts *? 

A. The Courts of Law at Westminster and the Central Criminal Court, 

Q. When do you visit Westminster ? 

A. When any sensational divorce case is announced for hearing, 

Q. Why do you go there ? 

A. To listen to the case. It is both amusing and instructive to hear the 
details of a story entailing dishonour and ruin on one’s friends and acquaint- 
ances. 

Q, But do you not sometimes find the details to which you allude rather 
embarrassing r 

A, Oh dear no, as I am invariably kept in countenance by other Ladies of 
my acquaintance, 

Q. Do you approve of French novels ? 

A, Certainly not, and I am surprised you should put such a question. 

Q. If you object to French novels, why do you go to the source from which 
most of the plots are obtained ? 

A, A French novel is notoriously objectionable; a sensational divorce case 
is highly fashionable. I therefore shun the first and patronise the last. 

Q. You say that you also visit the Central Criminal Court. When do you go 
there ? i 


A, Whenever there is an interesting trial for murder 
on the list. 

Q. What do you mean by an interesting trial for 
murder ? 

A, A case in which either the facts or the people are 
interesting. 

Q. Will you please make your meaning a little plainer ? 

A. I call the fact interesting if there is any doubt 
about the manner of the doing of the murder— poisoning 
cases, for instance, come under this category. The per- 
sons are interesting when they are people of better birth 
and education than the ordinary assassin. 

Q. Has the sex of the prisoners anything: to do with it ? 

A* Oh yes, a great deal. A female prisoner charged 
with murder is far more interesting than a male mur- 
derer, especially if she is quite young and cries a good 
deal in tne dock, 

Q. But how can you tell that she is crying ? 

A. By looking at her through an opera-glass. 

Q. But is not a trial of this class after a while rather 
wearying ? 

A, No, for it must be remembered that the cushioned 
seats on the Bench are very comfortable. Besides, if 
the evidence becomes monotonous, the male visitors 
lounging near you are always available for flirtation, 

Q, But do you not miss your lunch ? 

A» Of course not. If yon take a flask of sherry and 
some sandwiches with you, you should be prepared for 
all emergencies. 

Q. What do you consider the most exciting part of 
the day’s proceedings in an interesting trial for murder ? 

A. When the jury return their verdict. 

Q. And the most amusing F 

A. Of course when the judge puts ou his funny little 
black cap, and passes sentence of death. 

Q, Doubtless you are aware that the Ladies of ancient 
Eome used to take a great deal of pleasure in witnessing 
gladiatorial contests, wMch were invariably attended 
with bloodshed. Now what do you consider those 
gladiatorial contests to have been ? 

A, Tame in the extreme when compared with a trial 
for murder at the Old Bailey. I suppose (had I existed 
in those times) I should have gone to the former, but I 
am pleased I live in the nineteenth century, for I cer- 
tainly prefer the latter. The struggle for life is vul- 
garised by a too open exposure of the death-wounds. 

[TAe Witness then withdrew. 


NONSENSE IN HEXAMETEES. 

An Eton Boy writes to complain of the stupidity of 
the nonsense verses they are obliged to turn out in the 
lower forms, as the lowest forms of nonsense. He wants 
to know whether a higher form might not he reached, 
without getting beyond the legitimate pale of nonsense, 
and, as an illustration, sends us the foEowing version 
in hexameter of Foote’s well-known incoherency — “ So 
she went into the garden to get a cabbage-leaf to make 
an apple-pie,” &c, 

Ut vice pomoTum fungatur caule, placentam 
Hortulum adit meditans ; immani corpore at Ursa 
Ora tabernse infert. Eheu saponis egestas I 
Hicce obiit dehinc mortem, temeraria at iUsec 
Omine tonsori la3vo nupsit ; Picalilli 
Joblillique aderant cum G-arrabulis, Panjandram 
Magnus et ipse aderat, apice insignisque pusillo : 
Ludo captantes'captabantiir quoque, pulvis 
Calce cothurnorum donee sclopetarius exit. 


Sites for Cleopatra’s Needle. 

On the Pedestal of the G-uards’ Memorial, Waterloo 
Place, in lieu of the objects already there, removed. 

On the top of the Marble Arch, Hyde Park. 

On the apex of the Dome of the Albert Hall. 

On Fish Street Hill, to match the Monument, 

In the Old Bailey. 

In Ely Place, Holborn. 

In Bolt Court, Fleet Street, 

On a thousand other spots, equally suitable, and daily 
suggested by casual correspondents. 


“Mean Speed.”— Eunning away from your Creditors. 
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HOW MOSSOO SHOT THE COCK-PHEASAMT. 

The Ganieheeperh Story, 


Hb were a sort o’ Freneliman, Sir, 

And called hisself a Duck : ^ 

I never could make kead or tail 
O’ that there furrin muck ! 

He came to stay vd’ Master there, 

And brought his guns and that— 
But bless you, Sir I he could na’ shoot, 
Ho more than this here hat ! 


' 4 '- 



The Master and the Frenchman went 
To shoot the Spinney-Kivver, 
What reaches from the stable-wall 
Right down to that there river, 

A rocketing cock dew up at wnnst, 
And Mossoo he bred, and missed— 
How he did swear, and tear his hair, 
And shake his little fist I 








The way that Mossoo danced about, 

It really were a sight ! 

He ’d grin, and pull his be’rdj and shout 
And screech with all his might. 

He wore a thing across his nose 
Just like a kind o’ shear : 

I think he said he were “my hop 
Which means his sight were near. 




Mossoo he yelled, “ I see him zere, 
Upon 26 stable top ! ” 

With that he banged ofi right and left— 
I seed a summat drop ; 

I ran to pick up that there bird ; 

And ’neath the stable-clock 
I found it sure enow— it were 
Our new gilt Weather- Cock ! 


MILITARY AHD MEHIAL SERVICE. 

Opeicees of rank in the Army may have 
had their attention directed by imperti- 
nent buffoons to the following advertise- 
ment extracted from the Western Daily 
Fress : — 

S EEVAHTS’ REGrISTRY, Railway Viaduct, 
Victoria Street, Bristol.— Wanted, good 
Generals, Cooks, Housemaids, &c. Disengaged, 
all kinds. 

It has also perhaps been remarked that 
the above announcement suggests the idea 
of a new United Service Club, the services 
respectively being the Military and tbe 
Domestic, and the Members of the Club 
belonging to both, or serving in the former, 
and wishing also to serve in the latter. 
Some may have asked the question whether 
Admirals as well as Generals are eligible 
for situations in which the shonlderknot 
would replace the epaulet, and part of the 
uniform consist of plush. Others, pos- 
sibly, have pointed out that the Russians, 
if not the Turks also, are very much like 
the parties on whose behalf it is notified 
that they want good Generals. 


Wanted, a Magnanimous 
Millionnaire. 

Here is something worth extracting, 
from a recent Humber of tbe Cologne 
Gazette : — 

I S there a magnanimous, rich, and lone 
Gentleman who would be willing to give to 
a young and beautiful Bride, who belongs to the 
best circles of society, the yearly interest of a 
capital of 30— 40,000 florins Austrian Currency, 
to enable her to many tbe man of her choice, one 
of the best and most noble of his sex ? Please 
address “ Heumence Y. M.,’’ care of Messes. 
Haasenstein & Yo GLEES, Advertising Agency, 
Erankfort-on-th e-Main. 

There may be such a “magnanimous, 
rich, and lone Gentleman” among Fmich^s 
readers. If not, we are at a loss to imagine 
where onr dear, interesting “ Hebmence” 
is likely to find one. 


WONUEES OE THE WOELD ABEOAD. 

WoNDEB whether, in a dozen years or so, it will be possible in 
Europe to find a nook or corner nninvaded by Cooic’s Couponists. 

Wonder when French innkeepers will learn to hang a looking- 
glass so that you can see to shave, or even brush your hair at it. 

Wonder when you ’H see a salt-spoon at a table-Fhote^ or get a 
really hot plate handed for your mutton. 

Wonder if, say in a century, foreign newspapers will ever grow 
to be as big as British. 

Wonder when upon the Continent the rule will be observed of 
rigidly not smoking in tbe face of Ladies travelling.^ 

Wonder in wbat age of progress foreign poUtesse wiR equal hearty 
English-born politeness. 

Wonder when, among the other marvels of his Cookery, a Paris 
chef will serve you with a really tender steak, without a smack of 
cow or horse in it. 

Wonder when it will occur to the mind of onr cheap-trippers that 
churches on the Continent are not erected simply to be stalked about 
and stared at. 

Wonder in what age of advancing civilisation civility may be 
expected from a railway guard in Germany, 

Wonder when French editors will think it worth tbeir while to 
print fresh foreign news in lieu of stale jokes and small twaddle. 

Wonder when the Coming Man, while travelling abroad, will get 
a towel larger than a napkm for his bath, or find a hit of soap put, 
gratis^ on his washing-stand. 

Wonder when onr peasants, and our parlour-maidens likewise, 
will learn to dress as neatly as their sisters on the Continent. 

Wonder when Americans will cease to say “ Amurrka,” and will 
speak of the French capital otherwise than as “ Parrhus.” 

Wonder when it will be possible on any foreign railway, without 
the fear of being scowled at as a dastardly assassin, to pull the 
window down to save yourself from certaia sufiocation. 


Wonder how long tourists who come from, a free country will 
submit to pay a franc for a f arthingsworth of bed-candle. ^ 

Wonder when the French, who are so clever with their salads, 
will learn that it is sin to serve a without horse-radish. 
Wonder whether in the present age of progress, when Temple Bar 
is doomed to death, and other cherished institutions are marked 
down for destruction, Old Pabb, were he still living, might ration- 
ally hope for such extension of longevity as would enable him 
to live to congratulate himself upon the universal abolition of the 
Pourhoire, 

And— most amazing Wonder of them all— 

Wonder when the British Hation will be suffered to possess such 
a public building as tbe Louvre, and be allowed to see its pictures 
after church- time on a Sunday. 


Crew and Cargo. 

Accobdingi- to a Lloyd’s Telegram in an evening paper, announ- 
cing the destruction by fire at sea of tbe ship Diego^ bound from 
Hew York for Liverpool : — 

“ The crew of the JDlego consisted of 399 hales of cotton, 24,078 bushels of 
wheat, 1,038 barrels of floor, 710,270 lbs. bacon, 183,703 lbs. lard, and 308 
hogsheads of tobacco, &c.’^ 

It is too much to be feared that the previous statement that the 
Dkgo had been abandoned, and that “the crew were rescued by 
the Arhlowf is not exactly reconoileable with the f oregoing account 
of them. 

Celebrities and Statesmen. 

Oe Lord Beaconsfield and Mr. Gladstone, compared with one 
another, it may he affirmed that if the Premier nas gained the 
greater distinction as a literary man, the ex-Premier is the more 
distinctly a man of letters. 
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CONSCIENCE-MONEY. 

TUpcntahU Chammn of Quarter Session (who has hem Dioving ”)• “ * Brtikk 
’n ’cap blb ! Vh Five JSbill’nsh.” — (Transfers Com from left to right Waistcoat 
poclceL) — “Pay’t i>’t’ Fihesh B'-xsh t’mobr’w 1 1” 


A PROTEST FROM A PILLBOX. 

Mb. PirNCH, 

I WAS sorry to see a letter in tlie Times from ** A Fellow oe his 
College entitled “Professionalism,” of wMch. the writer expresses “infinite 


recommendations were made to the medical student “to cultivate and practise 
ill their highest attainahle development any special attributes or faculties with 
which he. might chance to be gifted "—namely, for example, a turn for music or 
drawing. Why, Sir, when I was an apprentice, if it had got about amongst a 
medical man^s patients that he occasionally amused himself by painting or 
playing the violin or the piano, he would have been ruined* The rule then 
imposed upon him by Public Opinion was “ Stick to your Profession,” and that 
IS what the student would theu have been anywhere told in the Anatomical 
Theatres on the First of October. But now, forsooth, he is informed that an 
ear attuned to music will help him in anscultation, and that the practice of 
pencil^g and colouring will facilitate him in discovering symptoms and in 
operating. All that, Sir, I call fiddle-de-dee, and stuff and nonsense. I say a 
man^s profession ought to occupy his whole mind. It always did mine. For my 
part I don’t know God Save the Queen from Hule JBritannia; and as for 
drawing could never draw anything but a tooth, or a cork, or a conclusion — of 
course,^ a professional conclusion only. To which permit me to come by 
informmg yon that I have the honour to be, Sir, your humble servant, an old 
practitioner, whom you may, if you please, call a Philistine among Philistines 
of the good old medical school, one as big as G-oliath 


A PLA.TFUL POPTTLAOE. 


It appears that the London Roughs, always accustomed to apiuse themselves 
more or less generally and often by assaulting defenceless persons, have lately 
taken to the special pastime of spitting on the clothes and in the faces of 
ladies. Perhaps these diversions are superintended by the Police ; but should 
not Robeet have orders to suppress them, and take the roysterers indulging in 
them^ into custody ? A year’s imprisonment and hard labour might suffice to 
convince the roughest Rough of the injudiciousness of treating ladies, as 
Shyloeh complains that Antonio treated him. The addition, by statute, of a 


sound Hogging, would probably, in most eases, complete 
the demonstration. There is truth iu the saying that we 
must “take the rough with the smooth,” but that can 
be no reason why the use of the street should necessitate 
any one to submit to be ill used by the London Roughs, 
whom Prince Bis^rAUCK would honour a great deal too 
much by calling them “ Genthmen of the Pavement.” 


“PLACE ATJX DAMES 

I^Iaxe way ! She noircs in her bright array, 

With an eager smile and a greeting gay. 

Like the dames of old on a Jestai day 

With the blood-zest duly iUvoured. 

The Home grows tame to the tender thing 
maudlin poets were wont to s-ing 
As the incarnation of Love and Spring, 

And she craves ior change with the pungent sting 
Of anguish sweetly savoured. 

The playhouse palls, and its puppets pale 
Tt) htir her languorous pulses fail ; 

E’tn the Gallic salt grows somwthlng stale ; 

HiilJ- lirecl of Sin ’neath a modish vtii, 

Of Yice well dressed and witty, 

She comes, unshamed, to a tragic state, 

"Wnere no mere posturing mimes engage. 

Can the tinselled scene or the picturtd page 
Apply p well to a callous age 

Ihe purge of terror ai'd pity ? 

Terror ? Truly no touch of feur 
That glance perturbs, that gaze abashes ; 

Pity ? When doth a womanly tear 
Bedew those littcfl lashes f 
She seeks diversion. To list and laugh 
To the tale of shame, at the legal cbnll ; 

watch the wnthings of Jawdrappi-d guilt,l 
To hear, while counsel and convict ul-, 

Keen thrust, retort laconic ; 

To maiic toe bobbings ut choking ^haTn.e 
Tho stoic smile of a scoundrel “ gamo.” 

The victim’s spasm, the trickster’s gn'n, 

The sickened shrinking of sentenced Sin, 

Yields pungent pleasure you ’d scarcely wm 
From aught that ’s* histrionic. 

“ Good as a play ! ” cries the cynic Cad, 

When living folly, grotesque, yet sad, 

Before him struts and poses. 

Grande dame de par le Monde^ you ’d shrink 
From owning kinship’s slenderest link 
With the low-horn lover of gutter and sink ; 

That daintiest of noses 

With high-bred horror would tilt and tbrill ; 

Yet a ditoh-oouTse is hut a ditch-course btill, 
Though it winds amidat the rosc^. 

Where shame and sorrow are set on show, 

The despot, Fashion, has bid you go ; 

The voice of modesty, faint and low, 

Her mandate promptly bushes. 

Xo need for delicate cheeks to ^low 
At Dirt undraped when her shield she ’ll throw 
O’er modish sinner, and spare the show 
Of most inopportune blushes. 

To such exoitementy how tame, how slowj 
The Season’s showiest crushes I 
Time was when she who had found sweet sport 
In the ghastly dramas of Judgment’s Court 
Had been dubbed a fair-faced Ogress. 

But place aux dames ! The ancient grace 
Of a pitiful heart or a blushful face 

Were a clog to Woman’s progress. 
Emancipation’s levelling hand 
Breaks pity’s bond and Snodesty’s band, 

And the sex disports right gaily, — 

In modish vesture of motley hue, 

Midst scenes that reek of the shambles and stew, 
And full in Fashion’s approving view 
At the Theatre Royal Old Bailey. 


Legal Deeinitioh.— Professor Tye-ball, in his Bir- 
mingham address, observed that man had been described 
® “ caus6*seeking animal.” Yery possibly he has, 


as a 


but may we not more properly apply the definition to a 
man of law, and especially a Barrister. 
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OUE EEPEESENTATIVE MAN, 

{Retrospective^ Nuncspective, and Prospective Remarks on Theat- 
rical Matters generally, in an all-round Letter to the Editor,) 

Sir,— W lieii noticing^ the new piece at the Folly, I should haye 
mentioned the funniest thing in The OeoJe— funny in conception, 
funny in realisation ; and that is where the two Sailors sing ** AlPs 
Well! ” to the Commodore in the last Act, This tickled me hugely. 
Having done justice to those who did justice to themselves and 
their Authors, I now proceed to say a few words on the Olympic 
programme. 

If Good for Nothing continues to he the lever du rideau at the 
Olympic, it is well worth going to see on account of the fresh, un- 
stagey performance of Miss G-ebari) in the role of Nan, This young 
Lady has true artistic feeling, and is not afraid of sacrificing 
a pretty face to the exigences of the character. With earefxil 
study she has, I venture to say, a fair future before her in a certain 
line for which her voice, figure, and manner peculiarly fit her. The 
little Comedy in one Act (as the French say, never using the word 
‘‘farce”) is well played all round, both Mr. Patbmait and Mr. 
Fobbes Eobebtson being very good in it. 

The Moonstone, by Mr. Wiijeie Collins, must owe its success to 


its dramatic situations, I have not read the novel, and therefore 
am better able to judge of the piece. It is undoubtedly clever, but, 
somehow or other, unsatisfactory. The situations are startling, 
coming upon you, that is, suddenly, after a considerable rest, and 
re-fixing the attention just as it is beginning to wander away 
from the subject. Mr. Habcotjst has made himself up so as to 
suggest a family resemblance between Mr, Geoffrey Ahhlethwaite 
and the present Archbishop of Caktebbtjey. Mr. T. SwpTBOiJBNE, 
as the Detective, is as sly and cunning as clever Detectives ought 
to be. For the moment he enters he suspects everything, in- 
cluding the water-bottle, which he examines^ most caretully, 
probably submitting it to a mental microscopic analysis. By 
the way, I wonder if Mr. Wilkie Collins got the notion of a 
Detective so fond of gardening from one of Gabobiatt’s novels, either 
La Corde au Cou, or La Clique Eorie f I fancy it is in the former, 
but I won’t be certain. However, a similar character does occur in 
one of Gabobiatt’s where the people who wish to employ the Detec- 
tive go to his house aux environs^ da Paris, and^ find him in his 
garden dress and slippers, among his fiowers and his family. 

Mr. Neville is excellent throughout. Since Boh Brierly and 
Renry JDunhar, he has never been seen to greater ^vantage. Per- 
haps Miss Pateman has by this time lost her train— it was a very 
express train. In her great scene with Mr. Neville, where she 
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accuses Li in of tLe theft, she is really i:)owerful. There ws too 
much of Miss Claok^ though, I Ve no doubt, this did not appear at 
rehearsal. If it had, it would have been curtailed by the dramatic 
common sense of both Author and Artiste. Mr. HinL plays the 
Butler with a thorough appreciation of the humour of the character, 
which he’never allows to be obtrusive. Mr. PATEariJsr’s Doctor is, 
to my thinking, a most difficult and risky part most carefully played. 
The Drama is in the hands of a few people, and has, I trust, already 
XJroved an attraction to the many. 

Drury Lane . — Here I went to see England in the daze^ I should 
say “z/i the duys,^^ &e., &e. It struck me that we were not seeing 
the play as Mr. Wills wrote it. Surely it must have got itself into 
a muddle at rehearsal. It is a very difficult matter to arrange a 
piece to suit all the jiresent reciuirements of the Old National 
Theatre. I write “ Old” advisedly as Alexander the Great (Hen-- 
DEKSov) is going to call the Q,aeen’s “The New National.”^ The notion 
of “ National ” seems to me to exclude works even fairly adapted 
from foreign sources. So as to get over this difficulty (as the opening 
piece is to be an adaptation) why not name it the International ^ 
However, this is not in Mj\ Wills’s England in the daze^ &c., so on 
we go again. There is some admirable writing, specially in the 
First Act ; and two good telling and picturesque situations in the 
drama. The Author has taken all the names from Scott’s Eeveril^ 
and then tried to make them do^ somethingf that isn’t in the 
novel. At least, this is what he himself intimates in the play- 
bill. But his characters have been one too many (it’s a for- 
midable array in the programme) for him; and whenever he has 
required them to do something new, they seem to have revolted 
individually md collectively against the dramatist, and obsti- 
nately gone in for Eeveril, ^ It is much as if Mr. Wills had 
named his characters Eickwichy Winkle^ Snodgrass^ Joe^the Fat 
Foyy and Sam Weller y and had then informed the audience in con- 
ndence, “Now, look out, for you won’t see Pickwick played, hut 
another story altogether, except in two instances, where I have re- 
tained the situation of Pickimck mistaking the Lady’s bedroom for 
his own, and the episode of the trial.” But the celebrated Pick- 
T^ekians would no morelend themselves to this than will the Pever- 
iliaiis, who, retaining the names given them in their b^tism by their 
godfather SiE Walter, insist on “ acting as sich.” However, as a 
series of Tableaux, and as affording opportunities in the earlier 
part for mss Leightoi^’s declamations (a fine part this, the Countese 
0 / Derby Sy considered only as a part apart from the whole), and for 
Messrs. E^t s and Fernandez acting as Major Bridgenorthy and 
the unchristian Christian. Never has Mr. Beveelx given the public 
more artistic work than in his view of Buckingham’s Glate, a remark- 
able example of the perfection to which the art of scene-painting can 
he brought hy a master-hand when dealing, not with such oppor- 
tunities as are afforded by the extent of Drury Lane stage, with all 
appliances and means to boot, but simply with a “ cloth” used as a 
front scene, ^d hanging as a gigantic landscape within a few feet 
of the spectators. The other scenes are all effective (when will they 
do away with those heavy worn-ont borders, which so offend the eye ?), 
^ water-colour—a gem of size. 

iHe btrand Company’s performance of the new comedy, Famih/ 
and has thoroughly satisfied that most 
diiiieulfc of all p^sons to please —the Author. In portraying the 
^glophile Frenchman, who ^prides himself on being more EngUsh 
^^®^selyes, a modern character entirely new to 
the Stage, M. Marius^ as Baron Victor de Earadecy has won golden 
opinions from the critics and the public. As for the rest, we know 
when modest men are mum, and, d propos of “ mumm,” I may say 

the new burlesque at this 
house, ^ by Messrs. Farnie and Reece, is a hundred times more 
sparklmg and exhilarating than its French original, MarTbrook 

the Athen§e ten years ago. Miss 
handsome, viyaoious, and mischievous page 
i (IS itpossible^that she was hut a few minutes ago the tearful Mrs. 
MfT co^iedy?), Miss CjaEMoro a mSsioal ComSs, and 

^th t>;« w “ sprightly and fascinating a soubrette, 
f ^ songs in the piece, as you ’d wish to see. Mr. 
funny in his warlike costume, and Messrs, Maeius 
* encored ovct and over again for their rdnett about 
Did you emr catch a Weasel asleep f ” Great credit is due to 
Mr. Ebed, the ^ef d’orchestre, for the “go” of tS concerted 
entitled to considerable praise for his inge- 

if® necessity of a front 

scene, and twice changes the entire stage as if by magic The 

hurleaane goes brightly from first to last. magic, me 

tr- ^ talents ” in it. Then, at the Eovalf-v 

^ Fd MarjoUml After 

a ’sn “ to appear, I he4 at the Ad^pM^ hut 

I Relieve, which is a pity when English 
F^^al OnST '^'le oourse, there is to he Eooentrio 

of Trial hy Jury and Cox and Box order at 
^he Opera Gomiane, where, I am informed, The Wedding March 


(Mr. Gilbert’s free and fiiuny adapfcation of the Chapeau de paille 
d'^Italie) is to be reproduced, set to music by Dr. Sullivan. 

Is Her Majesty’s to be opened for English Opera P And if so 
does this mean Lurline, Bohemian Girl, Bondsmany Maritana 
The Lily of Killarney^ &c. ? ^ But for all this music where are 
the dramatic vocalists*? Music, music everywhere, and scarce a 
soul to act! The demand creates the supply. When Donato, the 
one-legged dancer, made a hit, up sprang a hundred Donati, each 
gifted with one leg, and capable of dancing on it. London and the 
Provinces rose to the cry of “Go it, ye cripples! ” How many 
Lulus have also bounded into existence? How many hazels? 
How many who take astounding headers and terrific descents 
through space, and eagle flights in the air f I have no doubt they 
are all over the country, darkening the air with their eagle flights, 
and setting the walls ablaze with their advertisements. Therefore 
we may hope that the supply of dramatic singers— of singers, 1 
mean, who can act — may be found to equal the demand created by 
the existence of seven Theatres where op^ra bouffe, comic opera, 
serious opera, and musical burlettas, are to be represented. As for a 
trained chorus, Mr. Hollingshead keeps one always ready at any 
hour, and of course there’s quite an Academy of Music under i 
M. Jacobi at the Alhambra, where just 'now, besides the successful 
Yolandey the ballet of Bayaderes in the last Act of Indigo goes so 
well as to earn encore every evening. 

And so, Sir, hoping you are as well as this leaves me, and many of 


them, I am all there as 


Youii Hepresektative Man. 


^ARRY ON HIS "OLIDAY. 

Being an Epistle from that notorious and uliquitous PeTsoiiy luxuriating 
for the time in rural partSy to his Chum Charlie, confined in Town, 


! ''^1 j 


B frailllllliii took for a Nob, 

no^enw^this 

(Are Ver jfy to 

And this gridiron pattern in treacle and mustard^ m^'wmethink 
uueek, 

As the Girls— but there, Cbaelib, you, know me, and so there ’s no 
call for to speak. 

My ® coming on proper— that fetches ’em, fiTTi-BT-rx. my 

Though one on ’em called me young Spiky, which doubtless was 
meanr to annoy. 

But, bless yer ! ’twas only a touch of the Green-eyed, ’aoos I looked 
sweet 

On a tidy young parcel in pink as ’nng oat in the very same street. 

^ on the 

And watch the blue beauties a-bathing, and spot the siek muffs as 
they lands, 

Awfnl_&bh^^^a white in the gills, and with hoptics so sheep- 

And twig ’em go green as we chaff ’em ; I tell yer it isn’t half bad. 

Then, ®^rimps ! IVy, I pooty near lives on ’em ; got arf a pocketful 

There’s a Wour of bird’s-eye about ’em; but that’s soon took off 
by the beer. 


OcroBER 13, 1877.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHA.RIVARI. 


The “bitter” roiuid here is jest lummy, and as for their soda- 
and-B., 

It’s ekal to “ iiz,” and no error, and suits this small child to a T. 

The weeds as I ’ye blown is a caution : — I ’m nuts on a tuppenny 
smoke. 

Don’t care lor the baths, but there ’s sailing*, and rollicking rides on 
a moke. ^ 

I ’ye sung comic songs on the eli5s after dark, and wob’s fun if that 
ain’t F_ 

And I ’ve cHselled my name in a dmieb. on the cheek of a rummy 
stone Saint, 

So, Chaelie, I think you will see I’ve been doing the tourist to 
rights. 

Grood grub and prime larks in the daytime, and billiards and bitter 
at nights ; 

That ’s wot I calls ’oliday -making, my pippin, I wish you was 
here, 

Jest wouldn’t we go it extensive ! But now I am off for the pier. 

To ogle the girls, ’0 w they likes it ! though some of their dragons 
looks blue. 

But lor ! if a chap ?ias a way with the Sex, wot the doose can he do ? 

The toSs may look thunder and tommy on me and my spicey rig out, 

But they don’t stare yours faithfully down, as it ’s all nasty enyy, 
no doubt. 

Td, ta I There ’s a boat coming in, and the sea has bin roughish all 
day; 

All our fellows will he on the watch, and I mustn’t be out of the 
way. 

Carn’t y er manige to run down on Sunday ? I tell yer it ’s larks, 
and no kid ! 

Yours bloomingly, ’Aset. 

P.S. — have parted with close on four quid ! 


GREAT INDIGNATION MEETING. 

the ’name of the 

entire British nation— (“ ATear / ”) — he considered trial by jury was 
an obsolete institution, and he thought that trial by .|ournal should 
; be substituted for it. (Applause,) In these days of penny news- 
papers and general enlightenment, what was the good of shutting 
up a dozen blockheads in a box, when their verdict wasn’t thought 
worth a rush by persons of good sense — (“ Question J ”)— he meant to 
say by persons lQi:e himself, who formed their judgment of a case 
by reading a few fragments of the evidence reported, and then 
arguing the matter with some fellows atthe Question ! ”)— he 

meant to say at the bar of their usual public-house. (Laughter,) 
Mr. Dundeeheau agreed that the best way to decide a case was 
not to hear the whole of the evidence adduced— (“ LCear / ”)— for the 
words of many witnesses were frequently conflicting, and this 
had a disturbing eflect upon the mind, and might lead to a poor juror 
being shut up without supper for the night, (Sensation.) 

Mr. Dodgee held that speculative evidence shonld be ruled as in- 
admissible in Courts of so-called justice. His business being some- 
what of a speculative nature, he had personal grounds for hoping 


that all witnesses against him might he legally excluded when he 
appeared in Court. (“ Jlear ! ” and a laugh.) 

Mr. ScEiBBXETOir desired that the thanks of the meeting should be 
given to those clever correspondents of newspapers, who, with so 
much wisdom at the close ot a long trial, used all their powers of 
reasoning to prove the verdict was unjust, and to criticise and cen- 
sure the Judge’s summing-up. (Cheers,) 

Mr. NtriisKULi thought it monstrous that a weak and erring 
mortal— (“ i/dar.'”)— should be entrusted with the awful power of 
passing actual sentence of, perchance, six months’ imprisonment on 
any poor misguided pickpocket who, but for the police, might have 
led a happy life, (Applause.) 

Mr, Idetoi'T remarked that, if any proof were wanting to show 
the utter worthlessness and wickedness of jury-trials, it might be 
found in the person of that poor afflicted Nobleman now resident at 
Dartmoor, who, through the mingled persecutions of Jesuits and 
jurymen, was slowly being starved, until when, with wasted figure, 
he would sink into the tomb. (Sensation.) 

Mr. Mealdhouxhb observed, with a sigh, that it was pitiable to 
reflect that in this noble Christian land there were at sundry 
times poor fellow beings — he might even call them brethren — 
(“ JYear who, for a mere error of judgment, such as having 
stamped with hobnailed boots on their wife’s stomach, or knocked 
down some old gentleman to relieve him of his (Laughter ) — 

were cruelly consigned to the eonflnement of a dungeon, and there 
mercilessly kept without even the comfort of a pipe. (Groans, and 
cries of “ Shame ! ”) 

Mr. Cltfakee said he heartily concurred with the last speaker, 
and would be jolly glad to drink his jolly good ’health, (A laugh.) 
He had more than once been a suflerer himself, and had felt the 
^angs of ’unger in a craving for a smoke. (“ Poor fellow I ”) As 
for ’bolishing of juries, of course he was “ all there ” — (“ ILear ! ”) — 
and he ’d like to go the ’ole ’og, and ’bolish all the blessed Beaks. 
(Applause.) It was a [strong word] shame that gaols should be 
kep up at the cost of the community, and the liberty of the subject 
hinterfered with by the Crushers, who went about like lions, seeking 
parties to devour. (Cheers.) What was the [strong word] good of 
being born in a free country, if a cove weren’t free to collar what he 
I took a fancy to ? (Here the orator in his vehemence chanced to let 
his left hand touch his neighbour's watch’-chain, and the gesture 
being construed into an attempt at larceny, a policema^i was called 
in by Mr, Mealimotjthe, and the Meeting in confusion suddenly 
broke up.) 

FPJABS F. FREEMASONS. 

Theee lately appeared in the Civiltd Cattolica a profession of the 
principles of Freemasonry, in the form of a creed asserted to have 
been revealed by a penitent Freemason on his deathbed. It consists 
of twelve Articles, all the shameful particulars of which, however, 
may be said to be comprehended in the two last : — 

‘‘11. Possumus omnia facere quro volumus absque levi etiam. oulpi.” 

“ 12. Ergo semper liberi sumus.” 

If the liberty to commit every possible crime at pleasure is what 
constitutes the freedom of Freemasonry, what a horrible system of 
immorality; and impiety Freemasonry must be, and what miscreants, 
in theory, if not in practice, are all Freemasons I Freemasonry, at 
that rate, may well call itself a craft— the worst of all the crafts and 
snares of the Enemy. Holy Church is quite right in condemning it, 
and her Pope and her Prelates cannot hut choose to declare any and 
everyone of her sons connected with it a heretic, and do, or would 
do, well to excommunicate him with bell, book, and candle. Of 
course, Cardinal Manning could not possibly sufEer the Marquis of 
Ripon to retain the chair wherein his successor is the Prince of 
Wales. If, that is— much virtue in an “if «/the creed above 
^[uoted from the Civiltd Cattolica is a bond fide belief ; and, if again, 
it is not a solecism to call^<^es in connection with such a belief bona. 
But is that Belief genuine ? and, if not, is it a hoax on the Civiltd 
Cattolica? or is that journal a comic clerical paper, capable of 
rather unscrupulous satire ? or are its conductors enthusiasts who, 
on behalf of their religion, don’t mind bearing false witness against 
their neighbours P 


Origin of Species. 

Ibeland is justly celebrated for pigs. The following oertifloate 
concerning pigs of an obviously Irish breed lately appeared in the 
Cincinnati Commercial : — 

“ The pedigrees of these animals are as fine and good as any animals I have 
ever bred since I originated this breed of swine. D. M. Magie,” : 

May this declaration be taken to prove the converse of Mr. 
Daewin’s theory ? Or does it rather seem to imply that some pigs 
— originated in America by an Irish gentleman— are bipeds P 



ANOTHER NEW NOVEL. 

With an Explahatokt Preface. 

To the Fuhlic from the Editor. 

In our absence our responsible Eepresentative has pledged us to 
the production of a new Work. In the interests of the public, and 
to acquit ourselves of any charge of carelessness or want of discrimi- 
nation, we publish his account of “how he did it,*’ addressed to 
ourselves. 

***#*’ -sit 

SiE, — This is how it was. I was seated in your sanctum repre- 
senting you^ Sir, magnificently. In the Editor’s absence, the sane- 
tummest is always locked up, so I have to send out for anything I 
want, which is a nuisance to be remedied in future. Through the 
glass doors I perceived, on the day in question the tops of two 
heads, and of one bonnet, just appearing above the grained portion 
of the glass. They were trying to peer in. Two peers and a peeress. 
Thinking that it might be the Duke of * * ^ * * ^ ^ *, the Marquis 
of * * * % and the Princess * * * *, I stooped, and quietly stealing 
to the door, opened it suddenly. 

They came in : in a lump : fiop, like the tradesman in a panto- 
mime, when he comes out of his shop in a hurry, and tumbles over 
the Clown, 

They were not the distinguished visitors I had expected. 

The party consisted of a short, stout Gentleman with a quick 
bright eye and astonished hair ; a taller Gentleman, with an austere 
manner and a stubbly moustache, and (reserving the best to the last), 

* Por the information of the general reader, it is necessary to say that our 
private office is divided into oar sanctum^ our sanoti{,mmer^ and our sanctum- 
mest. "When in our sanctum the clerk or outer- Tyler knoves that we are at 
home to all comers. In. our sanctummer we are at home to some comers — 

In our sanc^tfwmer 
We ’ll see some comer ; 

But in our sanoUmmest we are at home to nobody. There the wicked cease 
to trouble, and the leary is at rest. Our sanotummest is fitted up like a 
diving-bell, after a style of our own. — E d, 


an elegant Lady in a sky-blue dress, whose beauty, and umbrella, were 
of a type rarely seen in these islands. She was tall, aquiline, and 
determined. Instinctively I acknowledged a Presence. Victor 
Hugo Junior himself would have admitted as much. She would 
have served him for a heroine on a desolate island, 

“We wish to see the Editor,” they said, 

“ You might have looked all the day through that glass door,” I 
replied, politely, “ but you wouldn’t have seen him.” 

“ Young man ! ” said the Lady, coming down on me with the 
umbrella, reprovingly.* . 

“ We must see the Editor ! ” cried the two men. 

Must you?” I answered. Then, adjusting my lips to the 
speaking-tube, I called down to the clerk, “ Mr. Howard De 
CouacET, send out for a foreign Bradshaw and a Map of Europe,” 

“ Why those ? ” asked the Presence, sternly, 

“Because, my dear Madam,” I returned, “the Editor is some- 
where on the Continent, and if you must see him, you have only to 
select your train, and ” 

“ This is trifiing ! ” they all three said, as if they’d practised it 
together— tenor, baritone,, and contralto, 

I admitted that it was, and asked— what then ? 

The shorter Gentleman responded for the rest. 

“ You, Sir,” he said, “ are, I take it, the Editor’s locum tenensJ'^ 

I replied that I wouldn’t be called names by him, or anybody. 

They apologised so profusely that they got quite hot over it. 

Then I requested the Lady to be seated. She was quite the Lady ; 
she sat down, and sat up. 

The little (Gentleman recommenced : 

“ Are you a responsible person ? ” he asked. 

“ What ’s that to you ? ” was my ready but courteous reply, 

“ Because if yon are,” said JSTumber Two, shinning the first speaker, 
to warn him not to onend me, “we have something to say to you. 
Permit me to introduce ourselves as the New Provincial Novel Com- 
pany, Limited.” 

I bowed. 

“ Incorporated,” the Lady explained, “ to provide suitable reading 
* An extraordinary scene to take place in our office. — Ed. 
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OUR NEW “FIRST LORD” AT SEA. 

A3>mieai. Sotebintenbent Powch. “ WELL, MR. SMITH, I BELIEVE TOU HAVE NOW SEEN EVERYTHING- 
ARMOUR, TURRETS, TORPEDOES— EVERYTHING ! OF COURSE YOU UNDERSTAND IT ALL 1 1 ” 

Fibst Lobb. “ aUITE SO, THANK YOU. AT LEAST I ” {A little "queer.”) “ IF YOU DON’T MIND, I THINK 

I ’LL NOW GO BELOW.” 

“ The Lords of tlie Admiralty airived at Portsmouth on their annual tour of inspection .’’ — Morning Paper. 
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lor tlie million, and soraethiug- as iiistiTietiv'C as iatere^ting: for our 
iSanday subscribers.’^ 

G-ood,” said I. 

«< Yery good,” she replied, smiling. Then all smiled. 

After tMs intellectual refreshment, the Lady resumed, 

“ You have in your paper, Sir, ” 

“ Excuse me,” I interrupted. 

“ I quite understand, Sir,” she continued. “ In the paper whose 
Editor Editor e absento ” 

“ Hear hear I ” from the two Gentlemen and myself. 

*‘You represent” (I bowed), “there has never appeared a 

work exhibiting Life in the Provincial Districts— Life in the Korth, 
with the real dialect of the ITorthern provinces as it is spoken by 
the local yokel.” 

“ True,” I observed, thoughtfully, fori was struck by her remarks. 

“ TYe,” she said, extending her hand towards the two Gentlemen, 
and then lightly touching them with her umbrella as they were 
showing symptoms of drowsiness, “ have a Hovel, a strictly proper, 
highly'moral, virtuous Hovel, equally fitted for the domestic circle, 
the club, or the boudoir ; written ehiefiy in the dialect of the Horth, 
and exhibiting the life and manners and customs of the Mining 
Population in their true light.” 

“I must confer with my chief,” I said. 

“ Ho, Sir,” they cried in chorus, “ you must decide notoy 

And down went her umbrella on the fioor. 

I observed that I could not venture to pronounce an opinion, as I 
was no judge of Northern dialect. 

“ But your Editor fa,” they cried. “ He will know that our work 
is* true to nature.” 

’Then they all three spoke in Northern dialect I I thought they ’d 
have brought the house down.^ Marvellous I Awful ! Then they 
showed me pictures ! such pictures ! women with torches going 
down into mines ! murders ! explosions ! ! wonderful escapes ! ! ! 

They whispered the terms in my ear. The Lady stood before me, 
her beautiful hair dishevelled ; the men held me, one on either side, 
while above waved her umbrella. 


f ^ ^ .f 

I will not dwell longer on this x>ainful scene. I succumbed. I 
signed the deed in your name. I agreed. “If it turns out wrong, pity 
me, and forgive. They delivered their MS., which I sent at once to 
the printer’s- If it turns out all right, send for me and congratulate. 
I have gone to stay with my grandmother on the East Coast. Addio. 

Editor'' s Note . — The agreement having been entered into in 
our name by our weak and compromising Hepresentative, we find, 
ourselves bound to iiroduce this dialect Hovel, hut we have distinctly 
reserved to ourselves the right of disputing the accuracy of the spell- 
ing, and of the local colouring, on the truthfulness of which the Hew 
Provincial Hovel Company, Limited, has staked its reputation. 

P.S. — If successful, all Dramatic Eights are Reserved. 

The first chapter of the Hovel by the Hew Provincial Hovel Company, 
Limited (but how it can he a Company when there are only three in 
it toe don’t understand, as “two’s company three’s none”) will 
appear next week, entitled 

THAT LASS ’0 TOWERY ’S! 

The Authors explain the title as a real specimen of dialect. They 
say that the story will justify the title, the heroine, as will be seen 
from the first chapter, being above the usual stature, towers above 
the others, and so is spoken of in the dialect of that particular 
county as a “Towery lass.” The sentence, in full and plain 
English, reads thus:— “That Lass who is so Towery (i.e., tall),” or 
“That Lass who so Towery (or taU) is,” and rendered into San- 
gileshire language it becomes, as written, “ That Lass so Towery is,” 
or, as pronounced colloquially, “ That Lass ’o Towery ’s.” 

[*** This the Authors consider a sufficiently satisfactory explanation. Of 
course we are not prepared at this early stage to dispute about the correctness 
of this, assertion of theirs. Perhaps we have never been in the part of the 
country where they speat like this: and, by the way, the Authors haven’t 
said what part of the country it is. "Where is jSangileshire We will write 
and ask. — ^En.] 


Si ^ 


WOLVES IN SHEEP’S CLOTHING. 

T\/r Pasha has 

I VI issued a manifesto, 

\ XTX ^ which his fol- 

y lowers are requested to 

treat the Eussians with 

kindness. On no conside- 
"" ration whatever are 

Turks to muti- 
late the dead. “Do 
lyA torture and kill 

'V the wounded,” says 

\ Mhhhtar, address- 

ing his^‘ children,” 

A fe jS sxie fugitives to 

' yv ^aughter ^ them^” 

' coming from 

' t^lvi such a quarter, will 

WMi probably cause a 

M ' llfri number of procla- 

'r , ^ ^ i^ations of a^imilar 

^ Eunch^wiil not iu 

' / least he sur- 

— ^ s prised if he is called 

upon to note the fol- 

vvu existence as a nation 

to the destruction of 

French power. Sedan and Metz united Germany for ever. So long 
as we are stronger than France, so long as we can maintain our 
frontiers, and keep Strasbourg, we are safe. But it is a good thing 
to he generous. Therefore, oh my countrymen, pour all your gold 
into French coffers, and do your best to unlearn your military duties. 
This is a beautiful theory, but perhaps, after all , it will be as well 
if you do not reduce it to practice. You understand me, and I 
understand you. (Signed) Bismahck. 

Fhenchjmen-, Paris . 

^ I BELIEVE that only a Republic can sg.ve France. I am the 
Republic, and, therefore, I only can save France. M. Gameetta 




represents all that is had. He would lead you into destruction. 
Still it is good to be trustful, and shows a nature without guile. 
Follow, then, oh my dear Frenchmen, M. Gambetta, and, when 
yon have followed him, do not hoot him much, and pray (I implore 
you) do not subject him to unnecessary violence. Do you not know 
that much hooting is rude, and savage violence unkind ? Be consi- 
derate, then, with M. Gambetta, and treat him rather better than 
he deserves. (Signed) MacMahojst. 

Mr Children, Some Distance from the Front. 

Fight bravely and fiercely, but do not kill more Turks than 
you think really sufficient. Do not bayonet the dead, because this 
practice sadly deranges the uniforms. Prisoners, too, should never 
be shot when they can be properly guarded. Should this reach iyou 
when you are dying in the ditches, remember that I am safe and 
sound and really very comfortable. When you remember this, your 
last moments wiU pass away in peace. (Signed) Axexandee. 

Pals, Seven Dials, ^ 

Look ’ere. In these ’ere days of what the nobs call civili- 
sation we ought to he moving with the rest of ’em, ^ If in the way of 
business you ’ave to smash in a skull or two, do it gently. Don’t 
you use no unnecessary wiolence. I know it costs a deal, but, when 
you can, take my advice and use chloroform. When the walue of the 
expeetea swag will run to it, in course. Chloroform makes ’em 
kick the bucket so much more heasier. Twig ? 

(Signed) Bill Sikes. 

My deak Feiends and Cdstomees, Capel Court. 

Believe me we have ail been wrong. I'or many years we 
have been cheating one another and the general public. This is to 
he greatly r^retted, and I must advise you aU to turn over new 
leaves. In future be fair and honest in all your dealings. I may 
add, that you need not send an^ replies to me at the above address, 
as I am on the eve of inaugurating a magnificent speculation, which 
may necessitate my hasty departure (at any moment) for Spain, or 
at least Boulogne. The police are nowadays so very officious. 

(Signed) Jebemt Diddlek. 

On the Other Side of the Styx. 

My Devoted and Distinguished Followers, 

I HAVE seen all your addresses, from Mukhtae Pasha 
upwards^ and downwards, and strongly approve of them. Believe 
me that it is naughty to be naughty, and good to be good. If you 
stop at that point (and I see that that is your intention), take my 
word' for it that the present excellent understanding which exists 
between me and you wiU run no chance of being disturbed. Perse- 
vere, my dear followers. Good intentions furnish, in my eyes, a 
better pavement than either wood or asphalte. 

( Signed ) Mephistophiles. 






THE EUTUEE HISTOEIAN OE ENGLAND. 

{Vide Mr, Wills’s Letter to the ‘‘ TinuSt* October Uh.) 

It is with the greatest possible interest that we look forward to a 
new History of England by Mr. Wills, Author of Charles the First 
at the Lyeenm, Jane Shore and Mary Queen o’ Scots at the Prin- 
cess’s, and, recently, of England in the daze^ &o., at Drury Lane. 
The learned and poetic Author has adojjted, if we may trust his 
letter to the Times^ for his principle of arranging facts, a new 
reading of the old proverb, which appears to be, “ History does not 
repeat itself.” Mr. Wills will do for the History of England what 
Hiebuhe did for that of Eome. Reform of legends is clearly re- 
quired, and our Author thinks that it is “ Niebuhr too late to mend.” 

We regret our inability to do more than place before thepublic a 
mere outline of some of the chief discoveries which Mr. Wills, in 
his researches, has probably hit upon as demonstrating the falsehood 
of much that has hitherto been accepted as history. The energetic 
and gifted Author will, it is confidently expected, prove, beyond 
all doubt, that — 

Eing Chaeles the Fiest was never beheaded at all. That trust- 
worthy witnesses have solemnly attested the fact of the Monarch’s 
having been seen to walk and talk half-an-hour after his head was 
cut ofi— a cireumatanee utterly incompatible with his having been 
previously beheaded. 

It will be put beyond all dispute that Chaeles retired into 
j very private Hfe, eking out a livelihood by selling “ parlia- 
ment’’ (a sort of gingerbread), old stamps at so much a dozen, 
and pipe-Hghts at a small shop in an obscure street between 
Temple^ Bar and Drury Lane Theatre. Which street is still 
tmcertain. But the question was so constantly being asked at 
the time, both by unfriendly Puritans and friendly Cavaliers, that 
at last the locality itself came to be known as Which Street, or, in 
the spelling of that epoch, ** Wych Street.” The present Olympic 
^eatre probably stands on the site of King Charles’s lodgings. 
He continued to keep up a certain state at the nearest public-house, 
and was \^11 known to the box-keepers of Drury Lane Theatre as a 
quiet, inoffensive elderly gentleman who was never absent from the 


first night of a new piece at this establishment. He only once inter- 
rupted a performance by cracking nuts, but, on being remonstrated 
with by one of the officials, he produced an orange, which he sucked 
in silence. Whether this was a prophetic allusion to subsequent 
events connected, with William: the Thied, is not known. The 
immediate cause of the worthy ex-Monaxch’s decease was a too 
hearty supper off oysters and stout, with brown bread and butter, 
at Rule’s, in Maiden Lane, after which he was never seen to smile 
again. 

As to Cardinal Wolsey, doubtless Mr. Wills hopes to establish 
conclusively that this celebrated ecclesiastic accepted a living from 
dueen Elizabeth, but could never be induced to wear either a 
double white tie and high collars, or a low waistcoat and tail-coat. 
This accords with Shakspeaee’s description of him as “ a man of 
most nnbounded stomach.” He lived well into the reign of the 
Second Chaeles, when he represented the then almost extinct 
type of Sporting Par son j and in the last year of his life experienced 
the satisfaction of having backed the right horse for the Derby. 
He was noted in his parish for the admirable way in which he 
used to teach little boys to swim ou bladders, and often dined with 
Cromwell, during the Protectorate, at Whitehall. 

Of course Mr. Wills thinks that there is some certain foundation 
for’the assertion that Richard the Third was a gentle, amiable 
creature who would not harm a Fly, though he is reported to have 
killed a Cl^ence. He never saw Richmond but once in his life, 
when he dined at the “Star and Carter ” with some other choice 
spirits, including Stanley, who had recently retuimed from Africa. 
Richard was an exemplary father, a dutiful son, and a devoted 
husband. He was so attached to his little nephews as to be 
accused of nepotism when he bestowed on them a couple of 
lucrative posts in the Tower. He received the entire support 
of the Clergy, and as the emblem of the Order of Pastors is the 
Crook, and as they were always backing him in his admirable works 
of charity, his maligners nick-named him “The Crook-back’d.” 
This, in later stupid ages, was taken to allude to some personal de- 
formity. He was one of the most learned and most able Kings that 
ever swayed a nation’s destinies, and raised the standard of the 
Indian Civil Service Examination to such a height of excellence as 
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A WAIL FOR THE WHALE. 



Ah, alas ! it is over for ever ! 

Has the olimate— T^hioh most of ns kills— 
Settled thee P Say, again shall I never 
Read thy name in large type in the bills r 

Must I stand at the door with my shilling, 
But to hear thy too pitiful tale ? 

Is it useless to urge that I ’m willing— 

Q,aite — to put down one more * the 
Whale 

Alas, yes, ’tistoo true! Though they caught 
thee, 

Prepared for thee honours untold, — 

P’raps with Pongo to dine might have taught 
thee, — 

They couldn’t quite cope with thy cold. 

And though M.D.’s abound in thy quarter, 
Alas, what could their science suggest ? 
They might say, ‘‘Put its tail in hot- water, — 
Try a plaster or two on its chest. 

‘ ‘ Such a cold !— all our practice can’t match it ; 

It floods diagnosis with doubt. ^ 

Whereon earth did our young patient catch it ? 
Has it been in the water— or out ? 


THE LAST PIC-HIC OP THE 
SEASON. 

Scene — A %oell'known Place of Amusement, 

He, Are you quite sure you won’t take a 
little more champagne ? 

She, Oh dear no, thanks. I have had 
plenty. 

He, May I give you a little more lobster 
I salad ? 

1 She, Thanks, so much ; hut I have quite 
I flnished. 

He, Perhaps I might get you another 
novel to read . They may be some time yet. 

She, But isn’t Mxjdie’s a long^ way ofi ? 

He, Oh dear no — get there in a cab in 
less than no time. But never mind ; here 
they come. I will wait for the verdict, and 
then hurry down to see after the carriage. 

She, But, really this is giving you too 
much trouble ; and wouldn’t you like to hear 
tb em sentenced to death ? Why, I wouldn’t 
miss that part of the fun for worlds ! 

[^Scene closes in upon JLawj PashioUj 
and Hysterics, 


“We can picture an'Elephant wheezing, 

Or a Python knocked over by cramp, ^ 

But a Whale! — we can’t fancy that sneezing, 
With a pulse at a hundred— from damp ! ” 

So I wonder, at human invention 
If thy too flshy nature took fright, 

When each minute, with kindest intention, 
Some one soused thee all day — and all 
night! 

If that voyage across the Atlantic, — 

Meant to handsomely butter thy bread, — 
Made thee long for a voice to cry, frantic, 
“Oh 1 do stop, I ’ve a cold in my head ! ” 

Such a cold ! Ah, too late they all rue it ! 

And denounce thy berth minus a lid,— 
With a douche 1 Por if that didn’t do it, 

’Tis not easy to tell thee what did ! 

Ah ! but there, — all is over for ever I 
Though thy tank daily empties and fills, 

I shall never again — I shall never 
Read thy name in large type in the 
bills! 


DEFECT IN A DAIRY SHOW. 

The Dairy Show held at the Agricultural 
Hall, Islington, last year, having proved a 
success, similar exhibitions are to be held 
there annually. The second of them took 
place last week. It comprised an extra- 
ordinary collection of goats, donkeys, and 
mules ; also some butter made of sheeps’ 
milk, but no cows appear to have figured, 
either personally or by their representative 
products, butyraceous or caseous, amongst 
the lactiferous animals. Heifers, accord- 
ing to the report of a contemporary, were 
conspicuous by their absence ; tbe cattle- 
plague regulations havmg rendered a 
general exhibition of cows impossible. Thus, 
rather oddly, the Dairy Show, though a 
capital one on the whole, was compara- 
tively deficient in the particular Mam- 
malia chiefly tributary to Dairies. But 
its chief deficiency was more remarkable 
than that. Fancy a Dairy Show including 
no specimen of that copious, or perha]^s 
even chief replenisher of milk-pans that is 
not a mammal — the Cow with the Iron 
Tail ! 

Parsons and Priests. 

It is stated that the Society of the Holy 
Cross will in future admit none but bene- 
ficed clergy to membership. But if the 
Church of England were properly gov- 
erned, how mauy of the reverend gentry 
playing the “ Priest in Absolution ” would 
retain their benefices ? 


has rarely, if ever, been attained since his decease. His real name 
was PXANTAGENET QSEEN. 

Mary Q,tjeeh oe Scots, instead of being beheaded, retired to Ire- 
land, where she was joined by Lady Jane Grey and Lord Dudley. 
They were all three remarkably fond ’of music, specially Lord 
Dudley, who started an Opera House in Dublin, and made a con- 
siderable fortune in the first season. 

Guy Faux was a literary friend of King James’s and the only 
foundation for the Gunpowder Plot fiction was that they were 
engaged together in getting up a new Magazine which was to set the 
Thames on fire. Lord Mounteaglb and Tbesham were among the 
contributors. In fact, if it hadn’t been for little boys on the 6th of 
November, the invention of , fireworks (by Gur Faux himself), and 
the romantic pen of Mr. Harrison Ainsworth, this extraordinarEy 
absurd legend would long since have been forgotten. 

Such are a few of the corrigenda which we may expect to be 
supplied by our new Historian. When he has finished this great 
work we trust he will devote himself to a History of his own country 
— ^Ireland — of which he is a distinguished native, and long may he 
remain so! He might get Mr. Boucicault to assist him. What 


pleasant evenings they’d pass together collaborating in History 
with “the materials” between them, Wouldn’t it end with the 
Cruisheen Lawn? “ Grammercy,” would exclaim Master Wills. 
“ Grammachree,” would begin Misther Dion, and then they’d 
both break into the chorus, and drown it in the bowl. But, sure, 
this is how history should be written, if it isn’t. So let ’s ha.ve 
Wilis’s Birds-eye View of the History of England, to begin with 
as soon as possible. 


Above and Below. 

The electric current may be charged with inaccuracy in flashing 
from the seat of war the following message, published in an evening 
paper : — 

“Plevna had suffered much by bombardment, yet there were hut few 
dead or wounded among the iDhabitants.” 

Query ^ whether intramural interment may not stiU be practised 
at Plevna ; and if the citizens of a necropolis cannot be correctly 
said to inhabit it ? 
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FRENCH POLITICS. 

Every Erenohman takes an Intelligent Interest in the Affairs of his 
Country — even the Butcher-Boy, 


LINES ON A LECTURE. 

the Midland Institute.) 

True, whether Will is free, or not, 

It matters, Tyndall, ne’er a jot 
To Justice with offenders dealing 
Tor acts of homicide or stealing. 

Say that Will ’s freedom ’s but a name, 
We punish convicts all the same, 

Hang murderers in terrorem still, 

To make their fellows fear to kill. 

Send to the treadmill erring brothers, 
And whip them for the good of others, 
Or e’en their own ; by ffagellation 
Enforcing Will to retormation. 

So men for misbehaviour Hog 
A heedless or a wayward dog 
(Except of fine for cruelty 
To animals afraid they he). 

We, some of us that is, have got 
A conscience — which a dog has not ; 

And preaching to the Moral Sense, 

In such, may waken penitence. 

But, it our Will ’s the mere creation 
Of Circums^nce and Organisation 
Then Conscience, however queasy, 

Can have no cause to feel uneasy. 

Man’s thoughts and deeds are only just 
What they must be— because they must. 
He, for contrition or remorse, 

Has no more reason than a hoTse. 

His consciousness of free volition 
Is mere illusive superstition. 

His heart can help his inclinat ion 
Ho more than its own palpitation. 

Hid Conscience to a watch belong, 

The watch might feel that it went wronu. 
But how could it itself accuse 
Knowing it wasn’t free to choose ? 
Conscience no more should trouble man 
Than a Marine Ascidian, 

Erom that first parent if so be 
That we derive our pedigreo, 

Down through organioal gradations, 
Bongo, and such — “ our poor relations.” 


The Original Eish Torpedo.- 
garis» 


-The Torpedo vuU 


tIINTS FOR THE ^^IBRARIAWS."^ 

The Book-keepers — ^the Librarians— 'English, American, and 
Foreign, have been holding a Conference in London. They read 
many useful papers, and discussed many interesting and important 
questions ; but they left untouched, probably through want of time, 
several topics which might fairly have been thought worthy of their 
attention. We will name a few of these omissions, that the 
Librarians may think them carefully over, and deliberate upon 
them when next they assemble. 

What penalties ought to be infiioted on those objectionable cha- 
racters who (1) borrow hooks, and forget to return them ; (2) scribble 
on the margins ; (3) turn the pages down ; (4) drop crumbs between 
the leaves ; and (5) are careless of the binding ? 

What should be the treatment of those presumptuous persons 
who pronounce opinions (mostly unfavourable) on books without 
reading them ? 

Given a diligent reader who every year conscientiously peruses 
works on history, antiquities, theologjr (including sermons), morM 
philosophy, palieontology, biology, politiGal economy, and scientific 
treatises— how much light refreshment, in the shape of novels, 
would you allow him in the course of the twelve months ? 

What binding would be most suitable for (1) a book in breeches,” 
(2) “a walking dictionary” ? 

Would it not be highly convenient if publishers were compelled 
fby special legislation, if necessary) to issue all books and period- 
icals ready cut for reading ? 

If paper knives, in the present backward state of civilisation 
must be used, what should be their shape, and of what material 
ought they to be made ? 

May Caxton be fairly described as a man of the bourgeois type ? 

At what age ought a Librarian to retire from active service, or, 
professionally speaking, to be shelved ? 

To prevent unnecessary multiplication of books, would it not be 


advisable that aspiring authors should submit their manuscripts, 
prior to publication, to a jury of Librarians, and other experts, in 
order that they may determine whether what is now proposed to be 
printed has not been said already, and better said ? 

When a mambas been laboriously at work all day lon^, and enters 
a free Library or Mechanics’ Institute in the evening, is it reasonable 
to expect him to read historical, scientific, and serious works eagerly 
and exclusively ? 

Would it be a piece of unjustifiable extravagance to pay an ac- 
complished and experienced gentleman, who has a language at the 
end of every finger, and is at the head of a large* library in a large 
city, as much as is spent on a single evening entertainment in the 
fashionable season ? 

What books would you select to take with you— number of 
volumes 'restricted to six— if you were condemned to live on a 
desert island for a whole year ? 

What is the average existence of the modern novel, and how many 
of those published iu the course of a season in three volumes might 
not be compressed into one, to the advantage both of writers and 
readers ? 

! Hame books suitable for reading (1) at breakfast, (2) on a wet day 
' at the seaside, (3) in spare moments before dinner, (4) after dinner, 
(5) by the fire in the twilight, and (6) over a cigar. 

If a man were to read for twelve hours a day every day iu the 
year (Sundays excepted), and finish thirty octavo pages in each 
hour, how long would it take him to complete the perusal of all the 
books in the British Museum ? 

Explain why the critical study of Shakspeare is conducive’ to 
irritability of temper. 


Good Advertisement 

N O MORE SLEEPLESS KIGHTS.—Read ’s new Novel. 

*** The blank can be filled up from Mudik’s List. 
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OCTOBER. 


THE SCrOLISUS TRIUMPH. 



A Sciolist, at eYeiiinp:’^ close, 

Sat sniiff with, spectacles on nose, 

And read his penny paper, 

He dwelt in a snhurban spot, 

Of lore he had amassed a lot, 

And burnt much midnight taper ; 

At least so the tradition ran 
Concerning this amazing man. 

HU fiiends— and he had not few — 
Opmed he knew “ a thing or two.” 

Y"ou ’ll iind, on due redeetion, 

Sufh modest numerals express 
Omni^-'cience, and nothiog less,_ 

When used in this connection. 

Few rhymesters ever turned a verse on 
So very well-informed a person. 

He laid his penny paper down, 

He knit his eyebrows in a frown, 

(They were serere and shaggy), 

He pished, poohed, leshawed, he rubbed 
his chin, 

He thrust his doubled digits in 
His pockets big and baggy. 

Cried he, at last, “ This will not do ! 

The world is going all askew ! 

‘ ‘ Its Science ! — Pooh ! All fog and smoke ! 
Its Jurisprudence— a mere joke ! 

Its Law — the merest jumble ! 

These savants I must show new lights, 
These rulers I must set to rights. 

These big-wigs I must humble. 

I ’ll put a stop to Error’s capers 
By simply writing to the papers.” 


All ye who would drink, 

And yet stop on the brink 
Of the obasm ’twixt drunken and sober, 
Throw out to the slums 
All your Brandies and Bums, 
And stick fast to good honest October ! 


Your Clarets and Hocks, 

And your sour German bocks, 

May be all very well when you ’re ill, Sirs I 
P>ut I venture to think 
That old Johnny Bull’s drink 
Is the brave old Oetober-brew still, Sirs ! 


Your Frenchman is vain 
Of his frothy Champagne — 

Of his Burgundy and his Bordeaux, Sirs ! 

A staggering pot 
Of October, I wot, 

Would soon send all the lot down below, Sirs ! 


Where find you for muscle, 

Or pluck in a tussle, 

A man who with Bull is compeer. Sirs ? 

And if you ’d know why— 

’Tis because when he ’s dry. 

He ’s content with a draught of good Beer, Sirs 1 


THE PULPIT AHD THE STAGE. 

Spbakinu to an audience chiefly composed of Clergymen, in the recent Ecclesiastical 
Congress, on the subject of “The Church in relation to Public Amusements,’’ a layman 
made an observation which may possibly have suggested an idea to some of his reverend 
hearers : — 

“ Mr. Hi-LL, M.P., thought they were apt to take too narrow views of the theatre. It was not in a 
condition in wMoh they should like to see it, but if it was not all they desired to see it, he thought part 
of the blame lay with those who, if they patronised the drama more, might, from the effect of their 
presence and influence, cleanse the Stage from, the adaptations from the French Stage which brought the 
Stage into disrepute.” 

What is there to prevent Clergymen from countenancing the performance of any play fit 
for any Christian gentleman or lady to sit at, by going to see it ? Surely, nothing but fear 
of what would be said by Mrs. Gjhundt. By way of a beginning, imagine an event which 
perhaps will, ere long, be thus announced in the Morning Post : — 

“ The tragedy of Maml&t was last night performed at the Lyceum Theatre. A centre stall was occupied 
by the Archbishop of CANTEmsuRY.” 

This example might set the fashion, and is it not probable that if the Clergy in general 
would patronise the Stage, there would soon be an end of the extravaganzas described at their 
Congress by Canon Money as consisting in “ the making of low gestures, the utterance of 
impure language, and the indulgence in low customs,” In a very short time the visitor 
to a Theatre which need not be named might be entertained with She Stoops to Conquer, 


Artillery and Infantry. 

It has been suggested that, in the event of a war, the Woolwich Infants might be 
employed with peculiar advantage in the attack of breastworks. Although now above a year 
old, these Infants are still considered to be chUdren in arms. Hevertheless, all such children 
resemble those concerning whom the notice in the ’bus informs us that children must be 
paid for. 


Be Beo&iie’s BoiNa. — The political situation in France— an imhroglia. 


He rose, and took a ream or more 
OJt tool soap, goose-guills by the score, 

Of ink a gallon bottle ; 

And then he set himst'lt to work 
Tindall to quash, whitewash the Turk. 

All Hydra’s necks to throttle. 

On Oueen, Lords, Commons, Judge, and 
Jury 

He fell with most loquacious fury. 

He wrote to ail the penny prints, 

He sent them homilies, and hints, 

And warnings, and jobations, 
Interrogations wondrous wise, 

Most argumentative replies, 

And stern expostulations. 

Each letter smart, sarcastic, solemn, 

Was long enough to fill a column. 

He signed himself all sorts of names— 
“A Constant Leader,” “ Truthful James,” 
“Yindex.” “Fair-play,” or “Jingo,” 
It was the silly season, and 
The Editors could not command 
Bight journalistic stingo ; 

So, glad at anything to catch, 

Theg went and printed all the hatch. 

Oh, then that Sciolist uprose, 

And cried, “ What power may oppose 
Public Opinion’s fiat ? ” 

Then sat him down again to mnse 
What public puzzle, wrong, abuse 
He next should have a shy at; 

Seeing that nothing can resist 
The letter-scribbling Sciolist. 


Bififerent Doctors, 

Boctoes differ in other points than matters 
of opinion. Those of one Faonlty differ 
from those of another. There has been 
noted a difference between Bootors of Medi- 
cine and Bootors of Bivinity, The former 
practise, the latter preach. If an M.B. 
preach as well as practise, he is an excep- 
tion, and most likely a Bissenter, Let us 
believe the B.B. who preaches but does not 
practise to be an exceptional humbug. 
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NOTES OF A TABLE D^HOTE. 

Taken in Foreign Parts* 

[Poom 246) Mrs. E. Y. Z* T. Blake, from tlie XJaited States. A 
lady of fifty who wishes to pass for thirty. The entire mornings of 
this diner are passed with her hair-dresser— result, a wonderful and 
complicated head of hair. She is accompanied by a misehieyous 
boy, who kicks the table between the courses. This boy is the 
representative of Mj:, E. T. Z. T. Blake, a gentleman who is 
supposed to be making hundreds of dollars an hour, somewhere or 
other on the American side of the Atlantic. The Lady is very 
talkative, and converses much with her neighbour, 

(^oo?n 247) Prince Ivanttfe, from Eussia. A yellow-skinned, 
white-haired little man, with bloodshot eyes. He wears a green 
ribbon in his button-hole, and has his shrivelled fingers covered 


with diamond rings. He is waited upon by a Muscovite in a 
peculiar costume. When the Prince goes out he wears a good deal 
of fur. He speaks the language of the country fluently, and his 
Yoltairian remarks and risque suggestions are received with roars 
of approving laughter by his neighbour, Ho. 246. It is fortunate, 
however, that an imperfect comprehension of modern foreign tongues 
prevents 

{Room 392) the Eev. Jonas Groans, of England, from under- 
standing him. Were it otherwise, the Prince would certainly 
receive the reproaches of the eloquent Nonconformist. Mr. Groans 
has come abroad for the first time, and cannot quite make out how a 
heathen land can be so like his native country. He passes his days 
in solemnly visiting the various sights. He gloomily inepects all 
the Museums, carefully avoiding (of course) the Churches ; very 
unlike his neighbour, 

{Room 504) the Eev, Chrysosto^t Tonsure, B. A., of Oxford, who, 























A SENSE OF PROPERTY. 

Botanical oil f hat {la tUi Brlyhfun Gdt\l' a “ CiN YOU tell me, m? good Man, if this Flint belongs to the ‘Arbutus’ 
Family ? " 

Gardener (curtly), “ ]Sr<\ Sill, ir doan’t. It b'longs to the Corporation!” 


dressed ia a costume carefully, but not quite accurately, copied 
from the dress ot‘ a foreign priesthood, haunts the seryices at the 
various Cathedrals all day long*. The opinions of this young* gentle- 
man are unquestionably “ High,” and are much prized by his 
neighbour, 

{Room 630) Miss Arabella "Wallflotver, from Bath. This diner 
is an earnest, sentimental spinster of ^ five-and-hfty. She dresses in 
sombre colours, and poses in devotional attitudes, as if she were 
sitting for her portrait for a church window. Her saintlike air 
would be perfect were she not rather too fond of lobster-salad. She 
regards Mr. Tonsure with great admiration, and evidently would 
wulingly share his parochial duties.^ If she objects to any of his 
views it is to those relative to the celibacy of the Clergy. Devoted 
to the Church, she ignores the Law, represented by her neighbour, 

{Room 741) Mr. John Bantomc, from Lincoln’s Inn. Mr. Bantoiw 
is a'Barrister-at-Law, and is rapidly making his way to the Wool- 
sack. He shares his rooms with two other men, and possesses the 
third of a clerk. Six months ago he received a brief marked “ two 
guineas,” and has been promised the ajjpomtment of “devil” to 
that rising junior, Mr. Oaldb Pare. This is very good indeed, he 
considers, for a man of only four years’ standing. He has for his 
neighbonr his old friend, 

{Room 742) Mr, Coke Blackstone, also from Lincoln’s Inn. The 
earnest, serious nature of this Barrister must have lead to great things, 
had he properly used his opportunities. ^ Belonging to a family oi 
Solicitors, and being the intimate associate of scores of Counsel 
learned in the law, he should soon have risen from the Bar to the 
Bench. Unhappily, however, he took to miUtary^ pursuits, and 
discarded the Law for the Yolunteers, He divides his conversation 
between Mr. Bantom and 

{Rooms 4, 5, 6) Mr. and Mrs. John Bullion, from Liverpool. 
Enormously rich, rather over-dressed, but on the whole very good- 
natured. Mr. John Bullion converses with Mr. Blackstone about 
the Militia, and feeling that he is being outflanked, adroitly changes 
the subject to “cotton.” and leaves his adversary nowhere. 
Mrs. John Bullion, in the meanwhile, gives all her attention to 

{Rooms 7, 8, 9) The Misses Bullion, who are in fact her daugh- 


ters. These young Ladies are dressed in the latest fashion, and 
seem (much to their mother’s disgust) to be greatly amused with the 
conversation of 

( Room 902) Captain Flatfoot, from the Junior Rowdy Club, an 
ex-gallant ofS.cer (he sold out of the 133rd two years ago), who 
spends his time in. smoking cigars, drinking brandies-and-sodas, 
and binsbing his hair. For some time he has been living on the 
Jews. Now he will marry a Miss Bullion and live upon her, if 
Mrs. Bullion will only let him. The three young Ladies greatly 
admire the gallant Captain’s moustache, and picture to themselves 
a fate similar to that of 

{Room 93) Mr. and Mrs, Turtle Dote, from London ; a young 
couple, who, although they have been married for some years, still 
find an endless source of delightful conversation in one another’s 
personal appearance. He tells her when there^ is anything wrong 
with her collar, and she pays the greatest possible attention to the 
proper arrangement of Ms hair, 

Rooms in other parts of the Hotel are represented by Merchants, 
Squires, Mature Matrons, Hrass Widoyrs, and members of the three 
great families of Tag, Rag, and Bobtail. 


Shakspearian Emmanations. 

To say there is nothing Shakspeaee did not know is as trite as to 
say there is nothing new under the sun; but it really ^seems as if 
Troy town was infected with the ribald shouts at wandering females 
that re-echo through London at the present moment. The reader 
will fiud. in Troilus and Cressida that 

“ Trojans cry a Helen and a woe.” 

This might he paraphrased to-day 

** Britons cry a Hemma and a whoa.” 

But, as we are quoting Shakspeaee, we cannot help crying with 
Romeo to the London caa — 

Forget that name, and that name ’s woe 1 ” 
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THE TOURIST’S INTERROGATORY. 

{Conrhtcifd hy the Man who hasn't stirred from Town.) 

> HY go abroad, and 

~ "‘f? iln ' '■ A f) tarry through 

1 ‘ 1 V/ ;'/ 

' ' logne in one at‘- 

'' ternoon, when, 

^ ^ M by staying at 

G en e "s^ about the 

' “ wondrous azi^e 

— ! ^ lake, when yon 

can stand on the 

bridge at the Serpentine, and not even see the bottom ? 

'Why go up the Khine in search of ruins when you have got the 
New Opera House at hand on the Thames Embankment ? 

Why get maudlin over the ‘^wild seclusion’^ of some foreign 
shore, when you can borrow a key and sit in the middle of Blooms- 
bury Square ? 

'\^^hy start for Norway to struggle with a salmon, when you can 
leisurely survey it at rest on a counter in Bond Street ? 

Why stifie yourself by looking into the crater of Yesuvius, when 
you can attend a preliminary inquiry at a Metropolitan Police 
Court ? 

Why travel through Sicily to he waylaid by brigands, when you 
can insure a burglary by taking a house on Clapham Common ? 

Why rush to Aix and Homburg to drink the waters, when you 
can have in Apollinaris by the dozen ? 

Why stop at Salzburg to catch a sight of Bismarce: and Aw- 
URiSsr, when you can enjoy a thorough stare at the whole British 
Cabinet by simply waiting long enough in Downing Street ? 

Why pay fii teen francs for an indigestible entree in the Palais 
Royal when you can get a good, wholesome, well-cooked British 
mutton-chop in Pall Mall for eighteen pence ? 

Why go to the North to enjoy a week’s deer-stalking, when you 
can contract chronic rheumatism j ust as easily by wading through 
the Essex Marshes in your slippers ? 

Why take any trouble to secure your admission to any foreign 
Court when Madame Tussaitd’s is always open for a shilling ? 

Why travel for months to experience the cool, biting freshness of 
“the Lewis,”, and the simmering heat of Naples, when you can 
meet with both in Piccadilly within the same six hours ? 

Why go into ecstasies over the Rue de Riyoli when you have once 
got to the end of the Cromwell Road ? 

cry up the pastry, gendarmes, poodles, and cahanes on the 
other side of the Channel, when you have got buns, Policemen, bull- 
dogs, and bathing-machines on this ? 

Why go abroad, where you ought to grumble at everything you 
meet, when you can save yourself all the trouble by merely sitting 
still and growling at everything at home P 

NAYAL aUESTIONS. 

Is the utility of a powerful Navy in any measure illustrated by 
the passage Mow quoted from Hobart Pasha's letter to the Timesy 
Russian Monitors and I'urkish Iron-clads ” ? Speaking 
of oineers in command of the Russian Navy, the Sititan's Admiral 
says : — 

“ Why don’t they send out their celebrated Popofiras ? The Turkish 
^ips-of-^arare cruising in squadrons of tsYos and threes, and the Turkish 

the Russian iromclads 
mounting hundreds of 85-ton guns, with the approaches 
+ torpedoes at a distance of four miles from the shore, 
there is little chance of their doing so.” 

In the meanwhile, of how much more use is the Turkish Navy to 

the Turks than the Russian is to the Russians ? Should Britannia 
ever be forced to fight, will British iron-clads prove better able than 
Turkish are found to get at an enemy lying behind forts and 
torpedoes ? Will the former, on the other hand, keep, as effectually 
as the latter do, the enemy’s vessels in ? If not, will our heavy 
guns and torpedoes serve to keep invaders as completely those of the 
Russians keep Hobart Pasha’s ships, out? Let us hope, however, 
that, come what may, BRiTANiiriA will ever continue to rule the 
waves ; and that her iron-clads will at any rate cost her adversaries 
something considerably more than they do her tax-payers. 

LTTEEATUEE, SCIENCE, AND AET. 

AiTTirMN', after a year’s absence, has rejoined the circle of the 
seasons, and with^autumn authors have returned from their holidays 
to pen, ink, and paper ; painters have come back to their camel- 
hair brushes and palettes; sculptors to their chisels j architects to 
their plans and elevations ; and men of science to their microscopes 
and blowpipes, their laboratories and crucibles. 

All sorts of interesting rumours are fiying about, all kinds of 
novel reports are in circulation, and gossip— literary, scientific, and 
artistic— is busy with forthcoming books, pictures, poetry, pottery, 
statues, inventions, experiments, and^highly finished and appropriate 
Christmas, card s. 

Several works on Cleopatra’s Needle are ready for the hinder, and 
will be published the evening before the day on which the Obelisk 
is drawn in triumphal procession by sixty of the most powerful 
dray-horses that London can supply, preceded by the Diplomatic 
Body, the Yolunteers and the Lord Mayor and Sheriffs in their state 
equipages, to the open space in front of St. Paul’s. The author of 
one of these works is fully persuaded he has succeeded in inter- 
preting the characters which are figured on the Needle. He asserts 
that they relate the whole of Cleopatra’s early girlish history in 
the nursery, the schoolroom, and the family circle, up^ to the time 
when she came out in Egyptian society. We are promised a list of 
her governesses, the titles of her school-books, and the names of the 
partners with whom the youthful beauty danced during the first 
season at the Alexandrian balls, including fragments of conversation 
carried on while eating ices and sipping Mandragora-and-Seltzer. 

The Zoological Society have commissioned an experienced agent to 
procure a specimen of the aspic, “ the pretty worm of Nilus,” by 
help of which Cleopatra committed suicide. It is hoped this 
highly interesting creature will be a denizen of the Gardens before 
the Christmas holidays. 

The play of Antom/ and Cleopatra^ by Sharspeare, or as some 
critics^ contend, by Gtreene and Nash, will be revived with every 
attention to scenic splendour at one of our principal theatres. 

^ Did Gower Live in Gower Sti'eet ^ A volume with this attrac- 
tive title may be expected from one of our foremost poets about 
Lord Mayor’s Day. The author does not attempt to prove too much. 
He^wisely refrains from any conjectures as to the number of the 
house inhabited by the poet, and only indirectly gives an opinion as 
to the side of the street on which it stood. 

Our knowledge of the personal history of a far brighter star than 
Gower — Chaucer — has most unexpectedly received a welcome 
addition in the shape of two important facts which have recently- 
come to light in the Large Paper Office. These are, that the name of 
his laundress was Db Soper, and that Chaucer’s favourite dish was 
peacock, plain boiled, with tongue. 

We are promised an entirely new biography of Shahspeare, 
giving another way of spelling his name hitherto unknown to all 
critics and students ; and proving beyond a doubt, by an exhaustive 
examination of his verse-endings, that all the historical plays 
(except the two first Acts, and the Second Scene of Act lY. of the 
Third Dart of LEenry the Sixth) ^ more than half the comedies, and 
two-fifths of the tragedies, were really written by a sort of com- 
mittee, composed of Sharspeare, Marstoh, and Peele, with the 
co-operation of Lord Burleigh in his leisure moments. 

‘Admirers of Pope are^ promised a treat in some unpublished 
letters, newly discovered in an old hee-hive which had belonged to 
the great grandson of the poet’s gardener. They are addressed to 
Lorb BoLiniTGBEOKB (St. John), and show that he made Pope a pre- 
sent, of some particularly beautiful oyster shells for his grotto, and 
that Pope added neither cream nor sugar to his tea. 

It has lon^ been felt that a series of Primers, containing the most 
recent theories and discoveries in general history and literature, 
was loudly called for by that constantly increasing class, both ox 
young men and young women, preparing to qualify themselves by 
examination for various posts in the Naval, Military, and Civil 
Service of their country. This want Messes. Quartoeorth are 
endeavouring to supply. The first of the series will be issued early 
m November. It will embrace that important tract of history 
reaching from the Battle of Arhela to the Sicilian Yespers. 

A new edition is announced of the works of Gurtoh Porrex, a dra- 
matic writer of the Elizabethan and Jacobean era, whose pretensions 
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have “beeii lost sight of in the blaze that snrrotinds such inteUeetual 
giants as Shakspeabe, Joi^soijr, Beabmostt and Fletcheb, Mablqwe, 
&c. PoEEEx’s principal— indeed, it may almost be said his only 
play — Arviragus and Belvemira — has a confused plot, situations 
entirely destitute of interest, and a style which, when it does not 
rant, stoops to the baldest prose ; but still the piece, from its scat- 
tered allusions to bygone habits and customs, is felt to have a claim 
on the attention of the public. One disputed point it proves beyond 
a guestion — that the introduction of snulfers took place at a much 
earlier period than has hitherto been supposed. Gxtbton Poeeex’s 
Works will be issued both in small and large paper : the latter will 
be limited to five copies. 

The jokes in the Christmas Pantomimes will be chiefly supplied 
by Mr. Poxao, Zazel, Cleopatea’s Needle, and Torpedoes, 

Our gossip has run to such a length that we must postpone much 
interesting information bearing on Science and Art. 


Si, 


CHARLIE TO ^ARRY. 

In reply to the jEpistlefrom the latter Gentleman lohich appeared 
in the last number of Piinch»^^ 

Tell ’Abet, ole 
pal! this 
comes ’oping 
as ’ow : 5 [Ou are hup 
to the nines ; 
Though I haven’t 
much doubt on 
that pint after 
reading ^ your rol- 
licking lines. 

If 1 ’d got a few shots 
in the locker, I’d 
jlne yer on Sunday 
with joy ; 

But I carnt sguare 
the odds with old 
Cocker, — won’t 
run to it, ’Abet 
my boy. 

The G-ov’nor’s a 
screw, as you know, 
and he ’s cut down 
my screw to a 
quid. 

Trade’s bad, the old buffer declares, which in course that is all 
blooming “ kid ; ” 

Then I put on the pot rayther ’ot on the Ledger, and didn’t quite 
land ; 

So, yer see, I am hout of the ’unt, and carnt jine yer in doing the 
grand. 

But I envies yer, ’Abet ! the picter you paints is as temptin’ as 
jam. 

New togs, lots of tin, with fine gals and fine weather ! it ’s prime, 
and no flam. 

Lor ! shouldn’t I jest like to twig yer a trottin’ about by the sea, 
A-takin’ the shine out of tofis, and a-takin’ in Soda-and-B ! 



Recollect them old capers at Islington, where we got caned by a 
bloke ? 

Ah ! he were a ’ot member, that swell were, and lickings like his is 
no joke. 

But our high old sprees is more proper, and jest safe as houses 
beside. 

For calling us Cads breaks no bones, and that ’s all the topsawyers 
has tried. 

“ More Peelers I ” the papers is crying. Oh yes, like that Drusky- 
wicli lot I 

A duffer as carnt put the double on Coppers deserves to be shot. 

We’ve bin doing it lately, I tell yer, and means for to keep hup the 
game. 

Wot ! Stop all our street larks ? No fear I Which the bloomin’ 
suggestion ’s a shame. 

I So you see you ain’t got all the fun, though you ’re doing the toff 

i out of Town. 

Yet I should like a boss at the bathers, and wish I could jest toddle 
down. 

I’ve two and a tanner,— no, hlarm it! carn’t fix it, wus luck, so 
good bye ! 

Yours, scmmpfihusly, Cuablie. 

P.S — Ifc ’s jest dusk, so I ’m out on the fly. 


miTING CONTIKMATION. 

The report— 

That Lord Bebby has let a week go by without writing five very 
spirited despatches. 

That the immediate result of the Dairy Show has been a fall of 
sevenpence a poimd in the price of butter. 

That someone has written to the Times to say “he doesn’t care 
they do with Cleopatea’s Needle ? ” 

That Mr. G-eaustone is entertaining a distinguished circle of 
Bashi-Bazooks at Hawarden. 

That Marshal MacMabon knows exactly what he ’s about. 

That Count Andeassz told Prince Bishabcz, at Salzburg, dis- 
tinctly that “ he had better look out.” 

That a distinguished historian’s strong bias on the Eastern 
Question has induced him to lead a division of Turkish irregular 
cavalry under the worn de plume of “ Freeman Pasha.” 

That Sir William Gull was called in to see the late Aquarium 
Whale. , ■ 

That Bishop CLAuaHTON is importing a couple of dozen for his 
own personal sport and amusement. 

That the next Obstructive Novelty at Westminster will he “ Mr. 
Pabhell fired from a Cannon.” 

That Sir John” Benhett has been embraced by the whole Court of 
Aldermen in sackcloth and tears. 

That somebody has come back from the Continent in rough 
weather, and hasn’t written to the Times to say that “ the manage- 
ment was simply disgraceful.” 

That Londoners generall 3 r are looking forward to the gradual 
approach of November with intoxicated enthusiasm. 

That it is extremely enjoyable now at the sea- side, especially 
after half-past six on a wet evening. 

And that, taking all things into consideration, anybody who could 
would do well to absent himself from town. 


But Town’s none so dusty jest now, thongbit’s empty of orl the 
erleet — 

There ’s plenty of spice at the Music ’Alls, lots of rare larks in the 
street. 

If one carnH do the pier when the sick ’nns is landing— the richest 
of sights— 

One can make a good shift with our “ barney” along the Embank- 
ment o’ nights. 

It ’s as good as a play, I can tell yer, the game as we now carries on, 

A-nohbling some funky old buffer, a -chivying some fat forrin 
don ; ^ 

And as for the 'sprees with the petticoats — ^there I it ’s a cantion to 
snakes I 

The peelers ? Lor bless yer, my pippin, they don’t interfere with 
onr fakes. 

That Drnskywioh business, I reckon, has jest about flummoxed the 
“ Cops ; ” 

We’ve the run of the streets, and no error, once out of the glare of 
the shops. 

The papers is pitching it stiffish conoernin’ the rule of the Rough, ^ 

But jigger them penny-a-liners I Who cares half a snap for their 
stuff? 


Plays at London Theatres. 

The Porter "* s Knot — Not to refuse a tip. 
Family Yies— Our girls’ beaus. 

The itake's Progress—YeTj fast. 

The Dead Secret— Sb: Rooeb Tichbobne. 

A Question of Phiz — “ Sweet or dry, Sir ? ” 


Parisian Intelligence. 

Babometeb bonnets have been introduced in Paris, trimmed with 
artificial flowers which change colour with the weather. Thermo- 
meter hats may perhaps be invented there, too, for use at elections, 
and may serve to denote the degree of party ardour infused by hot- 
headed addresses into cold, or lukewarm, voters. 


PBOVBBB EOE BITUALTST PABSONS. 

What is the good of playing at Mass ? “ Lejeu n^en vaut pas la 
chandelleP 


Bulletin oe the Cjssaeewitch Winneb’s Jooeet.— Outside, 
Hilarious ! Inside, jolly I 
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ART OF CONVERSATION. 

^o^ist Qo fellow-Passenger, in m.id-ChmneD “GomoAni.n«» t 
Ft llo w-PasseTigei^, ‘ < Ya4s. Aebiou?”’ '■ l£TOB?’ 


PEOM THE SHADES. 

country is^alkd t£ *“ Ejyptun Obelisk to this 

to»-m «... cSSr ”-”• ^ 

Who ^ some Aaonyma, I 

Who dazfea crass patricians to their dooin 

Cleopa^a [scornfulltA^ -nr o mi. -i 

aft 'K V™ ' 

Marh Antony. They Ve na" W thy^eefc I 


Cleopatra {vengefullu)^ ^~i7Z. ^ 

Sh" callous outMes, as with 
3 r,.z. j envenomed Aspic. 

Wilf t ^®’ y^e^hine Ahtost, long ao-o ' 

ckopl^^* '^®® , / ; ’ 

2 « of wrath as welU^S^ "°®® 

FAhprf say of old 

MarJk „ 

Qrmlihadamanthus is so hard on-Het^“ ' I 

Bra« f . ^5 wbo dared 

iLw'st^ demem. 

Or ^n® fitted 

|£ftX*«eS&te 

; eraft, 

Those stolen marbles • hettpi 

And calm oblivion 
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Amidst tlie stony horrors of those streets 
Where Phidias would haye sickened. 

Marh Antony, How, I wonder, 

Will London’s Statues welcome to their midst 
This neighbour from far Hile ! 

Cleopatra, Oh, as its dames 

Might hail my advent while the season’s catch, 

As yet unhooked, was rufSing all the bosom 
Of marriageable Swelldom. 

MarJi Antony, Paith ! ’twere fun 

To see thee leap amongst them, like a pard 
Frighting all meaner raveners from the prey. 

Cleopatra. What callow Peer might rival Pompey ? What 
Glib Guardsman match my Make ? 

Murh Antony, ^ Alas ! such fancies 

Are fond and futile. These he lesser stars, 

Yet they are shining. Ours are quenched in dark 
Which once outshone Canopus, May great Turn 
Confound these hlchers ! Henceforth I am dumb. 


DRINK FOR DYSPEPSIA. 

sermtio^ wei^ ^ 

perance Society 

tathe drinks on 
at pastrycooks^ shops, 
j proceeded as follows : — 

^ IS5P^ ** Well, he wanted to know 
why an eminent house in that 
town, which probably con- 
Burned more milk than any 
house in England, should not 
provide its customers with a 
glass of milk to wash down its 
• excellent Bath buns.” 


' Why, indeed? But then 

the Bath buns, which milk 
is a sufficient draught for 
the eater of them to drink upon, must he so excellent to excel the 
great majority of those buns very much, in not be&ig rich, and 
heavy, and greasy, and in being digestible. Such exceptional Bath 
buns can well enough be washed down with a liquor no jnore stimu- 
hint and stomachic than milk j hut after the ordinary ofleinal Bath 
bun, which has been unwisely eaten, the preferable potion w^l pro- 
bably by most people be felt to be a “ nip of brandy. Or, instead 
of milk pure and simple, the Faculty, perhaps, would in a case of 
swallowing Bath buns of average digestibility recommend milk- 
punch. 

PARIS AT THIS MOMENT. 

The Splendid Hotel of the Grand Lomre, 
Mt deae Editoe, Worlds, and France. 

Alexahdee Seleiek said it would he “better to live in 
l^he midst of alarms’’ than to dwell in “ this horrible place.” There- 
by he clearly intended to demonstrate that he was thoroughly 
bored with his desolate island, and wished to visit. We at this 
moment are living in the “ midst of alarms.” Every “ guardian of 
the peace,” every Park-keeper in the Bois de Boulogne, excites 
interest. We regard the sword-bayonet or the knife of the ohace 
with eager anxiety, and hope that these protectors of the law are 
** r^ady, aye ready ” to put down the sligntest attempt at a revolt. 


However, sufficient for the day is the evil thereof ; and, as I write, all 
is tranquil. I may add that the old ladies of the kiosks are terribly 

r\ ; ay* Jl i-t. ^ 


and positively. “ Why ? ^ was my next inquiry, also addressed to 
her in a subdued tone. “ Because,” she answered, after looking 
sharply round to see that no Government spy was listening to her, 
“ they have seized Punch ! ” And now for a few notes. 


Hotels. — There are now three distinct classes in Paris. I am 
staying at the first class, and am as much a “number” as any convict 
in Pentonville. The only difference between us is this— everybody 
looks after the convict, nobody looks after me. There are hundreds 
and thousands of rooms in this hotel, and several lifts. All day 
long “ numbers ” are coming in and going out, dining, smoking, and 
lounging. The servants don’t care for me, and (after many in- 
effectual attempts to summon them with my electric bell) I don’t 
care for the servants. If I were to die to-morrow, I believe that the | 
only order that would be given down below, by the garqon, would 
be, “ One funeral complete for 2,467.” If I lodged “ au Premier,” 
he would, perhaps, add, “ with a Bishop.” Such is Class No. 1. 

Class No. 2 is the Hotel “ recommeuded to English visitors.” It 
is generally, situated in a second-rate street, and is sometimes as 
large as the specimens ot Class No. 1. Its peculiarity is this, that, 
without being in the least English, it is not at all French. The 
meals obtainable at this horrible place are strongly suggestive of a 
City coffee-house drifting into bankruptcy. Here you^ can obtain 
“ the good English breakfast,” consisting of grass tea, kitchen eggs, 
sour bread, and “inferior Bosset,” or “the thoroughly English 
dinner” of baked or boiled “roast beef” and suet-and-raisin 
“ plum-pudding.” Here, too, you can find the wooden beds of Old 
England, minus their native cleanliness.^ You will no longer he a 
“number,” but will meet some reall^r ** nice people,” who wail talk 
about “ carriage company,” and will invariably drop their “ h’s.” It 
is from this class of Hotel that the Boulevards receive their supplies 
of cut-away coats, wide-awake hats, and corkscrew curls. 

Lastly, there is Class No. 3 . This section consists of the old-fashioned 
Hotels, which were in their prime half a century ago. They pre- 
serve the tradition of being still “first-class,” and attempt to i 
ignore the claims of less ancient houses. There is an air of 
melancholy about the “Boots,” and the Waiters are decidedly 
triste. The proprietors are not pleased to see you, and do not grieve 
after yon have departed. They have seen no change for nearly a 
hundred years. They were decidedly costly in the days of the First 
Empire ; they are dear now, and, when the century closes (unless 
they be swept away by the Magician Improvement), they will still 
be expensive. 

Of the three Classes, perhaps Class No. 1 is the best. It is better 
to be an outcast in the midst of plenty than have to eat parodied 
English fare, or to he forced to mourn with those who grieve over the 
vanished glories of past tables d^hote. 

Shops. — There is but little change in these establishments. ^ A 
Paris shop may he said to consist entirely of window. Everything 
is shown to the public at the first glance. ^ There is no reserve. The 
battle is won at the first dash, although it must be admitted that a 
serious charge coucludes the engagement. Englishmen who have 
oome to Paris for novelty will be greatly struck by the prevalence 
everywhere of English goods. If they purchase any French things, 
however, they will have the satisfaction on their return to town to | 
find that they might have obtained the same articles at rather a 
lower price in Lond.on. Eecently the French haye followed the 
example of the Civil Service Stores, and have established enormous 
haizaars, in which you can purchase anything, from a needle up to 
(probably) an elephant. In these places the voice of the charmer is 
always at work praising np the various wares, and you may feel 
tolerably certain that if your wife enters the shop with the intention 
ol purchasing a yard of yellow ribbon, she will not emerge therefrom 
without a * ‘ full dress ” of red velvet matelassi. As an advertisement, 
the proprietors of these palaces give the children balloons, inBcribed 
with the various signs they adopt for their establishments. The bal- 
loons are filled with a vapour largely diffused in their shops— gas. ^ 

The Visitors. — We have plenty of Americans. ^ Gentlemen in 
shirt-fronts of pantomimic dimensions, and very partial to diamonds 
in the daytime. The ladies from Yankeeland have that peculiar 
faded appearance which tells of a too advanced stage of civilisation. 
They certainly do not dress like English women, and it would be 
hard upon tne French to say that they have the^ appearance of 
Gauls. They wear the costumes of the Vie Parisienm slightly 
burlesqued. Then we have the English. From the family return- 
ing home, after a tour in Switzerland and Italy, with scores of 
boxes and retainers, down to the confirmed old bachelor, who finds his 
own society sufficient company for himself, and more than sufficient 
for anyone else. Lastly, the “ too many Cooks” who of course do 
not spoil the broth, are greatly to the fore. As we all meet one 
another on the Boulevards, or at the tahles-d^hSte, we stare at one 
another with that stony stare which is the pride or the Englishman 
when he is abroad. Wo do this^ and are happy, or rather as happy 
as the hotels and the weather wxU permit us to be. 

To conclude, how about the weather ? Decidedly changeable. 
Yesterday, in the pleasantest summer costume, I was basking in 
the sunshine, and inspecting the Grands Eaux (“ small ]^tatoesv” 
as our American cousins would say, “ after the waterworks at the 
Christul Pairs’’),, and to-day I am down with the influeaiajch In 
spite of this, however, I stBl sign myself 

A Yotoo Mait eejottsth a Holiday. 
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OUE NEW NOVEL. 

THAT LASS ’O TOWERY^S. 

By the Authors of Several other Things, <^c. <§rc. 

Chapter l.—The Wo-Brnma Mine^ 

They were strange, bold, unwashed sort of people to look at. 
The inexperienced Londoner coming among them for the first time, 

■ and asking them, with an interested curiosity, “ how they were ofi 
for soap,’^ would have received an answer that would have astonished 
him. 

Such, indeed, had been the result of a question of this nature put 
to the Coal Eves (as the female Coal Heavers are called in this 
district) by the Hev. 

Thomas Tut, the little 
Curate of Swiggin, on 
the first day of his 
arrival. 

The Rev. Thomas 
Titt stood only four 
feet, and was a type 
of the Low Church- 
man, rather than 
the fligh.^ He wore 
a low waistcoat, and 
a little white tie, 
and was a little over 
twenty-seven years of 
age. Still looking at 
that young man stand- 
ing amidst the Coal 
Eves of Swiggin, most 
of them ranging be- 
tween five feet ten and 
six feet two, broad- 
shouldered and mus- 
cular in proportion, 
you would nave been 
inclined to say that the 
Archbishop of Tore: 
had for once made a 
mistake in sending 
such an envoy on a 
mission apparently so 
hopeless as the con- 
version of these rude, 
rough, unkempt, un- 
washed, and jeering 
women, considered a- 
part from the ruder, 
rougher, unshaved, 
begrimed, and no less 
irreverent men. 

The principal figure 
among them towered 
above the others— the 
centre figure about 
whom the rest would 
have clustered, had it 
not been for a formid- 
able coal-scoop, with a 
stout quarter-stafi sort 
of handle, that her 
well-formed powerfnl 
hand grasped as vi- 
ciously as a vice. 

She was coarsely 

oloHied in m old gentleman’s knickerbockers, a white waistcoat 
buttoned bemnd, and a pair of very ordinary carpet slippers : while 
she dmplayed a snn-browned, beautifully- chiselled, handsome throat, 
which not ^en a jacket, entirely open to the wind, could conceal. 
A mans white heaver hat, with a black hand round it and green 
tnmnung under the brim, was thrown well hack on her head, and 
cast a sort of autumnal shade over her dark eyes, which had the 
sort oi beauty that is sometimes seen iu a well-moulded chin.* ' 

* Extr^of letter from Editor to Authors.-^^^We^e read this descrip- 
Uon oyer twenty times if we’ve read it once, and we can not understand it/’ 

Perhaps you ’ve never been 
m the of Engird of which this herome of ours is a native. If not, ao ; 

and you H soon acknowledge that we’ve rather underdone tban overdone this 
most accurate description. 

Editor to Authors.-^^Wlmt part of England is it ? We ’ve asked 

Beca^, i£.o, we'U md 


The girl’s name was Emmeline Beerib, the daughter of a coalpit 
man, who, for his sullen, scowling, cynical manner, was known as 
Bitter Beerib, as she, for her remarkable height, remarkable even 
among these north country giantesses, was known as Towert Beerie. 
For when the miners spoke of her, they would shake their heads 
(which before now had suffered severely at the hands of the stalwart 
maiden), and declare, “That girl is so tall,” or, in their own 
peculiar dialect, “ That Lass ’o Towery ’s ! ” 

Emmeline Beerie, or Em, or Emma, as she preferred being called, 
was standing in the centre (she always contrived to get into the I 
centre of any group, thus showing the strong dramatic instinct of | 
the woman’s nature), superb, statuesque, commanding. 

The little Curate had just been trying to convert her, and had 
asked that elementary question from the Catechism, “How are 
you off for soap ? ” when Emma Beerie, unable to restrain herself 

any longer, had given 
~ him one wipe with the 

coal - scoop, and had 
knocked the little man 
right down the coal- 
shaft into the mine. 

But her woman’s 
gentleness returned 
after she had made 
this forcible declara- 
tion of independence. 
She approached the 
verge ot the mine, and 
looked over the edge. 
Far below, among the 
coal - knobs and the 

L black dust, she saw 
the reverend little Cu- 
rate struggling like a 
fly in ink. 

The women laughed. 
“Ey, Em,” said one 
of them to her, “yo 
bees ha’ gone ar sweet- 
hearten he’ ar tiddle- 
pops loike oon yew 
bees I We ha zeed yo 
S" 0 ! we ha zeed yo o ! ” 
The girl’s eyes 
fiashed fury, 

‘ * Luke ere yo stewp’d 
foo’ ar a yo ! ” she re- 
torted. “Yo deed na 
nok th’ar tiddlepops o’ 
^ ar Parson int’ ar kole- 
p’t, yar did na; hart 
oi deed, oi deed,— deed 
na oi ? An yo zeed ma 
dout, deed:^ar? Thun 
luk y e-ar, oi zay tu yo, 
yo ’s foin foos ar I An 
tb’ safust waze, and 
best fur yo, bees to 
leeve m’ arlown, an oil 
leeve yo arlown ! Hoo 
then I foos ar I ” 

The little Curate at { 
the bottom of the coal- 
pit heard the generous 
speech, 

“A fine creature! ” 
he said to himself. 

In the darkness, he 
heard an oath* It 
sounded like a miner taking his Davy. What could it be ? He 





sounded like a miner taking his Davy. What could it be ? He 
listened anxiously. 

Chapter II . — The Young Engineer^ 

“ What are you doing here ? ” asked the strong^ man^ voice of 
a strong, manly man. It was the new Engineer, Segtjs BARcmow, 
examining the mine. The Davy that had attracted the little Curate’s 
attention had been the Young Engineer’s. The Reverend: Thomas 
explained, 

“ I have been trying to convert Emma Beerie ! ” 

“ What I that Lass so Towery ?” exclaimed the Young Engineer, 
a slight shade passing over his handsome countenance, unobserved, 


inches. ' ^ " 

“That Lass so Towery I ” replied the conscientious little Curate, 
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A DIFFICULT CASE. 

Mamim * **You*bb a very naughty Bjy, Tommy, and I shalxi have to buy a ’Whip, and 

GIVE YOU A GOOD AyHIPPING. jVoir, WILL YOU Bfi GoOD ?’" 

Tommy { loithlie ^ ation ). “Shall I be allowed to keep the Whip abteb, Mammy?’* 


DISSENT IN THE CHUECH 
CONGRESS. 

In a report of one of the sit- 
tings of the Church Congress 
lately held at Croydon, a Paper 
is stated to have been read oy 
Canon Cabtee, “who was re- 
ceived with cheers and some 
slight demonstrations of dis- 
sent.” Sound Churchmen would 
be pleased if they could conclude 
from that information that dis- 
sent, as represented at the 
Church Congress, is only a slight 
element in the Church. But the 
Dissenters from the Church of 
England, who have not yet gone 
over to Rome, or seceded and set 
up a community of their own, 
are not those who would be 
likely to express any dissent from 
Canon Caetee; they would, on 
the contrary, most probably alto- 
gether concur in the particular 
views supposed to be held by that 
Reverend Gentleman. 


A Poor Prospect. 

In the news from the seat of war 
little or no mention is made of 
any deficiency in the Russian 
Commissariat. The Czae, however, 
and even the most sanguine of 
his advisers, must have begun to 
fear by this time that there will 
be no Turkey for Christmas. 

The Shortest Wat to the 
C iTT. — ^In general, Cannon Street ; 
Ludgate Hill being under repair. 


with a sigh, “ She ’s a rum ’un,” he added ; then he explained 
himself, blushingly, “ as we used to say at Oxford.” 

* ‘ Ah,” said the young Engineer, thoughtfully. 

“That girl,” said Tixt, “listens to me for five minutes, theu 
she laughs at me. I remonstrate, and speak to her seriously. She 
bangs me on the head with a broom, and to-day she knocked me 
right into the mine with her ooal-seoop. It was another rebuff. 
She is always rebuflolag me. They all do it,” he added, softly 
humming to himself the words of his favourite hymu. Presently 
he asked, “ What can I do with such a case as this ? ” 

“ Give it up,” answered his friend. 

“It is not a conundrum,” returned the little Curate, meekly. 
“ But I was born to be misunderstood.” 

“Miss who?” inquired the Young Engineer, who was but half 
attending, for his eye was resting on the fine form of Emma Bebeie 
as she knelt at the mouth of the pit ; and in return her eye seemed 
like a star above, to be winking at him as he stood in the black 
depth beneath. 

The little Curate blushed, and his little eyes beamed behind his 
spectacles like a couple of glowworms in a glass-case. 

“ I didn’t mention Miss anybody,” he replied, mildly. “ Though 
if I might be permitted to propose a toast— I mean if you ’ll come 
home and take tea with me ; I always go home to tea — I should 
be glad to show you an envelope addressed to me by Miss Anicb 
SOEX ieAD ” 

“ Niece of the Rev. Hoaksee Baeoell, Yicar of Swiggin ? ” asked 
the Young Engineer. 

“ You know her ! ” stammered the little Curate, turning pale. 

“Rather!” replied Barcrow, with a manly laugh. Then he 
blew a whistle. 

At this summons the Old Engineer, who had previously retired in 
his favour, came forward. 

Said the Young Engineer to the Old Engineer, “ Old Engineer, 
get the lift ready, we’re going up,” 

At present we will offer no opinion as to the moalUy of the dialect. 
We have sent a Special Commissioner to the North, who, being a gentleman 
of considerable imitative power, will give us, on his return, some idea of what 
the dialect may be. We don’t recollect anything exactly like it, but perhaps 
Mr. Taylor, who plays the part of “ Owd Sammy*' in will step in, and 
give ua some explanation. In the meantime we will be cautious.— Ed. 

{To he continmd.) 


so MUCH BETTER IN EEANCE. 

What the Miss Wigsbys have Learnt Abroad this Year* 

That Lady Thrbesxars bolted with Count Longdash from 
Trouville, 

That Captain Parenthesis was far more attentive to his wife’s 
cousin, Amy Lepxout, than was desirable or proper. 

That those dear girls the Inverted Commas talk about things on 
the sands at Dieppe their Mamma would never allow them to discuss 
at Dover or Eastbourne. 

That the Countess de Teois-Etoiles cannot purchase her volumi- 
nous wardrobe out of her husband’s income. 

That it is not necessary to go to Switzerland in order to bring 
back carved Alpenstocks or pear-wood Chamois and Edelweiss. 

That bad dinners may be got in Paris, and that it is very difficult 
to find good coffee on the Boulevards. 

That all Britons abroad are not blackguards, and that all 
Foreigners are not persons of distinction. 

That Sunday may be delightful, and Sabbath sunshine a blessing 
without the drawback of a long sermon. 

That it is best to forget national prejudices when travelling, and 
better stiU to yield to the customs of the natives iu whatever country 
you happen to travel. 

That the charms of France are not deteriorated by English ideas, 
and that England has beauties which are nowhere excelled. 


A Sense of Services. 

The cynic’s definition of gratitude as “ a lively expectation of 
future favours,” is not only confuted, but shown to he the reverse 
of true, by an example of that sentiment thus noted by an evening 
contemporary:— 

“ The Conservatives of Bristol last night presented Mr. Sholto Verb 
Harb, who has thrice contested the city iu their interest, with an address of 
thanks, he having announced his determination not to stand again.” 

. Every well-constituted mind must feel gratified with the vindica- 
tion of human natoe manifested by the Bristol Conservatives in 
having recognised their champion’s services by thanking him for the 
promise of no more. 
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CONCLUSIVE. 


Lodger, detect TwAthbr a dis agree able Smell m a he House, Mrs. 

Jokes. Are tou sure the Drains '* 

TFelsh Landlady. ** Ou, IT can’t be the Drains, Sib, 'whatever. There 
are none, Sib i ! ” 


PAT^S APPEAL. 

“ My visit to Ireland will be purely private and personal.* 
Letter of Mr. Gladstone. 

And is it yourself tkat "would thry it ? 

Ak, skure no ! It was niver your choice 
To see the ould land— thin deny it 
The foine sound of your iloquent "voice ! 

For they say you We a rare power o’ spakin, — 
That your mouth isn't asy to shut, — 

That, ’side you, Parnell ’s paltkry and snakin,— 
That ye’d make smithereens of ould Butt ! 

Ak ! skure if you ’re half sick a crature,^ 

And tkim boys have described you aroight, 
Your spakin must be a nate future — 

Pit to plase us as muck as a foigkt ! 

But we’ve heard that you’re goin to Killarney, 

— Here and there— iist to see for yourself ! 
’Tisu’t tkrue now ! Come, none of your blarney ! 
Ho, you don’t mane to stay on the shelf. 

For skure aren’t we willin to greet ye ? 

Do we see ye now ivery day ? 

Come— when boys are so stkrivin to meet ye, 

Why, bedad, you’ll find somethin to say ! 

So dkrop aU them Astern suggestions ; 

Give yourself now an iligant rest ; 

And there’s plinty and plinty o’ questions 
Jist as burnin and hot in the West ! 

Thin give ns a nod to imply it, 

Jist to say it was niver your choice 
To see the ould land— thin deny it 
The foine sound of your iloquent vtioe ! 


The Church Congress, 

Scene— Junction, 

First Passenger, Been at Croydon ? 

Second Passenger, Yes. 

P'irst Passenger, What is going on this evening ? 
Second Passenger, Oh, there is “Intemperance” in 
one room, and “ Public Amusements ” in the other ! 


A GOOD DAY^S WORK. 

(^Extracted from the Diary of an eminent S'u/manitarian,) 

J£bn£?ay.~Bose early, after a disturbed night. Slumbers inter- 
rupted by insectal intruders. Caught eleven specimens, just to 
confute the landlady, who disputed their existence. Drowned them 
all in rosewater. Debated whether I did rightly to deprive them of 
their liberty. May not proud man compassionate the meanest thing 
that crawls ? 

While dressing, reflected on the dangers attending early rising, 
e-yinced by the fate of the weak little worm which the early 
bird de'vours. Might not help, by means of scarecrows, be devised 
for tbe poor victim ? 

Ate a hearty breakfast of hot buttered toast and bacon, in order 
to gam strength for the great labours of the day, Wrote a couple 
of letters to my ne-wspaper, the Dail^ Twaddler--^) Advocating 
the supply of hot sausages for supper to prisoners condemned for 
assaulting the police ; and (2) suggesting the propriety of starting a 
society to provide for the relief of poor afflicted widowers, who, 
goaded by the curse of drunkenness, have kicked their wives to 
death. 

At ten received a deputation from the wiseacres of Foolsborough, 
who ^shed to talk ahout^ the wrongs of the British Working Man. 
Promis^ to present a petition to the Government, praying that all 
wa^es should be raised by Act of Parliament to ten shillings a day ; 
and that, to prevent the desecration of the Sabbath, all places of 
amusement, except publichouses, should be absolutely closed. 

At ^on took a short walk, to invigorate my intellect after its 
past efforts, and to procure a healthy appetite for the steak and 
score of oystep w^oh, with careful foresight, I had ordered for my 
lunch. Meditated, as I strolled along, upon the miseries of monkeys 
when enchained to barrel-organs. Poor creatures I What must be 
their suffenng, if they have any ear for music ? And surely it were 
orupl to assume that they have none. Reflected, likewise, upon 


oysters, and the horrible barbarity of opening them alive. If the 
painful operation were performed under chloroform, would there be 
any bad taste given to the savour of the fish ? Must write to the 
Lancet, to propound this weighty point. 

3 P.M. — ^After a delicious and most leisurely repast, followed by a 
smoke and forty winks of wholesome sleep, I felt strengthened for 
my speech at the great meeting on behalf of the young burglars 
who, although convicted on the very clearest evidence, have been 
I brutally condemned to the confinement of a gaol. A vote of want of 
j confidence in our present jury system was most clamorously carried, 
and a subscription for supplying the poor sufferers with tobacco, 
and some tracts to read on Sundays, was started with success. 

While walking home, I caught some little urcb^s in the act of 
catching sticklebacks with the aid of crooked pins. I boxed their 
ears soundly, and broke their rods and fishing-bottles. A Stickle- 
back Protection Act is certainly much needed. The segis of the law 
is now a safeguard to the Salmon, and should, in common fairness, 
be extended to the Stickleback, and even to the Shrimp. 

Having weighty work before me, I could spare scant time for 
dinner : my frugal meal consisting of some soup, a bit of fish, a 
slice of beef, and half a goose. Is it true that geese are made ten- 
derer by being plucked alive f This is an important public q.uestion, 
and should pe decided by some practical experiments. 

Under the influence of the walnuts, which, when washed down 
with old Madeira, usefully excite my organ of benevolence, I con- 
ceived two noble schemes of practical philanthropy : namely, first 
to start a fund for giving cough lozenges to lamplighters : and, 
secondly, to set on foot a G-men’s Anti-Chilblain Mutual Assurance 
Company for supplying them with foot-warmers and fur-lin^ 
winter gloves. 

Then to the soiree of Anti-Yivisectionists, where I proposed a reso- 
lution ^at, in order to prevent all unnecessary bloodshed, nobody * 
should be allowed to shave himself, esioepting in the presence of a 
doctor dffly qualified; and that nobody without the aid of proper 
ansesthetics should ever be permitted to cut any of his friends. 
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THE MArtSH^y. MICMIIION. 

Air — “ The Widow MaloneW 

Did ye hear of the Marshal MacMauon, 
MacMahon ! 

The head of a mighty consara ? 

Ye T1 larn, 

Sure he thought he Trould be 
At the top of the tree, 

Bat he isn’t, this Marshal MacMahon, 
Mac Mahon ! 

But he isn’t, this Marshal MagMahon ! 

Acd Misther Gambetta so bold, 

I ’m told, 

Said his Opposition would hold 

men poll’d, 

“ If my three^sisty-three 
Aren’t fonr hundred,” said he, 

I own I shall be rather sold, 

Yes, sold, 

I own I shall feel rather sold.” 

And the Marshal they all thought so sly. 
For why P 

Foimd that he on but few coula rely, 

My eye ! 

And the three- sixty -three 
Were three-twenty may be, 

No great triumph, no small victor?/ ! 

— ory ! 

No great triumph, no small Victory. 

Says France to the Marshal MacMahon, 
MagMahon ! , 

“From this, moderation ye ’ll larn, 
MacMahon ! 
Ga3sj:betta the same ; 

Sure'I ’ll think ye to blame 

If the lesson ye both fail to larn, 

To larn, ^ 

Both Gambetta and Marshal MacMahon.” 


CONSIDERATE. 


Mistress {on coming home from the Seaside), “Why, Jane, what ’s become of 
THE Bullfinch r’ 

Jane. “Well, you see, M’m, it didn’t Sing much, and looked Droopin’ 
LIKE, so Cook put it out of its Misery, an’ I *ad it Stuffed for my ’At I *’ 


RAILWAY ENTEEPEISE IN CHINA. 

On and after the 31st October next, tbe service on the 
Woosung Line will be conducted entirely by gxmpowder 
trains. 


A POET ON LEGAL PEOCEDURE. 

Me. Punch, feeling that certain circumstances connected with 
a recent trial may have shaken the belief of some of his readers in 
the majesty of English judicial procedure, has thought it as well to 
fi'PPly to a* distinguished foreign pen, accustomed to dispose, with 
ease, of all national and social dMoulties, for a few assuring lines 
upon the subject. 

Me. Punch is happy to say that he has received them from Paris 
by return of post, and has therefore much pleasure^ in subjoining 
them ^s.. under: — 

“ A criminal is before you, and you will acq[uit him. And why ? 
Because the acquitted criminal is the antithesis of the Judge. To 
rob the Judge of his antithesis, is to insult the eguauimity of the 
outsider. And the outsider is of age. The Dsher would hesitate to 
say to him, * My view ; ’ the Lord Chancellor would not dare to say 
to him, ‘ My judgment.’ For the Dsher and the Lord Chancellor 
are two Poles. They are the two Poles of convicting opinion. 
Opinion is not evidence. Evidence is the prerogative of the exa- 
mining counsel. The examining counsel makes evidence, and the 
Judge makes notes. The examining counsel conferring with the 
Judge is the apotheosis of irregular procedure. But it is magnifi- 
cent. It 'is Ingenuity kissing IntelUgenoe. And it is this spectacle 
that startles the Jury. To expect nothing of the Jury, would be to 
disfranchise experience. -Aid why ? Because they have something 
to give. The something they have to give us is their verdict. ^ Do 
we thank them ? No ! But we may pity. Fatigued, dusty, given 
to distractions, the Juryman smiles superhly. and works miracles 
in the field of new law dnd the field of astonishment. But Ms 
sitnatiem creates his Conclusion. The conclusion of the J'utyman is 
the triumph of discomfort over fog. 

. “ And ao they manage these things better in France ?" Yes ! 
How ? It is by confabulation. For the Criminal to escape confabu- 
lation is for Min to be deprived of the severest of chastisements. 


But the chastisement of the accused is the vindication of the Law. 
The accused engaged in confabulation with the accused is Derelic- 
tion taking tea with Justice. Will you find this in England ? No ! 
In Paris ? Yes ! For Paris leads England by her civilisation, her 
cafis^ her triumphs, her^ diners d deux J^rancs^ her logic, her 
omnibuses, and her destiny. When Paris takes ofi her boots, 
England is comfortable. 


ITIJE AD ASTRA. 

The following advertisement recently appeared in the Daily 
Telegraph : — 

T heatres. — ^T hree persons who have never acted WANTED to 
support Star Actor. Salary given. Apply, by letter only, to Dra- 
maticus, &o. 

What an original notion for a Star Actor to have hit upon ! 
Fancy Mr. Irvine supported by three “PERSONS” who had 
never acted before in their lives! What does “Salary given” 
mean ? It ought, of course, to mean that a salary would he given 
to the eminent Star by the Three Persons in question. This, at 
least, would be a practical way of “supporting” the Star, for 
they surely can’t expect a Star to support them ofi the Stage with a 
salary, in return for the support which they would give him on the 
SUge, Perhaps it has all been arranged by time, but if not, there 
is still a chance for Mr. Irving or Mr. J, L. Toole (now twinkling 
in the provinces) to pick np a few faithful supporters— if the terms 
suit. They have only to apply to “ Dramaticus.” And what a 
qneer Sort of ’cuss “ Dramaticus ” must be I 


JXrST SEW. 

The latest suggestion for what to do with Cleopatra’s Needle- 
Leave it with Mr. Alderman Cotton. 
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WHEN WE’RE 


ROME” &C. 


GENT, NOT GERMAN. 

Old CocKAiOETiM, Punch, 

Me and Chahlet avin jest re- 
turned from OTir trip to the Continent, was 
disgusted at appenin to read the following 
story in a newspaper Correspondent’s letter 
the other day from Rome 

“A numerous party of German tourists were 
lionising the Capitol yesterday under the Mentor- 
ship of a venerable white-haired cicerone, when 
one of their number climbed on the base of the 
equestrian statue of Marcus Aurelius, and was 
proceeding to take a seat behind the emperor on 
the ample quarters of his bronze steed, when the 
Capitohne guard on duty requested him to dis- 
mount, observing that he had only to render him- 
self as famous as Marcus Aurelius to enjoy a 
similar monumental seat in his own country/* 

As if are a German tourist, or any other 
mnff of a forrener, oonld ave the self-reli- 
ance and sperrit to be np to the feet of 
climbitt that moniment with the Latin 
name, and tryin to set the oss. In course 
you’d suppose the only feller capable of 
doin of it was a English gent— as was the 
fact. The party a lionisin the day it was 
done was no Germans, not they, bnt a livelier 
lot, rayther. Along with me and Chahlet, 
and other pals, we was all feller-country- 
men ; and allow me, tho’ peraps I needn’t, 
to inform you oo distinguished hisself by 
the act of darin for which e got com- 
plimented by the centnry. It was me. ’Im 
you do the honner of sometimes caUin the 
irrepressable and ubiquitus “ ’Abet ; ” and 
which I sign myself 

Yours truly, 

’Aeey Iovee. 

P.S.— Unfortnitly I wasn’t aloud to re- 
main on the moniment and out out my 
name, as 1 meant if I ad ad time to, on 
the oss or the rider, as a Record for Pors- 
terity. But there ’s lots of istorical moni- 
meuts, and remanes, and walls, and eddihses 
elsewere. 


STATISTICS AND SWILL. 

Sib WiiFEiD _ Lawson’s belief that paternal, legislation' of Jthe 
^rmissive Prohibitory kind is wise, may possibly have been a little 
shaken by the sensible speech delivered the other day in the Free 
Trade Hall at Manchester, to some members of the Chnrch of 
England Temperance Society, by the Duke of Westminsteb. In 
that rational address, counter-attractions to the public-house, such 
as reading-rooms, working men’s clubs, and .places of refreshment 
specifically nnmtoxicating, were pointed to as preferable, in the 
mterests of sobriety, to tyrannous restriction. lim' 

Doctrine suitable this to a Free Trade HaU. Is Free TradeTin 
liquor compatible with Protection from it? What good may he 
expected of the latter, fussy fanatics can see if they choose to, and 
are not blind, from some statistics cited in the House of Commons 
duxmg the discussipn of the Licensing Act, tending to show that 
m places where public-houses are the most numerous there is the least 
munkenness. The more public-houses, then, the more sober, if not 
the merrier, the population. But is not this just' what a philosopher 
who understands human nature, would expect? Jolly companions 
are notoriously mutual promoters of that excess of liquor which 
augments joUifioation, until it begins to produce the stupidity in 
lit j* most other people, when they congregate, 

another to drink the more in order to raise their i 
Mints, which need stimulation to enable them to endure one 
fcther ssooiety, The more numerous the public-houses, the fewer 
i^heix frequenters would be gathered together in each. The less 
there wmild be about politics and theology, on which subjects, 
i especiafijr tbe latter one, your argument is very much conducive 
gom gettmg half-seas over,” and sometimes all the way. As 
“tabhcans and sinners, and sinners whom publicans give occasion 
sho^ not the maxim of Temperance’s temperate friends, 

’ If &S is logic, does it not 


THE TOURIST’S BAROMETER. 


Splendid Weather. 
Tery Fine. 


Moderate. 
Sea slight. 

Rather Rough. 

Rough. 
Yery Rough. 


{Head, on the Channel.) 

I never mind the sea myself. The rougher for 
me the better. Have a cigar ? 

One certainly does feel that ouly Englishmen 
can he sailors. Somehow or other they take ' 
naturally to the sea—now, don’t they ? 

Yes. I always come by Folkestone. I never 
could see the use of the Castalia, We are 
not Foreigners, you know. Most of us have 
our sea-legs. Eh ? 

Yes. Perhaps a little brandy-and-water would 
be a good thing. 

The very roughest passage I remember. But I 
am an excellent sailor. Still would you mind 
putting out that cigar ? 

It’s simply disgraceful. The Castalia ought 
to be established by Act of Parliament. 
Shall write to the Times.. I shall go down 
below— to think about it ! 

Oh ! Here, somebody ! Will it be more— than 
five minutes ? Oh ! oh I oh I 

{Far too dreadful for description.) 


A Spelling-Book for Scotland. 


|; Betoh-d ran Power os the Police.— T he (IhnnTifii Hough. 


Them has been little agitation in Scotland, hut there is some 
room, for orthographical reform. A Grentleman writes from Edin- 
bmgh, and asks, ‘ Did the Swan of Avon wear a Cygnet ring ? ” 
What a question to be propounded by a citizen of the Scottish 
capital! The man who, as Dr. ; Johnson used to say, spells the 
synonym of a seal-manual Cygnet,” and inquires if Sbcabsdbabe 
wore 3, Cygnet rmg, inight as sensibly likewise request to be 
informed whether Scott’s father was a Writer to the Cygnet. It is, 
perhaps, desirable that the ** Spelling Bee ” should be resuscitated 
tor the benefit of Auld Reekie. 
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lEELAND^S LATEST YISITOE. 

He will address Mmself to the task of overcoming the prejudice 
of the Irish peasantry against Fish as an article of food ; and will | 
demonstrate to them by copious q.uotations from Izaak W'aiton', 
OppiAir’s Halieutics^ and Auassiz, that there is no description oi 
sustenance more wholesome, inviting, or economical. 

He will institute a thorough examination of the national vehicle, 
the Jaunting Car — ^its history, construction, cost, convenience, and 
employment — and will compare it, in ‘all these^ respects, with the 
carriages used by the principal nations of antiquity. 

He wiU study the national tuber in every possible light— in the 
field, the garden, the market,' the saucepan, the oven, the pie, the 
stew, in their jackets and out of their jackets, and at the table 
alike of the humble cotter and the lofty Duke, 

He wUl wear linen of the finest Irish, always envelope himself 
either in an Ulster” or a “ Connaught,” never stir abroad without a 
stout shillelagh in his hand, and do his best to impart a touch of the 
brogue to his speech. The Ladies of his party wnl encourage home 
manufactures by wearing Irish poplins, iSish lace, Irish gloves, and 
ornaments of bog oak and Irish diamonds. 

He will dine with the Lord Lieutenant, and try the LL. Whiskey. 

He will visit the Lakes of Eillamey, and (on this occasion only) 
blow his own trumpet — ^to test the famous echo. 

He will pay his respects to several disestablished Bishops, Deans, 
and Archdeacons, and satisfy himself, by personal intercourse, as to 
the views and feelings of disendowed Apparitors, Parish Clerks, 
Beadles, and Sextons. 

He wiU kiss the Blarney Stone, and possibly say a few words 
from its summit. 

He wiU make a thorough inspection of the Bound Towers, and 
start an entirely new theory respecting those structures. 

Should he be tempted to deliver any speeches, he will be careful 
to. introduce quotations from Moobe, Loveb, Swift, Sbcebjcdae’, 
CinKRAE-, ^EATTAN, and O’CoisrEEix. 

He will exchange repartees, with those reputed masters of wit and 
humour, the Dublin carmen. 


He will buy Belleek pottery, taste potheen, win smiles from most 
charming girls, listen to “ Saint Patrick's Day^^ be taken to a 
fair, a wake, and a bog, and be shown some encumbered estates, 
some Irish bulls, and some absentees. 

He will satisfy himself that there are no tertiary strata, and no 
venomous reptiles in Ireland. 

He will master the Irish harp, and sing Homeric ballads to its 
accompaniment. 

He will use many packs of post-cards. 

He will write an article, a pamphlet, perhaps a hook on Ireland 
on his return, and 

(As Mr. Punch hopes) he will greatly enjoy his visit, meet with 
the hearty welcome he deserves, stick to his prudent resolution not 
to make political speeches, and so please everybody (including the 
pigs)* 

A WORD FOB WESTMOITASTERIENSIS. 

{SpoTcm in time hy Dn. Busby.) 

SuREXX “ In patriam populumqueV *s the line ? 

Don’t I think of it oft as I wander through Hades r 
Though I ’m told that of late you and others incline 
Just to tack on ** hoe fonts derivata clades ” ! 

How by this though you hint that the plague ’s ou the spot — 

A small fact that sane men won’t believe in a hurry — 

Were I you, I should stick to my motto, and ^ 

Change the old Abbey’s shade for a brick-field in Surrey ! 


Anecdote of ’Arry. 

OuE own ’Abet overheard a Q-entleman remarking that “ Yiotoe 
Hugo’s latest work, JERstoire d^un Crime^ was most interesting.” 
Only partly mastering the meaning of the title, our ’Aeet ex- 
claimed, “’Istory of some Cream J By Jove, I should like to ’ear 
the ’istory of some London Milk I ” 
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SHAKSPEARIAN STUDIES. 


A ltHANaEMEKTS haTe 

"been made by tbe 
Editor of^tbe new 
Magazine, The Year After 
Next^ for the puhlioation of 
the f ollowingBhahspearian 
studies, by some of ^ the 
most eminent histrionic 
artists of the day 
“An Enquiry into the 
Beligious Principles of the 
Second Grave-Digger in 
HamleV^ By Me. J. 
Claeke. 

“On the addresses and 
probable terms of the 
Three Tailors "undone by 
Touchstone^ s extrava- 
gance in You Like 
By Me. Abthue Cecil. 

“Some Eemarks rela- 
tive to the Angelic" Tem- 
per displayed by Peter ^ 
servant to Juliet^ s Nui'se, 
when suffering from the 
Mumps.’^ By Me. J. B. 
Bhcicstone. 

“Who was PilUcock? 
Did Pillieock’s Hill entitle 
the proprietor to be en- 
rolled among ^the landed 
gentry in JSimg Lear's 
time ? ” By Me. Eduae. 

* ‘ The Pedigree of the Egyptian or Gipsy charmer who gave the 
handkerchief to Othello's Mamma.” By Me. Ceeswice. 

“ A Memoir of Humphrey Hour (referred to in Pichard the Third) ^ 
and how it happened that he called the Duchess of York to break- 
fast, with a conjectural menu of the meal in question.” By Mes. 
Bateman. 

“ Some account of Claeibel, Gueen of Tunis, and her popular 
ballads, with a satisfactory Answer to Antonio's question, ‘ How 
should that Claeibel measure us back to Naples?’ in the Tempest," 
By Sir Julihs Benuebict. 

“Extraordinary Hevelations of the Infernal Practices used by 
Mother Prat of Brentford, aunt to Mistress Ford's maid in the Merry 
Wives of Windsor," By Mes, John Wood. 

“Incontrovertible proofs that the Clown in Anthony and Cleo^ 
patra who brought up asps on figs was an ancestor of Me. Frank 
Buckland.” By Mr. Lionel Beoxtgh. 

“ Where Thersites got the talmonds of which his Parrot was so 
fond. A Botanical research into Troilus and Cressida," By Me. 
Jeepeeson. 


A QUESTION OE COLOUR. 

Angelina, What are you reading, Edwin ? 

Bdwin, , ^ ^ Gladstone’s article 

Upon the Colour-Sense.* 

Angelina, I >ye not a particle 

^ Of patience with that man ! 

Fdiom, I dare" say not, 

Few people seem to have. He gets it hot 
From every quarter. But Hs present work 
Is not to slate the Pope or scourge the Turk. 

His talk ’s of tints and colours ; such might be 
Art-gusbers’ “ crack ” at an aesthetic tea. 

Or some sweet She-Symposium’s eager chat 
Over the last Le Follet, 

Angelina, ^ Fancy that ! 

That grim old man go in for aught that ’s nice ? 

That iron mouth, close clenched as any vice, 

Talk about colours ? What has he to say 
About the teintes degradies of the day ? 

J lie like Bismarck-yellow, bottle-green ? 

Fdwin, Humph I I confess, so far as I have seen, 

He does not touch those most important questions. 

: Angehna [scornfully), Otooixx^Ql Just like him I Do not Ms 

1 suggestionst 

Always shoot wide of tjie main point ? No doubt 
He ’d write a book on Beauty, and leave out 
The very name of Bonnets ! 

* In the October Number of The Fimteenth Century. 


Fdwin, . 'Well, he might ; 

Such is male cecity to FasMon’s light, 

Angelina, What does he mean by Colour-Sense ? 

Edtoin, The power 

Of seeing colours. 

Angelina, Nature’s common dower. 

Bdwin, By no means. Homer and his Greeks scarce knew 
Difference ’twixt red and brown, or green and blue. 
Angelina, Absurd I 

Bdwin, Why, Anaxagoras, a great sage, 

Opined that in the very earliest age 
Man had no sense of colour. 

Angelina, Gracious me ! 

Poor things, how awfully horrid ! 

Bdwin [suavely), ^ ^ Well, you see 

It simplified some matters, did it not ? 

One dress would do for all occasions. 

Angelina [staccato), _ _ What ! ! ! 

Oh, that ’s just like a man ! I see it now — 

’Tis Gladstone’s nasty satire ! 

Bdwin, Smooth yop brow. 

The joke was mine— not his. Lie does not jest. 

But fancy, dear, a whole assembly drest 
In monochrome ! 

Angelina, Oh, monstrous ! 

Bdwin, Or a ball 

Where room, and guests, and garments glittered all 
Like Mephistophiles^ in red and black ! 

For to distii^uish tliese was the first knack 
Of crescent Colour-Sense ! 

Angelina [decisively), ^ I don’t believe 

A bit of it. I always pitied Eve 
For her scant wardrobe ; but this notiou adds 
A terror to Antiquity. Such fads 
Amuse a scribbling, science-dallying fellow 
Like Gladstone. Don’t tell me, Sir I 
Bdwin, Red and yellow 

Were next discriminated ; then came blue. 

Fancy the joy when eyes of your own hue 
First gleamed in native azure on the gaze 
Of an enraptured lover ! In his daze 
Of strange delight he must have looked and looked 
Till all was blue. 

Angelina, ^ Though you ’ve adroitly hooked • 

, A compliment upon your theory’s peg, 

I won’t accept it. 

Bdwin, But observe, I beg, 

That Homer of the rainbow spoke as though 
’Twere uniform in colour, which must show— 

Angelina [triumphantly). But wasn’t Homer blind 9 Aha ! 
what geese 

Gladstone and you must he ! 

Bdwin, But 

Angelina [promptly). There, pray oeaso. 

Bdwin [resignedly). Well, well, the modern Iris should be 
drawn 

Polycbromatically ; ne’er was dawn 
So multibued, so subtly graduated. 

Man’s colour-sense has surely culminated 
In FasMon reigning Motley. 

Angelina, You object 

^ To couleurs tendres f 

Bdwin, Nay, when I reflect 

On early days, when every dainty hue 
From drap de neige to serge of navy blue, 

From fawn to pourpre fond, now might mark 
Save as dull interchange of light and dark ; 

When all the world, as Whistler well might say. 

Was a mere symphony in black and grey, 

Why then I swear I do not envy Homer, 

And think the Golden Age a strange misnomer. 

Fancy a Golden Age in which no fellow 
Could teU dull leaden grey from bullion yellow I 
Angelina.^ Horrid to see no difference between 

^ This rose’s crimson and tha,t myrtle’s green ! 

Bdwin, Or, worse, between the violet of your eyes 
And cherry of your lips ! 

Angelina [addressing spaed), ^ He always tries 
^ To end an argument with something — silly. 

Bdwin, Like this ? [Labial susurration,) Ab I from your 
cheek that drives the lily. 

Angelina (archly). But brings no “ coal-black rose P 
Bdwin. ^ JYon, Dieu merci J 

Though Art in “ Black and White ” may taking be, 
Nature, and your sweet sex, in that same guise, 

Would have small charm for colour-cultured eyes. 
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PARIS DURING THE ELECTIONS. 

What they bid Kot Do. 

They did not insult Generals throngk omnil)us -windows, d la Yictor Hugo, 
to the great alarm of their more peaceable f ellow-trayellers. 

They did not set fire to the Elysee, and shoot the Marshal President as he 
attempted to escape from the fiames. 

They did not overturn the Kiosks on the Boulevards, and use them for 
the construction of barricades. 

They did not seize the Grand H6tel, and lower by force all the tariffs. 

They did not surprise the scores of diners at the Splendide Hotel table d'hote, 
and appropriate their much-prized meal to their own uses. 

They did not shoot a single English “Mees,” or insult a veritable “ John- 
buU.» 

They did not treat the English Church as if it were merely a sight to be 
gaped at, and walk about the sacred edifice, laughing and talking, during the 
hours of divine service. 

They did not kill any Eoreigner for doing the same sort of thing at Kotre 
Dame and the Madeleine. 

They did not shoot any High Church Parson in mistake for a Priest. 

They did not pull down the Column in the Place Vend 6 me. 

They did not stop the Diner de Paris and block up the Passage Joufiroy. 

They did not seize Funch and the English newspapers on the score that they 
were immoral. 

They did not steal the cab-horses, nor cut the telegraph wires. 

In fact they did nothing suggestive of a revival of the much-dreaded 
Commune, 

What they Did Do. 

They got up in the morning and went to Church. ^ 

They took (some of them) the early train to Chantilly. 

They drove (others of them) in the Bois de Boulogne_ and Champs Elys^es. 

They walked under the trees and enjoyed the sunshine. 

They recorded their votes in a perfectly regular manner. 

They laughed and chatted, and were the essence of good-nature. 

They (those of them being fathers of families)ftook their households to enjoy 
the usual Sunday dinners at the favourite restaurants. 

They (those of them being engaged) took their respective and prospective 
brides to pleasant walks in the country. 

They (those of them having no domestic ties) seated Tthemselves in their 
customary cafes, and envied in an amiable sort of way the greaterlhappiness of 
their more fortunate fellow countrymen. 

They passed their day perfectly guietly, respectably, and happily. 

They stayed np until two o’clock in the morning, waiting for and reading the 
latest editions of the evening papers. 

In fact, they behaved like a rational, peace-loving people, and utterly falsiffed 
the sinister predictions of the quidnuncs of the En^h Press. 


“WHERE IS THE PHILISTINE?” 

Sir,— Among the light literature provided by Mr. Willing- for passers-by, 
aud the scraps of pathos and hathos m the second column of the daily papers, I 
have been thrilled by one earnest appe^ for informa-fcion as to -Qie present 
haunts of the Philistine. Wiseacres advise me not to trouble my head about 
the matter, as they feel certain that this is only a way of heralding the virtues 
of a new sauce, or sherry, or safe-maker. But I differ with them, and recognise 
in the brief sentence the lamentation of one friend for another. Therefore, 
bein|r iu a position to furnish full details as to the present whereabouts of this 
missing link between the snob and the cad, I hasten to oiffer them through you 
to his sorrowing friend, merely pausing to remark that, if I had lost sight of 
him, and found a region where he was not, I should have exercised the virtue 
of resignation, and taken no active steps for his recovery. 

I saw him only this morning travelliug by the Underground Railway, with 
his dusty boots on the opposite cushion— in close proximity to a Lady’s white 
dress. Last night he was m the pit of one of the theatres, wearing a very tall 
hat, which prevented those behind him from seeing the stage, save when the 
drop-scene was fitfully visible as he nodded his head in time to the orchestra. 
Meanwhile those in front lost the best points in the piece owing to the loud tones 
in which he was disclosing his most private and confidential afiairs to a friend. 
He is to be met -with every day in Iffigh Holborn, staring, in Ladies’ |ac^, and 
■whispering endearments as he passes them. On Sunday he goes ^ St. Paul’s, 
and generally sits in an easy attitude— with his back to the choir, so that he 
may best stare out of countenance any young Lady who finds favour m his eyes. 
He wears a very large snake ring, but modestly veils its glones under yellow 
gloves — ^which might be cleaner. He reads the Daily Telegraph, and regards 
its leaders as magnificent specimens of English. He pores over the second-hand 
gossip of penny-a-liners in the omniscient weekly papers, and quotes it dn the 
authori^ of “ a friend of mine.” « , . i. n . 

But I shall “ no longer seek his errors to disclose j and m return for alltto 
information will merely beg one scrap of satisfaction on this subject of the 
Pbilistiae, “ Where is he nqt ? ” Wbo can t^U your LsrmJiKER ? 


No Dotot of it rer Englaot.— A “Cardinal” Yirtue — Temperance. 


A SHOCKING EXPERIENCE IN TEE LIFE 
OF A GOOD GIRL. 

I PASSED adown the silent street, 

All drenched with rain and driving sleet, — 

I was alone. 

There came from out a window-seat " 

A dreadful kind of plaintive bleat— 

A dismal moan. 



It shocked my ears— there, by the Sea, 
Where all so calm, so pure should be — 

To hear these groans. 

I paused, and listened anxiously ; 

A voice then cried (it seemed to me) 

In mournful tones : 

“ Look out, my Love — look out once more ! 
Perhaps the rain has ceased to pour. 

I long to gaze 

But once upon that wave-washed shore : 

We ’ve never been outside the door 
For five long days ! 

“ For five long weary days we ’ve sat 
And heard the ceaseless pit-a-pat 
()f dropping rain. 

My nose is really worn auite fiat. 

With pressing, day by day, on that 
Comounded pane I 

“ We ’ve read these books just three times o’er, 
And can’t get out to fetch some more. 

I ’m very loath 

To send the girl. 0 ! what a bore I ” 

Just here the voice broke down, and swore 
A Horrid Oath ! 



Adowu that rain-swept street I tore, 

And, shudd’ring, left that heathen’ s door 
He was so wroth I 

That silent street--;that wave-washed shore, 
I’ll n.ev^, never visit more — 

Adieu to both I 
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AN EYE TO THE MAIN CHANCE. 

The Major, ** You ’eb a vbet nice Peliow, Tommy I Don’t most People tell you so ? ” 
Tommy, ** Yes, they does. And they often Q-ives mb something I ” 


THE EASHION EOE FRANCE. 

La Belie Prance loquitur, 

Ha ! they twit me with being a volatile dame, 

As ficMe in love as I ’m changeful in fashion. 

Bah I Their taste is too triste and their temper too tame 
To invent a new mode or to feel a grand passion. 

Ma foi ! here 's a fit that is much to my mind ; 

That it suits me one surely may see at a glance. 

They offer me others— exceedingly Idnd, 

But this, after all, is the Fashion for France I 

Many toilettes^ ’tis true, I have tried in my time ; 

Here ’s one 1 have stuck to for^several seasons. 

Such constancy some may consider a crime, 

But I don’t mean to change it— for various reasons. 

The red is too gaudy, the lily too pale, 

A violet vesture I hate d outrance ; 

All those robes are rococo^ or tawdry, or stale, 

This, d mon avis, is the Fashion for France I 

Scarce so chic or coquette as some costumes, 1 own, 

Yet I think that the whole is in excellent taste. 

My Costumier swears, with a shrug and a groan, 

It’s too short in the skirts, or too loose in the waist ; 

That the tint is too voyant^ the trimming too fine, 

That the cap wholly fails my best charms to enhance ; 

Yet stiU to the cloth and the out I incline. 

And find, on the whole, ’tis the Fashion for France ! 

I am tired of much change. In this dress I ’m at ease. 
And I think it becoming, and likely to wear. 

My Marchands dee Modes may protest, if they please, 
Chaam d son gouty and for theirs I don’t care. 

Would the meddlesome creatures but let me alone, 

They ’d my comfort consult and my fortunes advance. 

To this trim tout eneewMe accustomed I’ve grown. 

And I feel quite convinced ’tis the Fashion for France I 


RAILWAY TALK. 

( What it will come to,) 

First Passenger, G-ood morning. Sir. May I ask what you have 
in that large box ? 

Second Passenger, Certainly. A box of surgical instruments, I 
find them most useful after a collision. 

First Passenger, A wise precaution. I am sorry to say that I 
have been disappointed of my usual travelling companion. 

Second Passenger, I presume you allude to your wife. 

First Passenger, No ; I mean my Doctor. 

Second Passenger, Ah, to he sure. By the way, have you seen 
this little work — Railway Athletics ; or^ How to he Thrown Out of a 
Firsts Class Carriage in Thirty Different Ways without being Killed f 

First Passenger, An excellent idea. They are very attentive on 
tils line. 

Second Passenger, Yes, they always devote half a dozen trucks to 
the conveyance of hearses. So comforting to the survivors, don’t 
yon know. ^ 

First Passenger, Yery nice feeling, indeed. 

Second Passenger, Oh yes, the Directors are most humane. They 
only appoint men in the last stages of consumption to the posts of 
engine-drivers, stokers, and guards. 

First Passenger, I see; so that a collision only anticipates 
matters a little, poor fellows ! 

Second Passenger, Precisely. May I offer you a patent buffer ? 
You will find it very useful when our carriage is converted into a 
telescope. 

First Passenger, Thank you very much.. You think we shall 
have an accident to-day ? 

Second Passenger, I am afraid so ; there has been no serious 
smash smee the day before yesterday. Will you kindly give me 
my leaping-pole ? 

First Passenger, Here 'it is. 

Second Passenger, I am afraid I must say good-day to you. At 
this point the train always leaves the line. 

{^Scene closes in, in the customary manner. 


A DECIDED PEEFEEENCE. 

Peakcb {swvet/ing herself *« <* Looking-Glass). » AETBR ALL, THIS STILL SUITS ME BEST, AND I MEAN TO -WBAE IT, 
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on tick, of course. Bad 
shooting, missed every bird. Tipped the Keeper a fiver. Awful 
swell, the Keeper, tabes nothing under “ paper.” Had to give the 
boy who loaded my second gun half a sov. Splendid dinner — sat 
down five-and-twenty. Sent a bouquet to Lady Ida. Came from 
Covent Garden by express. Dirt cheap— only thirty shillings, in- 
cluding carriage. Played Pool after dinner. ^ By Joye ! how the 
men seem to know the table ! — ^five shilling lives. Starred every 

t ame— never took a life. Hand unsteady. Must do as the others 
0, you know. Got to bed with John’s help— remember tipping 
him at the door of my bed-room. Late at breakfast. Subscrip- 
tion for Village Kitnal— had to give a guinea ; looked quite small 
by the other subs. Bazaar in the Vicarage. Awfully jolly girls— 
regular bandits ! Cleaned, me nearly dry. But I got a lovely pen- 
wiper, which Mamma will accept with delight. Too wet atter- 
wards to go out, Sat in and played “ Hapoleon,” ITever held a 
card— lost all I had. Obliged to borrow a fiver (four-fifths of 
which went in tips to the servants and the rest) to pay my fare 
home. Must economise this Term, or the Governor will cut up 
rusty. Awfully expensive, but deuced jolly life I 


THE PLEASURES OF THE CHACE- 

, 0 ^ V s ^ ' N A Cambridge friend of 

c'. ' N\;> ' , O ours has just finished up 

the “ Long ” with a week’s 
N amusement at Lord Swel- 

N LiNGPonn’s place, Castle 
■ C’ol<i<i^st, where the son 

does^not degend upon Ms 

able to afiord much aristq- 
cratic ilHassement for Ms 




KITUALISTB AKD EELIC3. 

The Church of England can at any rate claim one r^ic. It is a 
portion of the stake believed to have been used at the cremation of 
the living Bishop Hoopes in the reign of beneficent Queen Maet. 
Bat the Church of England has not claimed this relic in the sense of 
asking to have it. The memorial of Hooper’s martyrdom has, 
according to a contemporary, been purchased ,by the two Mem- | 
bers for Gloucester, Mr. Monk and Mr. Wait, associated with a 
few other gentlemen who helped to contribute the sum needful, 
and it will be preserved in the Gloucester Museum. But is that the 
place for it ? 

In letting the remainder of Hooper’s stake get into lay hands, 
what an opportunity has been missed by advanced Kitualists ! It 
would be a happy advance on their present advancement if some 
one of their Clergy would, in addition to vestments, incense, wafers 
and the like in his Church, establish a reliquary. The meoe of 
charcoal above specified would have served capitally for me first 
deposit in such a receptacle ; for the Kitualists, whatever they may 
think of Hooper, belong to the Church which considers Mm a 
martyr, and stand condemned by the other Church that declares 
both Mm and them heretics. A Kitualist Eeliquary might be 
enriched by degrees. Persecution in these days, to be sure, will not 
provide Eitualists with anything like a piece M a stake to > 
but sufferers by prosecution under the Public wormm Act, though 
not exactly martyrs, will, as constituting a sort of Confessors m a 
kind of way, have plenty of citations, summonses, aud^monitiop 
which have been served upon them, to exMhit as attestations of j^e 
legal torture they have undergone. ^ And amongst the ^l^s of this 
kind of Confessors there might possibly be somewMoh Father 
fessors in particular could contribute j namely, the wMps and sticks 
they have been cruelly chastised with by gentlemen who caught 
them in drawing-rooms at private theatricals, playing The Fnest 
in AhsolutionJ^ 


DISAPPEIEPOINTMENT. 

Why has the American Minister left so suddenly? TMs question 
is answered by one of his compatriots, as follows ; — 

Mr. Editor, Sir, 

I RECKON you, as a man of sense, don’t want to be informed 
why the Representative of our irrepressible Star-spangled Rag has 
left your heaven-forgotten country to fits and consumption. Ko, 
Sir I I’ve a notion you’ve been in our splendid country, and you 
have interviewed for your own personal satisfaction the grand men 
and pretty women of our D-Mted States. Your paper is some cun- 
ning, I guess, and we can laugh over our cousins in your columns, 
and find sport in the Britisher along with you, Sir. But, Sir, 
it ain’t for one moment doubtful why our Honourable Rep bas 
extinguished the light of Ms glorious countenance in your little 
island. 

Ho man who has brains in his head, and sane mother-wit in his 
constitution, could sit down long in tMs village of yours, and absorb 
! many Sundays with a serene mind or an unruffled physiognomy. ^ 

I Buck-wheat cakes or green corn are luxuries yon know notMng 
about, so ’s fish-balls ; and it is not to be expected, in an old worn- i 
out country like yours, that innovations are to be attempted in the 
culinary art. Hot new baked bread is a misdemeanour, and hot 
rolls a mortal sin, on a Sunday, and may^ only “ shine by their 
absence,” and no well-regulated American digestion can be satisfied 
I with dry bread and toast on any morning, he it Sunday ox no. Ho, 
Sir I I, for one, would prefer hot bread and the back woods to all 
your Morris decorations, when mixed up with the malignant melan- 
choly of a London Sabbath. 

Where are your letters ? Hot to be delivered ? Where are your 
papers ? Only in the Clubs ? What, in faet,^ is left for a stranger 
in your town on a Sunday hut misery and suicide ? 

Oar Rep, Sir, cares for his personal comfort, and has no notion of 
cutting his political career short by a lightning swoop over Waterloo 
Bridge parapet. So he skedaddles. Why, suttainly ; and so will 
your well-wisher, Mr. Editor, K. Dioos, Consulate. 


SERVICE REWARDED. 


Balaclava hero, newspapers announce that Private James Malanty, 
late of the 13th Hussars, recently died at Leeds. Mr. Maianty, 
according to a reporter, was one of the light cavalry brigade who 
‘rode into the valley of death’ on the morning of the 25th of 
October^ 1854.” He was also one of the three who volunteered, 
along with Riding-Master Joseph Malone, to capture an escort oi 
the enemy’s cavalry and the baggage they were conveying to Sebas- 
topol. For tMs act of daring Mr. Malone was presented with the 
Victoria Cross ; and no doubt Mr. Malanty’ s participation in the 
exploit was considered in the allotment of the liberal retiring 
aRowanee which he lived to enjoy, but of course also to cost his 
country, four years, On the 20th of January, 1873, after twenty- 
seven years of service, ^ Mr. Malanty got rude donatus. He was 
I discharged from Ms regiment with a pension of no less than Is. 3c?. a 
day. Regarded as a return for value received, the magnitude of 
Ibis sum, however considerable, will hardly he deemed excessive. 
It is necessary that inducements should he field out to enlistment in 
an army entirely formed of and recruited by volunteers. One of 
the most efiectual of those attractions is perhaps the prospect of an 
adequate provision for old age* And the veteran past work, but 
having as much as Is. 3c?. a day to live upon, can live in comfort, if 
not in luxury, and thoroughly enjoy Ms otium cum dignit^te^ if only 
his pension is considerately supplemented by Ms parish with a 
sufflciency of out-door relief. 


TREACLE AND BEER. 

At Lambeth Police Court one day last week, a beershop deeper, 
named Dean, was summoned by the Inland. Revenue Board for 
having in his possession, on his licensed premises, a quantity, 
namely about two quarts, of treacle as a substitute for malt, by 
' which he had rendered himself liable to a penalty of £200. His 
I Solicitor having urged in Ms defence that he had no intention ot 
I using the treacle for the purpose of adulteration, the defendant was 
fined in the mitigated penalty of £50, the lowest that could be 
imposed by the Magistrate, who, however, recommended the case 
for further reduction. Beershop-keepers beware Mind how you 
keen contraband of liauor to be drunk on the premises. What shall 


least £50 for having been in the possess 
treacle ? “He dearly rued molasses, 0 1 ” 
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THAT LASS TOWERY ^S. 

By the Authors of Several other Things^ 

Chapteil III. — “ Meet me in the LaneP 
The Keverend Thomas Tzet and ITegus Baecrow seated them- 
selyes in the patent bucket, Emma Beeeib stood aboYe, with her 


“ Oil dn for yo now I ” cried the man, raising his deadly weapon. 
Emma held np her hands instinctively. 

“Wot!” she cried, horrorstruok. “Wot I! Iz ’t yo! Ovd 
Feether!!”* 


nonsenz aboot, thiz iz,” she said, pausing for a second in her work, 

“ boot itz ar lass az f etohns -- 

nm onnyow.” 

Then she went at it with 
a will, turning it so vio- 
lently that the bucket 
nearly flew up in the air 
at the mouth of the pit, 
and would have sent its 
occupants flying, but for 
the Old Engineer, who 
seized her wrist, and held 
on to the chain. 

“Woa! E mma ! ” cried 
the Old Engineer, 

“Owd Ingineer,” she 
returned, “Yo let me ar- 
lown, an’ oil let yo arlown.’ ’ 

“But, my dear gal,” 

; expostulated the httle 
Curate, guite out of breath, 
with his rapid ascent. 

“ Littul Parson ! ” she 
exclaimed. “Fur ar lit- 
tulpops o’ ar mon loike 
thee, yo ’s thur beeggust 
foo’ oi nose onnywares, Zo 
get out, littul Parsun, or 
oil woipe thee orf th’ faze o’ 
th’ urth wi’ thiz eer kole- 
skewp, Yo let me arlown, 
an’ ou let yo arlown.” 

“ Good night,” said the 
little ^ Curate, nervously, 
and disappeared. 

** Mayn’^t I have the 
pleasure of seeing you 
home?” asked the Young 


home?” asked the Young 
Engineer, uncovering to 
Emma with as grave a 
courtesy, as thoue^h she 
had been the finest lady in 
the land. 

“ Nay;,” she replied, as a 
faint guick colour mantled 
on her cheek, and she gave 
him a not ungracious dig 
in the ribs with her hand- 
some forefinger. This ac- 
tion on her part caused 
him to repeat his bow 
rather sooner than he had 
intended. Still his move- 
ment was not without a 
certain guiet dignity. 

“Oil zee thee farther 
fust, an’ then ar wanna,” 
blushingly. “ Zo theer ! 
young Ingineer.” 

“ No offence,” said the Young Engineer, as, bending to the ground, 
he laid his hand on his heart, and sighed heavily. 

“ Wortz th’ marter wi’ yo, yo foo’ ? ” asked EmmAj with all a 
woman’s gentle instinct. 

“_^Notlmg,”he answered, turning away politely, and then remem- 
berag that she had been brought up at the mines, and would 
understand a professional answer, he explained, “ I was only taking 
a lode off what I call my minedJ*^ 

Then he strode away. 

She watched him long after he was 'out of sight. Then she 
wrapped her shawl about her, and pondering over the Young Engi- 
neers joke, walked wearily away. 

As she tamed the comer of the road, a dark, cruel, lurching 
ng^e slunk out before her from beneath the shadow of the hedge, 
and contronted her with a threatening gesture from the heavy knob- 
stick he swung to and fro in his grimy hand* 


Chapter IY . — The Mill in the North Country^ 

She knelt before him in the moonlight. 

Dait Beeeie’s formidable knob-stick was just about to descend 
on the handsome, upturned face of his daughter — such matters were 
of everyday occurrence in Swiggin — when the weapon was whirled 
through the air, and a strong hand was laid on the brute’s shoulder. 
Shrieking a curse, Dan Bebeie turned on the man who had dared 

to interfere with his even- 

' " ing’s amusement. 

It was Negus Baeceow, 
the Young Engineer. 

“Yo domm’d dummer- 
tailed bolthead,” roared 
Dan Beeeie, fiercely. 
“ Yo yung poopy-eur snig- 
snagged boier I oil jewdy 
tbee putty tupped naws, 
an giv yo sicoan shuv i’ 
th’ oi, as yo ’ll reccomem- 
ber fur iwur, domm’d av 
oi doon’t, th’ oi gows t’ 
gallus fur’t ! ” 

And he sprang on him 
with a ferocity that would 
have sent into the second 
week of the middle of the 
year after next (counting 
from the date of his receiv- 
ing the blow) any man less 
physically powerful than 
Negus Barcrow, 

Emmy raised a loud 
cry. 

“Afyt! afyt! T’ owd 
feether’s fytin an’ millin 
Yung Ing’neer ! Coom an, 
av yo be coomini tiz ar 
reel beet o’ jam, tiz ! ” 

And sbe clapped her 
hands together, crying, 
“Gow’t, Yung Ing’neer. 
Gow ’t t’ owd feether ! ” 
and, as one or the other 
got the worst or best of it, 
her interest in the struggle 
never flagged, but with all 
a woman’s tenderness she 
would compassionate the 
sufferer, and exclaim, 

“ Yo ’s gat ar narsty un 
an t’ smeller, Y’ung Ing- 


’neer ! Ar ’s poot yer 
peepers into moornin’, 
t ’owd feether ! ” 

In less than five minutes 
aU Swiggin was aroused, 
and out to see the fight. 
They were fond of sport, 
and laid their bets freely. 
The two men were evenly 
matched in everything but 
science, and there Negus 
Baeceow had, as the 
miners afterwards ex- 
pressed it, “seex t’fower 
t’best o’t.” But at the time they did not know what was the exact 
state of the odds. 

* Our Special Commissioner yith a dictionary has not yet returned from 
the North, nor has he sent us either a line or a telegram. He was sent there 
to inguire into the dialect and the character of the people as represented in 
this story. ^ Perhaps Miss Bose Leolbro, who is now performing most 
admirably in Xisi, would kindly look in one morning and give us her opinion 
on the subject. Need we say we should be only too delighted to profit by her 
experience. — ^E d. 

Extract from Letter of the three Co-Authors of the New Trovineial Novel 
(hmpany Ximitedf toi the Editor,— We say! isn^'t it going on capitally? 
Here’s your flue fresh .dialect, eh? Post the tin, sagacious Eedaetewr^et 
croyez en nous jamais, as we say in Old Gaul. Neyer was such local 
colouring, eh ? Worth all the money I And then the Curate ! that fetches 
the Sunday readers. No harm where there ’s a Cuprate. 

“ Yours ever, Co-Authors.” 
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The Rev. Mr. Hoakseb Babcell, the Yicar of Swiggin, looked 
out of his bed-room window. Being in his simpljr embroidered rohe 
de nuit, it ocourred to him that this woxild look like a surplice, pd 
so, as it were, officially arrayed, he might vastly improve the occasion. 

“ My Christian brethren,” he began, extending his hands towards 
the crowd outside his garden hedge, “let dogs delight^to bark and 
bite ” 

But at this moment a lump of sloshy mud and coal-dust, 'thrown 
with well-directed aim by Em Beebie, caught him full in the most 
open part of his open'countenance. _ He retired to bed with a some- 
what anxious expression, and his wife shut the^ window.^ 

“You don’t understand these people,” said his niece Anice 
S oBTXGAL, through the partition .wall that divided their sleeping 
apartments. . i 

Re did not. His little Curate did^ and remained in his little 
house, in his little bed, in which his little housekeeper had tightly 
tucked him up. 

Meanwhile the fight was furious. Negus inwardly regretted that he 
had ever been mixed up with such unlicensed spirits. Beebie stood 
biH ground stoutly. In spite of all his science, Negtjs felt that a mull 
could be made, even with the materials he had at command. Beebie, 
accustomed to deal with huge (luartz in the mine, saw, in aiming a 
blow, where his pints were to tell. He was as used to coming to 
blows as he was to going to tap. He had withim him Courage Entire. 
But this was not enough. Negus was strong, and at first was very 
hot ; hut "becoming cooler and cooler under repeated blows, he stirred 
himself for one supreme effort. The result was a tremendous 
crash, and Bbebie’s head went off at a single blow, and he lay 
grovelling in the dust. 

It was not the first time by many that Bah Beebie had lost his 
head. The rough colliers put it on again for him, hut not as it had 
been before. 

“ T’owd feether’s ’ ead’s toom’d,” said Emmt, as she led him 
home walking backwards all the way. Before she went, she 
addressed herself to Negus Babcbow in tibese words 


I “ Av yo wunt onnythiu’ dun fur yo ar ’ t ’ onny toim, yo cum to 
I Em;Beebie, moind tha’, an yo’U zee wot yo’ll git fur leekin t’owd 
I feether.” 

“ You do not blame me ? ” he asked her in a low voice. 

“ ’Appeu oi dunna blaym nun fur leekin t’owd feether, yo leest 
ov arl,” she replied, dropping her lovely eyes far more often than 
I she dropped her lovely “ h’s,” and speaking with an unaccountable 
i tenderness in her voice. 

He bent over her hand, and kissed it. 

“ Yo munna doo thart,” she said, simply, as, with her disengaged 
hand, she gave him a reminder which rang in his ear long after the 
sound of her voice had died away from it. 

So they parted. 

“ Yung Irg’neer ’s coortin th’ lass,” and “ Tha’ there Negus iz 
sweet an Em Beebie,” were the comments of the sharp-tongued 
Swiggin folk as they retired to rest. 

Were they right "t or was it Ahice Sobtigal of whom Negus was 
thinking, as he staggered away down the dark lane ? 

(Yo he continued ^ 


Othello’s Occupation’s Grone.” 

The Yestrymen had said “ Relendu est CremoTna^^ and now, o’er 
Mrs. Simpsoh’s property is written “ Troja fuiV^ Mr. Baum, the 
late Manager of these disestablished Gardens, sits, like Mabtus (not 
of the Strand Theatre, hut the ancient Roman, his ancestor) among 
the ruins, wearing a suit of sables, explaining to 
“ Any one who asks him 
The reason why he wears it,” 

that he has adopted the costume of a Cre-mourner. 0 Chelsea ! 
O mores I 

A Teetotal Sohg. — “ Drink to me only with thine ice?^ 
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QUESTIONS FOR TRAVELLERS. 

(Coming Home.) 

Jn Italy. 

\ E if you cannot ^et a very 
good idea of Yeniee by put- 
ting your kead in a wasp^s 
nest and floating down the 
Regent’s Canal ? The slings 
of the flrst will faintly sug- 
gest the bites of the mos- 
quitos, and the atmosphere 
of the latter will feebly re- 
call the glories of the Hialto. 

If you visit the Italian 
Picture Calleries, is it not 
: as well to choose a Guide 
who objects to garlic ? 

On the whole, does a Guide 
tell you more than your 
guide-book ? 

Does the fact that the 
Guides of Milan wear chim- 
ney-pot hats and gloves 
when on duty compensate 
for the drawback that they 
^ ■ are all so imperfectly ac- 

quainted with the English 
language that you cannot possibly understand them ? 

Is the Lago Maggiore so ver^ much finer than the Serpentine ? 

Do not both look very much alike hy moonlight— especially the 
Serpentine ? . . 

Is it worth while to he jostled and jumped about in a carnage 
over the Simplon for the sake of seeing a few tints and inspecting 
Brigue from various altitudes ? 

When you have seen the Inns at Duomo Dossola, and have 
exclaimed “How Italian!” do you notice anything else in Italy 
particularly characteristic of the country ? ^ 

Is it any wonder that you never find organ-grinders in the land of 
their birth P , . i ' 

Is it not a proof of national amiability that Italian shop-keepers, 
when detected in gross fraud, reoeiye your imperfectly expressed 
abuse with bland smiles ? 

After seeing Home and its obelisks, can you care verg much about 
the site of Cleopatra's Heedle ? 

Ilinus the Art Galleries, the scenery, the Palaces, the Cathedrals, 
and the shops, would Italy he worth seeing ? ^ 

This granted, can’t you see the Art Galleries and the other &cs,, 
in any photographer’s shop without leaving your native Strand ? 

Eir Eotjte yob Londont, 

■When you are not able to stay in Paris, does not the Ereneh capital 
look more inviting than ever f 

Bo you not "hate the man in evening dress who is smoking bis 
cigar and looking at the theatre-bills, in the courtyard of the Grand 
Hotel, as you enter your remise bound for the station ? 

Is a bundle of umbrellas and sticks much improved by a couple of 
alpenstocks? 

Are the three hand-bags belonging to your wife as convenient to 
her as they are certainly inconvenient to you ? 

Having left Paris bathed in sunshine, is it pleasant to find 
Boulogne drenched in rain ? 

Is it particularly delightful to he detained at a French watering- 
place out of the season for three days, when you might have stayed 
on in Paris had you only known the state of the weather ? 

Does not your bitterness reach its climax when the man in the 
only English newspaper shop you can find in Boulogne tells you 
that you may not purchase a Times in advance, hut must take your 
chance with the other customers ? 

When you at last venture on hoard the boat, are you pleased to 
find that sunshine and a white crested sea do not mean a calm 
passage ? 

And, finally, when you are utterly bored with foreign parts and 
the discomforts of travel, do you not come to the conclusion that, 
after all, there is no place like home ? 


A BAUD BOR BUCKMASTER. 

Poetical Mb. Punch, ^ ^ , 

As the late Mr. Wbig-ht, performing Muster Grimiidge in 
Green Bushes^ said— “ Things isn’t as they used to was.” Among 
those things may be specially mentioned potatoes. They are not 
the things they were in the pre-potato -blight period. Where are 
the red-nosed kidneys of our youth? Echo answers, “youth!” 
nevertheless, the first time for ages, I have just eaten some really 
very good potatoes, and feel impelled hy gratitude to record the 
[fact. Others of the same sample had proved indifierent. But 
those others had been “ steamed.” The rest were cooked after the 
manner prescribed in a lecture delivered hy Mb. Buckuiaster, 
For the benefit of the many, I have ventured to versify that truly 
great Teacher’s recipe for 

PLAin BOILED POTATOES. 

“ Hoiv d’ ye like your Haters done ? ” 

Howe’er done, of course done well. 

Learn then, how to do, my son, 

Bommes de terre au natureL 

Choose your tubers, with good heed, 

Of a size and of a sort ; 

Different sizes difference need, 

In the boiling, long or short. 

Sernb them clean, but peel them not ; 

Let not knife go nigh their skin ; 

Pack them, ready for the pot. 

Tight as possible therein. 

In a quart of water throw 
A teaspoonful of salt, and pour 

On your tubers, till they show, 

J ust each eye the water o’er. 

Bring them to a boil ; so brought, 

For a simmer set them by. 

When you think them soft, your thought 
With a probing skewer try. 

If you find them tender, boil 
A moment, and then strain the lot ; 

Cover with a cloth awhile, 

Then to table send them hot. 

The foregoing poem, if not exactly worth a laurel crown, may 
perhaps be allowed to deserve a wreath of garden-stuff intertwisted 
with cabbage-leaves, carrots, and specimens of Irish wall-fruit. In 
relation to the latter, permit me to subscribe myself 

Your most obedient and humble Servant to command, 

Philo-Murpiiy, 


A TALE OP TITLES. 

(A Bream of tM Athcoicemii AdvertisemeiU Columns.) 


By tbe Elbe, 

One Golden Summer, 
It Might Have Been 
Two Years Ago, 

Cr^s the Carrier, 

A Woman-Hater, 
Wooed and Won 
Madcap Yiolet, 

His Second Wife, 
Against Her Will. 

Did She Love Him ? 
As Long as She Lived, 


Held in Bondage, 

She Trod the Thorny Path, 
South by East, — 

A Year in South Africa, — 
Five Years in Bulgaria ; — 
Through France and llel- 
gium,— 

With Haij) and Crown, 
Storm-Driven, 

Crying for Revenge. 

What He Cost Her ! 

What She Came Through ! 


Books— Buckram Suits,” 

Shaxspeahe. 

At the Conference of Librarians a paper was read “ On Buckram 
as a Binding Material.” We will make the able writer a present of 
an appropriate name for the style of binding which he advocates — 
let it be called the “ FalstafE ” binding. 


The Potato Worfolk-Howard. 

the entrance to the South Kensington Museum there have , ^ ^ 

been placed four drawings of the Colorado Beetle in its different 'wills s new hi^obx. 

stages, magnified* As are this vagabond’s dimensions, thns depicted, Hrur^ Lme Notes. — England in the JDasse, &c., has yielded to 

so, hy some accounts, is the alarm which he has excited. But, be Amy Eolbsart. Mr. Chattebton having already said something to 
that as it may, let nobody who captures him give him any more the effect that Shabspeabe spells Ruin, and Bybon Bankruptcy, 
quarter than Bashi-Bazouks and Cossacks give one another. now adds that Wills spells TronHs, 
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GOOD NEWS OF NEDDY. 

T\/r B[ on:^ee, 

1 VI Times is gone by, Ser, 

XT A ^ Coav cood Injoy tHe 
intelectial Entertanement 
A in^a Jtmdim Subbab^of be- 

mince fermiUier woice of 
^ ^ Muggins a cryin ‘ ‘ Tnp- 

no^Crrtle^ to Sani- 
we sban’t^ never see sitcli 
/xy . Sowsomdever iifr^-Pz^pzcA 

donkeys is riz, tbo dlffem’t 

Q Jo Muggins on Hs Laddar. 
'Ho doubt^nt^wot yo^ can 

buzznm we^at littery 

-x7 Mount Plezzant paradise 

Eoe i redd tbe Passidge i 
Now coppy from the times — 

“High-priced Donkeys. — The price of male donkeys in Poiton ranges 
from J6200 to £400. The one belonging to Mr. Sunderland, Ooombe, ! 
Croydon, first prize at the Dairy Show, cost £300.” 

When I redd this ear my Art as^ it wear lep up and which yon ’ll 
HeddUy cunsieve wen i Menshun i ’m the Appy properiorator of a 
i donky i’U bak at enny donky-sho agin are anuther i Nose. In the 
words of a wunce poplar Song witch IT ser in coarse are famillier i 
Mite allmost say as 

“ i keeps a reglar tare and flare np 
Moak wot cost eleven bob.” 

onely Mine cost a litel moar than that rayther modderat Surnm but 
nott so verry mutch neither. And now to find myself Blest with 
sitch a treasur as a Hass wot praps may be wuth from £300 to £400. 
my ownly dout is wot to do with im, e bein a jackhass i shood tell 
yer Ser, and wether ide Beter try and sel im or putohus a help meet 
for im and go in for donky-biedin, in coarse that depends on ow mutch 
tood cost Me to by Eddard a Angyleener. Meanwues i ve the Sattis- 
f action to no i ve got a Ass of the Clarse A won. 

Ser, there’s a nobel Lord, vritohe goes About doin good and is 
DeKte is to permoat the appiness of is feller oreters. Ser, i ope and 
trust that are Nobehnan Is at this momint injoyin the same appy 
feelins as i Do consarnin is Donky. TJ, ser, recolex ow me and 
others of our umbel but Useful Callm not long a^e presented a 
testymonial in the Shape of a Moddle Donky to the Herl of SsAyrs- 
BEEUT. It wosen’t the Yalley of the gift at the time but so mutch 
as that ’s Increesed it ’s bound to m^e is Lordshipp waUey that 
wallyable hanimle All the Moar. Ser i ope lord ShaeteesbeEet’s 
donky is stH alive and kickin i was goin to Say, but Won’t for ^ 
Hobvions Raisons. 

Ser, a Ass that ’ll fetch £300 or moar ain’t one of them Asses yer , 
Nose so menny of yer ’d like to By at yure Prize and Sel at their 
home. Donkeys wot costs all that mxinny may old up their Eds , 
along with wot’s inwidyus called that Noble hanimle the Oss, and 
no more hojus caparisons. In coarse donkys will soon be road in 
Rotting Ro, do]Ay races won’t be no more the wulgar things they . 
used to be thort, and iu a yere or so there ’U he donky derbys and ' 
numaxkets and goodoods. Mr, Punch, ser, i ’m sure that mCst of 
your uther Correspondents must feel theirselves partioklarly flaterd . 
to find Donkys a lookin up so, besides your obegiant umbel sutyent, 

WhiHAM Coestee. 

P.S. Ser, did yer hever see a Donkey with a nosebag on ? We 
shal soon. —=====— -=======^^ 

I'renclx Polish. 

Eiection, we all know, is a synonym for “ choice ; ” but the Erench 
languag^ at ^e^twn-time isjcnyt^g but ^ witneM the i 

What a nosegay of the strongest, if not sweetest fiowers of speech ! 
might be gathered in the columns of Ze Paps / Among the politest ' 
nation in the world, what a pattern of politeness is M. Paul be 
Cassagwac I Certairilyj whether meant to stir the people to reyolt . 
or not, it cannot be denied that Hs language is revolting. I 


LIBERTY AND HER LOYERS. 

PRBxcHMAy [ardently], I love thee I 

Liberty [sadly]. Neither wisely nor too well, 

I fear. 

Frenchman, Doubt from thy lips is doubly barbed I 
Have I not proved my passion ? 

Liberty, It may be ; 

But never yet thy faith. With thee I feel 
As Marguerite o’er her blossom : leaf by leaf 
I pluck : “Be loves me — nay, he loves me not.” 

But perfect love is perfect trust, and tbou _ 

Wouldst clasp, but canst not confidently cling, 

Wouldst woo my smile, but darest not bravely share 
Its benediction with the brotherhood 
Of all who gaze upon the common sun. 

Ereedom is no man’s mistress, but a Q,ueen 
Whom all true knightly hearts may purely serve 
In self-forgetting love and loyalty. * 

Frenchman, But, Oueen, they would betray thee ; they malign, 
And have misjudged thee ! 

Liberty, ’Tis the general cry 

Of every clamorous claimant for the right 
To my most private and exclusive favours. 

Frenchman, To slay the false Duessa is true service 
To the right Sovereign. 

Liberty, If each man’s view, 

Partial and pnrblind, of my changeless person. 

Be a Duessa to all gazers else ; 

If each hot champion of his own desire 
Projected in my image fiercely tilt 
Against all rival semblances, ’twill be 
A spectral tourney, where the lists’ true Q,ueen 
Sits lone as Aethub at his Table Round, 

When all his fellowship of Knights had gone 
To follow wandering fires. 

Frenchman [hotly]. The traitors ! 

Liberty [calmly). Ay ! 

But bHndly so. And thou ? 

Frenchman, I ’d not betray thee 

To buy Napoleon’s glory. 

Liberty, Then haye faith ; 

And fear not for thy neighbour or thy foe 
The dower thou desirest ; for my gifts 
Are general largesse, not a straitened shower 
Eor any private Q-oshen. Where they fall 
They purify as surely as enrich. 

I am my own best safeguard ; churlish stint, 

Or fearful and suspicious portioning, 

Foils the fruition full of Freedom’s seed, 

Whose husbandry is no man’s private charge, 

But the prerogative of Faith and Time. 


TRIAL BY JURY 5 OR, HOW IT’S DONE I 

The Jury then retired to consider their verdict. 

* * ★ * * 

Foreman, Well, G-entlemen, what shall it be ? For the Defendant 
or the Plaintiff ? I say for the Plaintiff— damages £1000. 

Ku 7 nber Two, Nonsense ! you mean the Defendant. He was in 
the right, and nothing shall make me give in if I stay here all night. 

Humber Three, Don’t say that. Because I have a dinner-party 
at seven ! 

H^umher Four, And I promised my wife to be back by six. 

Number Five, I say ditto to Mi, Foreman. Only make it a 
fartbia^ damages. Nothing shall move me from that ! 

Number Six, Which was the Plaintiff ? 

Number Seven, Why, the one who refused to pay the biU, don’t 
you know. 

Number Fight, Lor’ bless me, I thought he was the Defendant ! 

Number Nine, Come, Oentlemen, it’s getting late. Make up 
your minds. I don’t care whioh. you give it for ; in fact I thought 
both sides in the wrong. 

Number Ten, Did you? I thought both sides in the right. 

Number Fleven, It ’s no use talking. I tell you I mean to stick 
to the Defendant. 

Number Twelve, And 1 to the Plaintiff. Damages £1000. Not 
a penny less, mind you,, not a penny less J , 

Foreman, I see, &entlemen, we must decide it in the usual way, 
I will toss the shilling, if you will he good enough to cry Heads or 
T^s. 

* * * * * 

The Jury returned after a few minutes’ absence. Verdict for the 
Plaintiff— damages forty shillings. 
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REASONS EOR GOING TO BRIGHTON. 

Cynic who stays in London,) 

Becaxtse “ everybody” is there, and it is consequently so pleasant 
to see St. John^s Wood, Bayswater, and even Belgrravia, so well repre- 
sented on the Esplanade. 

Because the shops in the Ring’s Road are nearly as good as those 
to be found in Regent Street. 

Because the sea does not always look like the Thames at Green- 
wich in a fog. 

Because some of the perambulating Bands play very nearly in 
tune. 

Because the Drive from the Aquarium to the New Pier is quite a 
mile in length, and only grows monotonous after the tenth turn. 

Because watching fish confined in tanks is such rollicking fun. 

Because the Hebrews are so numerously represented on the Green. 

Because the Clubs are so inexpensive and select. 

Because the management of the Grand is so very admirable. 

Because it is so pleasant to follow the Harriers on a hired hack in 
company with other hired hacks. 

Because the half-deserted Skating Rihks are so very amusing. 

Because it is so nice to hear second-rate scandal about third-rate 
people. 

Because the place is not always being visited by the scarlet fever. 

Because it is so cheerful to see the poor invalids taking their 
morning airing in their bath-chairs. 

Because the streets are paraded by so many smart young gentle- 
men from the City. 

Because the Brighton belles look so ladylike in their quiet UlsterB 
and unpretending hats. , ‘ ^ 

Because the suburbs are so very cheerful in the winter, particu- 
larly when it snows or rains. 

Because on every holiday the Railway Company brings down 
such a very nice assortment of excursionists to fill the streets. 

Because Brighton in November is so very like Margate in July. 

Because, if you did not visit Brighton, you might so very easily go 
farther and fare worse. 


PICKINGS FROM PAPERS. 


uouJECTiraE may possioiy supply omissions wnion render tne 
following extract from the Market Marhorough Advertiser's report 
of a “ School Treat ” at Great Bowden slightly obscure : — 

“Preceded by their respective banners, the girls and boys marched in 
procession through the villap, kindly lent, as usual, by John Ch^tbb, Esq., 
containing upw’ards of fifty infants.” 

The infants were contained not, of course, in a village lent by 
Mr. Cjecatbe, hut probably in a van, which followed the procession 
of hoys and girls. 

The Sporting and Dramatic News must have puzzled most of its 
readers, by stating Gaxe the pedestrian to have erroneously been 
described as of Cardiff by the uninitiated,” he, Gai^e, “ having been 
born in Clerkenwell, and at ;^resent a native of Penarth.” Perhaps 
Mr. Gaxe is at present a citizen of Penarth, which circumstance 
would not be incompatible with the fact that he is, at the same time, 
a native of Clerkenwell. 

Strikers and Haulers. 

Thebe have been reports of want of skill on the part of the 
foreign stonemasons engaged by Mr. BtjIiL for the New Law Courts. 
These reports are coutradictea : and it is now declared that the 
Germans, in particular, are excellent hands at */ mauling.” Let us 
hope they may not he compelled to put their skill in ^is respect to 
the test by, any active attacks on the part of their British brethren 
on strike. ’ 

Bedding Out. 

Mb. Pxtngh ofiers a humble suggestion to the authorities who are 
about to beautify the Bayswater side of Hyde Park. If beds of 
fiowers are to be made up, wOl the hed-makers be good enough to 
allow them to look somewhat like old-fashioned parterres, whereas 
those on the Park Lane side resemble nothing so much as lobster 
salads and open tarts. 

Hear, Nature, hear our prayer ! Dear goddess, hear I ” 
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VERY PARTICULAR MAMMA. 



BEE IS an opening, 
number of the & 


from a recent 
uardian^ for a 


lady really fond of children, and 
ih a temper above proof. 

T O LADIES fond of Child- 
ren, and desiring a Home. 
A Lady has attended to her 
first child (eighteen months) 
entirely herself ; perambulating 
him, doing eyerything (with- 
out exception) for him hereeif. 
She is unwilling to risk his 
health, temper, pronunciation, 
hy entrusting him, even for a 
minute, to seryants. He is 
consequently healthy and fine 
tempered. She is anxious to 
do the same for her second 
infant. She seeks the assist- 
ance of a Lady, in the con- 
scientious and patient discharge 
of these two duties. She is 
yisiting the most beautiful and 
healthful places in the United 
Kingdom choosing where to 
settle. Indispensables — good 
health (out of doors wheneyer 
•weather permits) patience, cheerful disposition, real Christianity, the training 
and education of a lady, the purest (university) pronunciation, the refined 
pronunciation of the best society. Total abstainer preferred. — Address, 
stating age, antecedents, educational acquirements, remuneration, &c. 

Only fancy, Mamma and her Lady-help at loggerheads over this 
most precious of babbies I 


the gross indecencies (if seriously considered) of the Clown and 
Pantaloon at Christmas time. Clown rohs shopkeepers, knocks off 
tall people^s heads, makes violent love to all the ladies in the street, 
going so far as in some instances to rob them of much of their attire, 
and then he defies and contemns the Law, by cansing the policeman 
to come down heavily on the butter-slide. Otempora^ 0 mores! 
0 Cakes and Ale ! The Licenser was no more to blame for passing 
the Pink Dominos than he is for permitting half-a-hundred Panto- 
mimes. And whq.t is the meaning of the office of Licenser, if there 
is to be no Licence ? 

At the request of the Marshal I went to see La Cigale, and was 
able to report most favourably of Mdlle. Chaxjmont’s acting, for 
whom the piece was written. We are to have The Grasshopper at 
the Q-aiety, with Miss Nellie Fareejs in what is professionally 
termed the title roleJ^^ Apropos of the G-aiety, I left my house 
in the Pue de Double Gras aux^etits pots on purpose to come and 
see Miss Nellie Faebeit as Phust, and Mr. Tbret as Mephis- 
tophiles, in their marvellously funny imitation of the great Zazel 
feat. It is capital ; but I think that there might be more dialogue 
between Miss Fabbei^e in the cannon and the Mr. FAEBLCffi out of it. 
PerhapS| however, this might have overloaded the great gun trick. 
The choice of the subject was excellent, were it only for the sake of 
Miss Kate Yaughast in Marguerite, Mr. Rotce is very funny in 
Valentine^ and Heer Lutz’s arrangement of the music is thoroughly 
well done. There is a grotesque but graceful quartette dance of the 
principal characters, ana a duett dance, where Miss Amalia as Martha 
(why wasn’t it the Martha'^^ie,, Arthur Sketchxey’s Mrs, 
Brown 9) executes some very pretty steps. The biggest fun of the 
piece is in the imitation of the Zazel feat, and the serenade under 
the window, the former being quite enough of itself to make a bur- 


ique. Good notion getting Mr. Soutab to play the ^ Old Faust 
at the^ commencement. And, by the way;, the first scene is, properly 
speaking, the only really burlesque one in the extravaganza, which 
is rather a comic version of a story in which Faust ^ Marguerite^ and 
Mephisto are leading characters, than a burlesque of either poem or 
play (such, for example, as was Mr. Btron’s Lady of Lyons , the 
best of all burlesques) ; and this is what is intended, 1 suppose, 
W its being described in the bills as “ The Gaiety not the Goethe 
Yersion.” The^ Last Scene, The Market-place at Seidlitzberg,” is 
one of the prettiest that has been seen at the Gaiety. 

I shall have to run round and see Mr. Honey, as Engaged by Mr. 
Gilbert at the Haymarket, and La Marjolaine at the Royalty. 
Amy Bohsari has re-appeared at Drury Lane, and Mr. Wills ‘is 
going to have a piece produced at the Duke’s Theatre. It is called 
Camomile^ or Camille^ I forget which ; hut we shall soon know. 
Ere this appears, the International Theatre, under Alexander (the 
Great) Henderson, will have opened with a piece from the French, 
called Russia, Several novel experiments are advertised by the 
new lessee of the late Q,ueen’s, in order to make his theatre popular. 
A promenade^ and cheap tariff, and also that, though the lowest 
price is only sixpence, you need not go in unless you like. This is 
a great boon to the public, and the Manager is to he congratulated 
on his tact. Why doesn’t he start a Circus, and produce Mr. Wills 
on Pegasus, by kind permission of Mr. Chatterton ? 

TheODeraCt ' * ' 

libretto 
to keel 
that tJ 
Gilbert. 


OUR EEPBESENTATIYE MAN. 

A Peep info Paris — Something of Importance — Back to England — 
Theatres — Off again. 

Sir, 

Tira situation in France is vin Uanc--i,e, Grave, 

Me void! Here I am on the spot, and red ’s your player in hand, 
as I said to the Marshal t’other night at hilliards. Don’t be afraid. 
I am as calm as Yiotoe Hugo on the night of ** The Crime.” 

There is nothing like being Yictor Hugo-ish. It always tells. The 
other morning the sweeps came early to my house in the Rue de 
Double Gras aux petits pots, A tremendous row. Servants terrified. 
At one boxmd I leapt from the bed, and put on ma robe de chambre, 
My^ wife, who has not yet mistress’d the French language, 
exclaimed, ^ 

Ou goez-vous ? ” 

go esi— moi!” I returned, with one of my readiest and 
choicest jeux de motsy all fresh, home made, and warranted to keep 
dry^in any climate. 

Then she puHed herself together, 
due vas ta fairs, mon ami ? ” she cried. 

Mon devoir.” 

Elio m’emhrassa, et ne me dit que ce seul mot : 

Fais ! ” 

Then she added, moe, ‘‘Et ne me lotherez pas.” After 
which she sidled off into a sweet slumber. 

^ G^en I descended to the ^ont door. The conderge was shivering 
m ius bed, crymg, alternate^, “Yive le Mar^ohal!” “Yivela 
Republique ! ” and “ Yive la Compagnie ! ” 

I opened the porte (it requires no corkscrew to open the ports in 
Frnime), and admitted the Sweeps. Ils me saluerent, 

1 do not assi^ any deep political signification to this incident. 

it merely shows that, at all events, I am ready. 

With two Countesses and a Duchess I went to see BShS the other 
night. We &U recognised the ontrageous improbability of the inge- 
nious laree, and were immensely amused. 

, A prppos of snob a piece as BS^, I was struck by the absence of 
mgenmty on the part of the , English playwrite (Fide my new 
Dictionary: Wheelwright, wrighter of wheels, Playwrite, writer 

of plays his adaptation to the English stage of Les Aminos 

.ICOSes. ITl Pans. +nftr'A na -inqf -l . i -i 


V slightest soupcon of possibility, and certainly not of pro- 

^bility, about the whole affair. And this is just why the Pink 
Dominos, hemg utterly e^^travagamt, can have no more moral 
immoral tendency than have the knaveries, the cruelties, and 


>n regasns, oy Emd permission of Mr. Chatteeton F 
^ The Opera Comique is to re-open with an “ Ecoen^ic Absurdity,” 
ibretto by Mr. Gilbert, music by Dr. SxtliivajN, — ^unless, in order 
up the idea of eccentricity and absurdity, they have arranged 
the libretto should be by Dr. Stjllxvan, and music by Mr. 


And now I must return to the Rue de Double Gras, to meet the 
Conseils G4n§raux, and to vote nineteen times in as many arron- 
disements. 

** Please to remember 
The Fifth of November.” 

“ The ’IdM hare come,” as the Tanner said. Ay, Marshal, hut 
not, gone. Under whi A Eng, Parman, ? speak or die ! lamofl 
again from Yictoria or Holborn Yiaduct. 

Whenever the sea I’m obliged to cross over, 

I go by the London, Chatham, and Dover. 

Preferring as little of the Channel as I can possibly have for my 
money ; and then the buffet at Calais is most refresning to such a 


weary but cheery traveller as 


.ug1 

Your Representatite. 


Notices of Removal 

{Thai we shouWt mind), 

Tp Bott Street Polifle-Conrt to the tw of HelTsHTn t 
The Duke of Tom’s Column to the hottctm of the Bay of Biscay ; 
The I^ndpn ^tiies. geij®ally, to Tierra del Pnego. ; ^ 

|he Chaqng fkoss Station to ihe Oondm.^ 

Wellington Arch at Hyde Park Comet, to tiw centre «fi South 


Afrie%; 

of Vesuvius ; and 

xhe Roof of the Albert Hall nght over the top of the North Pole. 
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EXTREMES MEET. 



SCEKIE— 

*^LOOMTlnn, on a dirty day, 
in an out-of-the-way spot, 
seven miles from any- 
where, 

Inteslocxitoes— Our old 
friend ’Aeex and a Swell. 
Both weatherbound, and 
compulsory companions 
pro tern, 

^Arry [aside, after an 
appalling spell of silence). 
On, “blow tliis ! Silent 
System’s a joke to it. 3fust 
speak, and chance it. [To 
Swell.) Mis’able day, ain’t it ? 
SioelL Ya-a-a-sl 

[^Glares stonily, 
^Arry (unabashed.) Wretched 
’ole this Hinn, eh? ’Oweyer, 
any port — or port-ole — in a 
storm, yer know. Hal hal ha! 
Twi^? 

Swell, Ko-o-o! [Aside, In- 
sufferable cad I) 

^Arry [aside). Stuck up as a 
cat’s-meat skewer with a cocked 
’at on ! At ’im agin. [To Swell.) 
’Aye a weed ? [Offers cigar-case.) Ain’t arf bad, I. can tell yer. 

Swell. Tha-a-nks, no. Wather not. [Aside. Hang his im- 
pudence !) [After prolonged silence.) Confound it, this is awfully 
slow ! Cad ’s chatter’s better than dead silence. [Yawns, 

^Arry [aside). Oh, I say, I carn’t stand this bloomin’ y^et-blanket 
anyhow. I’ll ’aye another shy, and chance it. [To Swell.) Beastly 
business, this War, eh ? 

Swell [with mitigated languor). Ta-a-s ! Yewy. 

^Arry. ’Ope them Eooshuns ’ll git jolly well licked ! 1 1 

Swell [with inadvertent warmth). By Jove, Sir, so doL Infernal 
lot of snub-nosed wuJfians 1 Bound to be in the wong with those 
noses. Fellows without pwojSdes always hwutes. 

^Arry [uneasily conscious of his own uptilted organ). Well, I 
don’t know so much about that. Any ’ow, they ’re a seedy lot, and 
no mistake. And as for the Hatrocity business 

Swell (eagerly). Wot I All infernal wot I I ’m sick of the senti- 
mental wow that Gtladstonb and his gang haye kicked up oyer a few 
wetehed wehellious wose-gwoers ! 

^Arry. Well, I ’m not nuts on Snivel myself ; and as for Glad- 
STOiffE, yah ! ^JE ’5 played out, I can teU yer. Music-’alls turned ’im 
hup long ago. You should ’ear the “ Immense Cad ” reckon ’im 
hup in his last new patriotic song about the “ Tallow-nosed Bear 
and the tight little Turkey f It ’s proper, I tell yer. If the Wood- 
ohoifper could ’ear the ’owls every time the “ Immense ” gits ’is 
knite in* ’im, Lor’ I he ’d cut Msseli down sharp, and no chips ! And 
then the Telegraft! Don’t it jest wire mto the “ People’s Billy ” 
as wos — a ’ot un, that ’s all ! 

Swell. A-h-hl Don’t read the I>, T, myself, and don’t go to 
Music Halls. But the P. M. G. polishes him off prettily ; and the 
Clubs are against him to a man. 

^Arry, Ah! when the Clubs and the ’AUs pulls together, it 
rayther nobbles the Sentimentals, eh ? 

Swell [scarcely relishing the concatenation], Ya-a-s ! 

^Arry, Sentiment I Wot ’s sentiment got to do with it ? About as 
much as prineerple. Princerple may he a good dog, but Cop’em ’s a 
better. ‘^British Rinterests, and hlowFurriners! ” that ’s my motter. 

Swell. Ya-a-s. Sentiment’s a nuisance. Gush wuled while 
Gladstone was in. Awful haw and beastly bad form. Society, 
thanks to the Conservative weaction, has now got the upper hand 
again, and Society is down on gush like a hammer. Gushers natu- 
rally don’t like it, and waise a wow. 

^Arry, Yah I But they ain’t in it now, old man, ar^ they ? 
Humber One and no Gammon ! That ’s the tip, eh ? 

Swell, Ya-a-s, that’s pwactical politics, certainly; though, per- 
haps, it wouldn’t go down at St. James’s Hall. , ' 

^Arry. St. Jameses ’All be jiggered. I wasn’t there. Ckjtch me ! 
Bloomin’ lot of ’owlers ought to be shut up ^harp, and t\o mistake. 
Proper fellows those Turks, ainft th^ ? Chaps a» can fig!^t like that 
canT he a had sort after all. “ If tiiey did let the Bujganans ’aye it 
rayther ’ct, I dessay they des@^^ itf tite Booshisuis was at the 
bottom of it, I ’ll lay a pot. They ’re a had lot if yer like, want to 
sneak Constantinople and India ; that ’s their lay, not ’elpin’ the 
Christians, What do they care for the Christians more ’n you or 
me ? Walker ! ’Ow fur ’s Constantinople from India ? 


Swell, Haw ! Can’t say. Heyer could make out Maps, don’t you 
know. 

^Arry. Don’t cotton to ’em myself. Anyhow, I’m for “the 
innercent and peaceable Ottermans.” — D.T, that— -and ’ere’s to ’em. 

[Drinks, 

Swell, Ya-a-s. Ho end of hwicks. Gentlemanly fellows too. Got 
pwofLles, don’t you know. That accounts for it, 

^Arry, Ah, ’obby of your ’s that, I see, ’Ow about old Wood- 
chopper, eh ? Got a beak, and no error, big again as yottrs or mine. 
[Aside.) One for his Nob, that 1 

Stoell [recollecting, and chilling sensibly). Ya-a-as, dare say. 

\_YatBns with elegant indifference, and takes up paper, 

^Arry. Well, the wet ’s ’oldin’ hup, so I ’ll be trottin’. Ta-ta ! 

Stoell. Haw 1 Good day to you I 

'^Arry [aside). Stuck-up party, but ’e ’s got proper notions enuff, 
when you get at ’em. Didn’t know the swells was so wide-awake. 

Swell (aside). Cad, but cute, wather. Demagogues won’t make a 
woawing Wadieal of him in a hurry, Wong stuff altogether. 
Low slang not so bad as sentiment, after all. One wants polish, 
t’other ’s too soft to take it. Does one good to see even such a cad 
sound at bottom. \^Exeunt severally. 


TOUCHING UP THE LAKE DISTEICT. 

Deae Me, Punch, 

Though you will possibly not discover from my language 
that I am a Citizen of the IJnited States of America, such is the fact. 
I commence my letter by telling you this, to prevent all miscon- 
ception. In spite of my nationality I am fond of the old country. 
After the grandeur of the American Continent, the smallness of your 
I island is refreshing. The object of my letter is as follows. In per- 
I using one of your Contemporaries this morning, I came across the 
: enclosed paragraph 

“ The English Lakhs. — At a meeting of hotel proprietors, held at the 
Q^ueeu’s Hotel, Ambl^side, it has been unatiimouely resolved to take the 
necessary steps to form an Association for the Lake District similar in. cha- 
racter to that of the Black Forest in Germany, and in operation at many of 
our coast watering-places. The Association, among other useful work, will 
undertake the erection of guide-posts over the less frequented mountain- 
passes, and of finger-posts where needed', repair the footpaths and improve the 
approaches to the various waterfalls, investigate all causes of complaint, 
improve the district as much as practicable, and generally promote the com- 
fort and convenience of visitors during their stay, as well as bring the claims 
of the lake country, as a summer resort, more favourably before the public. 
The Association is intended to embrace the whole district, including Amble- 
side, Bowness, Coniston, Grasmere, Keswick, Patterdale, Windermere, &o. 
Resolutions were passed for holding public meetings at Ambleside and Keswick, 
the two chief centres of the district, so as to secure the co-operation of all 
persons interested in the tourist system of the district.” 

How when the Hatives are about improving the English Lakes (for 
which at least there is room, if there ain’t for most things), I would 
suggest that they had better make a complete job of it, instead of the 
one-horse scheme at present in contemplation. In this connection, I 
would suggest that they should advertise in the principal journals — 

1. To Oilmen and others, — For tenders for French polishing the 
Lake District. The district to he divided into lots of fifteen square 
miles or over, to suit convenience of contractors. 

% To Painters, Gilders, ^;c.“For tenders for gilding the Pillar 
Rock, white-washing, cleaning, and scraping Helvellyn, and gene- 
rally for fixing np and putting in complete ornamental repair the 
other principal mountains. Also estimates for freshening up such 
of the rocks as are beginning to look weather-beaten. 

3. To Upholsterers and oiAara.— For tenders for studBQng, cover- 
ing, and re-seating Woedswoeth's Seat ; also for putting a new tail 
on to the Eagle Rock. 

4. To Dairymen and Milksellers, — For tenders for supplying sweet 
milk and cream daily to the beck in Sour MillrGhyll. The heck 
to be placed under the supervision of the public analyst, and full 
penalties to he enforced if water is detected in the milk. 

5. To Quarrymen, Masons, and oMera.— For tenders for the 

erection ot neat cut-stone boulders, at regular intervals, round the 
edge of Thirlmere. ^ 

I also think that when the Ajs^piation are about it they had 
better get estimates for a few dozen miles of lead-piping, so as 
to lay on a fuller wator-snpply to ^ome of the waterfalls, and also 
gas to the chief mountain-passes. This would save many disappoint- 
ments arising from the fickleness of your climate. 

Tours respectfully, Jas. D. Brown. 


A JCETEOE *UPSIDJE-pOWN. 

The Rev. H. Aldham writes to the papers describing a magnificent 
meteor which rushed perpendicularly into the air like a huge fiery 
poker.” Raining pitchforks we may have heard of, hut we never 
sawpokers rush perpendicularly into the air,— except in a Pantomime. 




RENOVARE DOLOREM ! 

The BiiEnkiitsops came back yestebdat feom the Coktinbnt. The Boys have gone back to School and College, the 

Gmis ABE -WITH THE GOYEBHESS. Ke. B. AT LAST 18 HaPPY. HB HAS JCST PAETAKBH OF HIS FAVOTTEITE BREAKFAST (Tea, 
Orttmpbts, ahh a broiled Rasher op Baooh, which oankot be got abroad), and is about to light a heal Oigak, before 

PLUEGIHG INTO ,HIS TlMJES, FROM WHICH HE HAS BEEN PAETED FOR TWO MONTHS. To HIM, SUDDENLY, MBS. B., WHO, AS USUAL 
AT THIS HOUR WHEN AT HoME, IS DEEP IN THE SUPPLEMENT OF THAT JOURNAL 

“Papa DEAR what do you say to Biarritz for next Year ? Just listen to this Adyebtisement of a House 

THERE 


IN THE MUD. 

“ P T suis^ fy reste,^^ Indeed, mon Maricha\ 
Your loms Btandi few will think of grudging. 
^Twere hard indeed did Honour’s urgent oaJl 
Pix you in quicksands and forbid your budging. 
But Honour often seems to bend her face 
In the direction of our private leaning. 

Are you quite sure that, in the present case, 

You have not, let us say, misread her meaning ? 


suu, fy restef The phrase ironic sounds 
When the pround phraser m a mudbank founders 
A rushmg flood his dwindling stand surrounds. 
And in the mire poor Honour slms and flounaers. 
Unsavoury mire, my Marshal I w ere your soent 
Fastidious as your flourishes declare it, 

With such surroundings you were scarce content ; 
And Honour, — could Tier dainty nostrils bear it ? 

“ /V fy restef C^assAH’s Thrasonio style 
Scarce suits a soldier-servant of the nation : 
Plotters and priests on lurk for loot may smile, 

A grin half mockery, half jubilation, 

But to what issue, Marshal ? Bonds and blood 
Again for France, the old curst spell upon her ? 
Or you and Honour floundering in the mud ? — 

A nice alternative for you and ** Honour ! ” 


A lar ming Failure of the Pratie Crop. — ^Mr. Gladstone de- 
OuBes to make speeches in Ireland* 


PLA.YED OUT! 

The Shah of Persia proposes paying England a second visit 
next year. Mr, Bunch begs to state that the following programme 
will be observed on the occasion 

On his arrival the Shah will not he received by the British Fleet. 

When he arrives in London, Her Majesty may, let us hope, for 
a wonder, be housed in Buckingham Palace. 

The Shah will, consequently, not be able to use the royal apart- 
ments as saloons for the exhibition of the noble art of self-defence, 
and to surround himself in the Palace of Her Majesty with acrobats, 
and comic singers. 

He will not be taken in state to Covent Garden Opera, surrounded 
by an escort of Life Guards. 

He will not be invited to review the British Army at Windsor 
Park, 

He will not be encouraged to ** promote^’ a Company, with a 
capital consisting of that very unknown quantity— the vast mineral 
and other resources of Persia. 

He will n^ be cheered by the multitude as the peer of the 
Lmperors of Germany, Russia, and Austria. 

He will not famish the subject of numberless articles in the daily 
press, nor will he be recognised as the successor to the prestige of 
Alexaoter the Great. 

He w^ not receive the homage of the Lord Mayor and the free- 
dom of the City in a gold box. 

In fac^ he will not be Jited as a powerful jSovereign, but will be 
permitted to maintain his well-merited incognito y as a smaU and very 
much out-at*6lhows Eastern despot of highly disreputable character. 

Great Feat in Table-Turning. — ^By the Russians in Armenia. 
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PLi^lN TO DEMONSTRATtON. 

Customer {nervously). “ An ! thbi mtot bb 'raKT Ikk'SOmb at biett. ’ 

Dentist (exultantly). “ Not a bit of. it, Sie i L'iok hbbt, Sik ! ” {Dexte- 
rously catching his entire set.) “ Heee 's mb Ubpees, and hbre ’s mt ITndbrs ! ' 

^^THB HISTORY OP A ORIME/^ 

[An Extract hy anticipation, from the Mecord of the next English Eevolutioin*\ 

I E3in:EEEi> the omnibus with my friend. The omnibus then carried two 
men. Before it had contained only passeng^ers. There is a great difference 
between a man and a passenger. History has proved it. ^ 

The omnibus started. It was going from Brompton to the City. It was going 
farther. It was going to the scene of a great drama. I was the hero of that 
drama. I, a man, an inside passenger — one of twelve inside passengers, .^hy 
did I take more room than these others ? Why ? Because I had a mission 
and a large nmhrella. The man in the conductor's clothes did not ask me to 
pay for this umbrella, although it occupied an extra place. Why not ? Was it 
because there was something in my eye warning him not to he impertinent? 
Should I have paid ? Certainly not. I should not haye paid. The large um- 
brella (like myself) had a mission. That mission was to fight, to conc[uer, to 
secure vietoi^ ! Yietory, which is another word for Preedom I 

The omnibus arrived at Charing Cross. There we found a regiment com- 
manded by a Q-eneral. By a General! JS’o, by a man wearing the uniform 
of a General ! 

1 let down the window (much to the alarm of the other “ insides”), and called ; 
to this man. The man approached, and asked me what I wanted. 

“You are a traitor, for you serve traitors ! ” I cried, with my head through 
the window. Had the opening been large enough, I would have threatened 
him with the umbrella also. But the opening was small, and so I could not do 
anything more aggressive than shake my fist. I shook my fist in the face of 
the man in the General’s uniform. 

“ Yon are a villain, a scoundrel, a ‘ rough,’ an atheist, a cad! ” I cried in 
my loudest tones.^ The trembling “ insides ” begged me to desist. But I pointed 
out that the man in the General’s uniform said nothing, and there was therefore 
no cause for fear. When I had told them this they grew calmer.^ 

“ Look at this fellow! ” I screamed (aly^-ays through the omnibus window), 
pointing at the man in the General’s uniform, and addressing his regiment. 

Do not obey him— he is a traitor, a villain ! It is a good thing to shoot 
down traitors and villains. It is sometimes lucrative too. Men in Generals’ 
uniforms have frequently well-filled purses.” 


The conductor of the omnibus having now completed 
the number of passengers, wished to move on. I for- 
bade him, and continued to hurl maledictions at the man 
in the General’s uniform. When I had screamed (always 
through the omnibus window) for about half an hour, I 
was roughly seized by a Creature dressed in Blue. 

“Leave me!” I shouted, and attempted to defend 
myself. 

“ Nonsense ! ” said the Creature in Blue. “ We have 
had enough of this. You must come along with me.” 

At this the other “insides” in the omnibus cheered. 
Was I not right to refuse them the title of men ? They 
cheered, and urged the Creature in Bine to remove me 
speedily. He seized me ! 

“ On what charge do you dare to arrest me ? ” 

The Creature in Blue merely laughed and dragged me 
out of the omnibus. The other “insides ” (miserahles I) 
cheered again, declaring that I was a “bore,” a “nui- 
sance,” — I know not what I 

“Do yon know who I am?” I cried, shaking my 
umbrella. 

“ I don’t know,” returned the Creature in Blue, “ and 
I don't want to know. But I will teach you to insult a 
gentleman when he is only performing his duty.” 

“ Do you allude to that thing in tinsel ? ” I cried, 
pointing to the man in the General’s uniform. 

“Of course I do,” returned the Creature in Blue.^ 

“ Why, I was only denouncing him,” I replied, in an 
explanatory tone, because I recognised Force. The Crea- 
ture in Blue had got me by the scruff of the neck. The 
Creature in Bine was consequently Force, and as Force I 
recognised and respected him. 

“Ton were using language calculated to cause a breach 
of the peace,” said the Creature in Blue, “and that is 
punishable.” 

“ And what are you going to do with me ? ” 

“ To lock you up,” 

Aud locked up I should have been had I not been 
saved by Diplomacy. Diplomacy has many shapes. On 
this occasion she was called (by the Creature in Blue) 
“Two half-crowns.” But was not Diplomacy also a 
bribe ? Yes, but a bribe is a wild sort of justice. It is 
also better than being locked up in a police-cell. 

Yoi^ who read this will ask me, “ Shall you again 
insult a man in a General’s uniform ? ” I reply “ Yes.” 
But I add something. Listen. I add, “ I shall insult 
a man in a General’s uniform, but at my own time.” 

You will ask, “ When, then, will you commit this 
outrage?” 

And I reply— frankly, with, all my heart — I reply, like 
a patriot, a frep man— you understand I repj.y like one 
who fears nothing, “ I will commit this gross outrage 
when a Creature in Bine is not observing me.” 

“When he is not looking, in fact?” will be yonr 
question. 

4nd my reply— “ Yes, when he is not looking.” 

Ape you satisfied? Well, then, cry with me, “Long 
lifetlieBepttbHo!” 


A KiriGHT OE THE THIMBLE. 

Boon Authttk OjaT03S‘ sunk we scan 
To but the ninth part of a man, 

Since, by direction of his gaoler, 

He has been turned into a tailor. 

0 base and ignominious fate 
Of Nobleman unfortunate I 
Inglorious result of trying 
Too great audacity in lying ! 

He thought to win broad lands ^nd riches, 
Instead of which he ’s making breeches. 

0 House of Tichhorne, lo thy Claimant 
Employed in stitching convicts’ raiment 1 
His nigh ambition’s bourne was Tichborne ; 
The bourne he has attained is Stitehbourn. 
On change of heir his mind he set, 

But change of air is ^ he ’ll get — 

For plot^ to grab what wasn’t his’n — 

To Portsmouth gaol from Princetown Prison. 


the wax MOipJX GOES.” 

' “ The Porte is determined to carry on the to the 
last men ^d the last shilling.” So says Oipr Own Corres- 
pondent from Yienna. Can any farther prpqf be required 
that the miserable Turk is supplied with English mpney ? 
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THAT LASS 'O TOWERY ’S. 

Bj/ the Authors of Several other Things^ 

Chapter Y* — Love me little.''^ 

Negus Baeceott, having knocked down Ban Beeeee, determined 
on finishing the evening by knocking np his friend, the little Curate. 

As he passed the Vicarage, he thought of Anice Soetigai, and 
could notnelp comparing Em Beeeie with her. 

“ Ah ! ” he said to himself, “ if she could only have had her advan- 
tages ! And yet— how happy could I be with either !— or,” he added 
to itoself, “ both ! ” 

But this last thought, as a man of principle, he dismissed from 
his mind as he stood before his friend’s door. 

The Reverend Thomas Tttt, the little Curate of S biggin, lived in 
a little house with a little 
door, and three little 
windows up above, and 
two little windows be- 
low. There was a little 
garden and a little gate, 
a little bell (which went 
a long way), and a little 
knocker. Se had only 
lived there a little while, 
was little known to his 
parishioners, did a little 
work, thought little 
about it, and as he 
little thought he should 
ever like the work a 
little, he was a little 
surprised when he found 
himself liking it a little 
more than he had ex- 
pected. He had a little 
father and mother, of 
whom he saw a little 
now and then, and with 
whom he went to stay a 
little while a little way 
out of town. 

The little Curate did 
nothing great. He ate 
a little, drank a little, 
smoked a little, talked 
a little, walked a little, 
fished a little, read a 
little, danced a little, 
sang a little, played on 
the filute a little, and, in 
fact, did a little of every- 
thing, and knew a little 
of everybody. He had 
a Httle bed, and he slept 
little, consequently he 
was a little astonished 
to hear a knock at his 
door a little after mid- 
night. He considered 
a little. Could it be 
thieves? Would thieves 
knock? Did they do it 
as a rule? or even as an 
exception ? He knew 
that thieves often went 
away with a ring, but ^ 
did they come with a ring? Would thieves 
house where there was little to get ? 


come to his little 


did they come with a ring ? _ _ _ 

house where there was little to get ? Being a little disturbed hy 
these reflections, it occurred to him that to put his little head 
beneath the counterpane, and to call out, in a little voice, “ Not at 
home I ” would be the best thing he could do under the circum- 
stances,— or rather under the hed-olothes. 

But Negus Baeceow was not a man to be put off with a mere 
and in'another minute the Young Engineer had stepped 
pack toee steps, had taken a short run, and leapt, head foremost, 
though the lower window, the seK-acting shutters of which imme- 
mately closed behind him, with “ Taken him in I ” painted on them 
m legible characters. 

^ Jttle friend. Stood— but not upright : 

for had NegVs drawn lumself up to Ms full height, the little Ci^ate 
would have been compelled to have made a hole in the ceiling of his 
limer^ ; and even then the Young Engineer’s head would have 
there would have been a tile off directly. 

What do, you want at this hour ? ” inquired the littie Curate. 


“ Tea,” replied Negus Baeceow, who, now that the excitement 
was over, began to feel its effects. He sank, exhausted, on a little 
chair by the little table. 

The Rev. ‘Thomas Titt took a little time to put on Ms little 
dressing-gown and little slippers, and then he rang the bell for his 
little maid, 

“ PoLLT,” he said to the drowsy girl, ‘ Polly put the kettle on, 
and we ’ll all have tea.” 

As they sipped the invigorating beverage out of little cups, the 
Young Engineer told him how he nad been engaged that evening. 

“ Engaged ! To whom ? ” faltered the little Curate, trembling. 
His friend explained. Then he added, ‘ * AisncE Soetigal will be 
anxious about me.” 

The little Curate turned a little pale. 

“ I cau’t go round there now, and tell her I am all right, can I ? ” 
asked the Young Engineer. 

The little Curate gave 
a little start. 

“Negus I” he cried, 
“you love Anice ISoe- 

TIGAL ! ” 

The Engineer groaned. 
“Negus Baeceow!” 
stammered out the un- 
happy little Curate, “ I 
knew what it would 
be if you came here. 

* Wherever there ’s Ne- 
gus going,’ I said to my- 
self, * there ’s sure to 
he a Sjooon.’ 0 my 
friend, if you love 
Anice Soetigal, so do 
I ! ” And he hid his 
little face in his little 
hands- 

Bnt the Young Engi- 
neer heeded him not. 
The strong man had 
given way at last ; and 
the little sympathising 
cane chair having given 
way too, he fell heavily 
on the ground in a dead 
faint. 

Chaptee VI. — 
among the Coals* ^ 

Foe some days after 
this the little Curate saw 
less of Negus Baeceow 
and more of Anice Soe- 
tigal, while the Young 
Engineer found himself 
more frequently in the 
rn'me, and especially in 
that part of it where Em 
Beeeie was at work, 

, Her duties were en- 
tirely confined to coal- 
seooping, or, as it is 
termed in these dis- 
tricts, “going on the 
‘scoop.” On her part she 
seemed rather to avoid 
than encourage the 
Young Engineer. Some- 
, , , times, on seeing him 

approach, she would get up, and run away through the dark alleys 
and passages of the coal-mine until stopped by a cul-de-sach-o^- 
coals y where Negus would catch her gently, but fi.rmly, round the 
waist, and whisper in her ear — 
cc upset the coals and scuttle ? ” 

Yo munna kees mer,” Em would say, and then the sound of 
two snmeks would through the mine, the first being what 
Negus Baeceow gave Em on her cheek, and the second being what 
Em gave Negus Baeceow for his cheek. 

“ Yo let me arlownan’ oil let yo arlown,” she said to Mm- as he 
reeled again. 

Then Em would return to her work with one big wMte spot on her 
gnmy face, and Negus would resume his waBi among the men, 
unconscious of one great black smudge that came from the side of 
across Ms bps and the tip of his nose. 

T’Young Ingineer’s ar bin' t’ ooortin t’ Em Beeeie,” the old 
hands would say, winkmg at on^ But she took no notice. 

At other times the little Curate would come to the top of the j 
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COMBINATION AND COALS. 

The Times reports ihe proposal of a hopeful expedient 
with a view to the augmentation of 

‘‘ Miners’ Wages. — ^The Central Board of the Miners’ 
National Union, ■which numbers about 90,000 members, have 
decided to commence, at an early date, a special conference for 
the purpose of taking into consideration the great need of 
putting into operation some plan whereby the over production 
of coal can he checked.” 

By the “production” these clever fellows of course 
mean the procuring of coal. There is too little fear that 
too much coal will ever be produced underground. The 
production of coal in British coalfields having ceased 
long ago, over production of that is production over and 
ended. Miners themselves might wiSi to encourage it if 
they could, and not to check it. The over production of 
coal they want to check is the supply, which they 
imagine too plentiful. It does not, perhaps, strike them 
that if they succeed in checking the production of coal, 
they are very likely also to check its consumption, and 
bring about a general economy of coal profitable neither 
to coal-merchants, nor proprietors of coal-mines, nor 
coal-miners. In thus retarding the exhaustion of British 
coal-measures, they might he earning their country’s 
gratitude indeed, hut it would he as a set-ofi against 
their own lower wages. 


PLANTS AND INSECTS. 

To the pleasing announcement that Sir J osebh Hooker 
has returned, in excellent health, from his three months’ 
tour in the United States, the Athen<smn adds the 
ohservation that 

“ From the results of his travel may be expected further con- 
tributions to our knowledge of the physiology of plants.” 

Yes ; and especially from the experience he may he 
supposed to have enjoyed at New York— a location so 
celebrated for producing that very peculiar class of 
Plants growing, like certain" mysterious cryptogams of the 
toadstool family, in Rings. 

The Athenaeum further says : — 

‘‘Sir J. Hooker is, we believe, of opinion that the key to 
the botany of the United States is to be found in Colorado.” 


“A FELLOW-FIELING MAKES ITS WONDKOITS KIND.” 

“ What ! going to Leave its, Jambs ? ” 

“Yes, Sib, I 'm very sorry, Sir, but I rbaxly can't put up with Missus 

ANY LONGER I ” 

“ Ah, James I tbink how long J’ve put up with her ! ” 


Of course, the Conservator of Kew Gardens must know 
where to find the key; of Botany. But Colorado is less 
intimately Jassociated in the public mind just now with 
Botany than with a sister science. Between its Botany 
and its Entomology, however, that very interesting State 
seems likely to acquire exceptional scientific importance. 


shaft, and whisper soft nothings to her out of the Catechism. One 
day he ventured farther than he had done on a previous occasion, and 
Em Bberie, finding him in the pit, hauled him over the coals. 

Then the little Curate went to Anice Sortigai. and complained, 
From that moment this young lady took an interest in Em. 

“I’ve tried to teach her the Catechism,” said the little Curate, 
hopelessly. “I ask her ‘What’s your name! ’ and I told her the 
answer was ‘ M or N, as the case may be.’ But she stuck to it that 
her name was ‘ Em,’ and not ‘ N ’ at all, and that if I ’d leave her 
alone she ’d leave me alone.” 

“And did yon leave her alone?” asked Anice Sortigal, eyeing 
the little Curate severely. 

The Rev. Mr. Thomas Titt blushed. 

From that moment Anice Sortigal resolved to try her hand with 
the obstinate Em Beeeie on the very first occasion. At present she 
contented herself with ordering the little Curate not to haye any- 
thing more to say to the girl. 

“She is jealous,” murmured the little Curate to himself that 
evening in his little house, as, after his usual exercises of turning his 
white pocket-handkerchief into a puppet, and making it preach a 
sermon over the back of a chair, he saiSc to rest in his little bed. 

About three in the morning he was aroused by a terrific hang and 
a feaifu].fiash. He sat up and listened. 

Chapter YII.— JBeerw hack again. 

To ascertain what it was that had so troubled the little Curate’s 
repose, it will he necessary to retrace our steps for some distance in 
the story. We beg the reader to foUow us. . tt 

Negus Barcrow was a young man, and fond of novelties. He 
saw, on his arrival at Swiggin, the miners hot and tired. Remem- 


bering the custom in dra-wing-rooms, theatres, and balls, he endea- 
voured to introduce inexpensive Japanese fans among the men. To 
this, as something new-fangled, the latter objected, as did also the 
proprietors, who considered the outlay useless. 

In vain Negus showed them how not only useful, but ornamental, 
these fans were ; in vain he pointed out how all the women might 
he attired in short skirts, with their head-dresses of a peculiar 
fashion ; how a band of music might play from three to four, and 
from eight till ten, with real water rushing down, here and there, to 
complete the picture, and cool the atmosphere. 

After considerable difficulty and irrepressible perseverance^ he 
obtained the consent of the proprietors to making the use of fans 
and white kid gloves on Saturday night compulsory on the leaders 
of the gangs in the Woemma Mine. The first object of the proprie- 
tors being to preserve their “ hands,” Negus pointed out to them, 
that for this purpose, nothing could be so useful as gloves. 

Bitter Beebib was one of these leaders of the new compulsory 
fashion, and he vowed he would pay out “ ’t Young Engineer,” not 
only for the thrashing he had received, which had, as we have 
already seen, completely turned his head, but also for this additional 
insult. 

“ Happun oil smarsh f Young Ingineer I smarsh ’im, am t’ 
ammer ’im t’ ar’ blonk mongsh, tho’ ar ’m foind ar tinnur fur ’t art’- 
wuds, ar mun do% an’ ar wnll do ’t I ” he had been heard to say* 
And in this determination he was joined by two of the most villaiious 
of the leaders of the other gangs. 

Em Bebete had one eve on her father. The other signaMed to 
Negus Barcrow, The Young Engineer approached her cautiously. 

Then she whispered, “ Stewp doon ; oi mun spik t’ yo.” 

(To be continued,) 
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LIFE IN HIM YET. 


Great Maa seemed very displeased, and made a movement as if he 
would leave the room. Your 0 wn Interviewer, acting with charac- 
teristic decision, rushed to the door and turned the key, and in a 
moment 

Me. Gladstone had become a close Peisonee in the Centee 
OE Ieeland! 



A Teleoeam from Pome gives us reason to trust that the fine old 
Pope is by no means gjrowing feeble, as has been untruly reported. 
He still shows himself quite capable of acting with vigour enough. 
It is asserted that the General of the Jesnits, by the Pope’s peremp- 
tory command, has pronounced sentence of expulsion from the 
Order on Father Checi. Father CuECi, for many years Editor of the 
Civiltd CattoUca^ a journal which, considered as an organ, might 
have been better named the Vatican Gazette, is said to have offended 
Pio Hono by having so fallen away from the faith as latterly to 
have **not been so blindly devoted to the cause of the Temporal 
Power as the Pope expects his zealous champions to be.’^ Father 
CuECi has, m Ms works, dared to countenance the idea that the 
Temporal Power of the Pope is not a necessary institution. His 
Holiness has sharply let him know what he thinks of that. 

Hath he so long held out with me untired ? I 

So, we are happy to think, we hear the Holy Father exclaiming, as 
energetically as if he were Mr. Ievustg in the part of Richard the 
Third* Perhaps he has, in fact, read Shahspeare, and is capable of 
enjoying him, and quoting Mm, as above, with gusto. If Cxtrci 
won’t go, let him be not Ourci, but cursed. But, in fact, Ctjeci can’t 
help himself, Heeds must, when the Pontiff drives I 


ME. GLADSTONE IN lEELAND. 

The following communication has been dropped into Mr, JPunchh 
letter-box. The article was, apparently, intended for an American 
paper, but the Sage of Fleet Street, using his discretion, has made 
up Ms mind to publish it in the interest of the British public. Mr, 
JPunch^s readers will observe that Mr. Gladstone’s reticence in 
Ireland has not been confiaed to his appearances in public. This 
fact is very gratifying, and must plead an excuse for the rather 
irregular appearance of the subjoined report. 

{To the Editor of the “ ^ — Herald,"*^ Netb York,) 

Having received your instructions to seek an audience with Mr. 
Gladstone, Tour Own Interviewer immediately journeyed to 
Ireland, and presented Mmself before 

The Geeatest Statesman oe the Nineteenth Centuev. 

Mr. Gladstone was a little out of temper, and asked Your Own 
Interviewer what he wanted. Your Own Interviewer immediately 
replied that he Lad come to ask Mm seteral questions of the greatest 
international importance. For instance, he would like to know 

What Me. Gladstone thohott about Ireland. 

The Great Man returned that he believed Ireland to be a part of the 
TJMted Edfigdom of Great Britain and Ireland. Although pressed 
to add something more to his rather meagre answer, Mr. Gladstone 
refused to augment his statement with any 

Fpethee Infoemation op Impoetance. 

Your Own Interviewer then questioned Mr. Gladstone about Home 
Eule. The Great Man turned his back, and begged to be relieved 
of Your Own Interviewer’s presence. As this was not at all satis- 
factory, Your Own Interviewer suggested that 

HoHb Ettle was a Sham and a Delusion I 
Although this suggestion was repeated several times, it failed to 
produce any commerit Ao far as Mr. Gladstone was concerned. The 


The Great Man upon this explained that he had deterniined not to 
lose his temper, and that, consequently, he should quietly accept 
the situation. From the appearance of Mr.^ Gladstone’s counte- 
uauee, it was Your Own Correspondent’s opinion that 

The Beitish Statesman Disdained to eesent this dastaedlt 

OUTEAGE. 

Your Own Interviewer produced his note-book, and mentioning 
that he considered “ silence to give consent,” expressed his opinion 
that 

Me. Gladstone believed Ieeland to be in a veky bad way ! 

The Great Man took no notice of this remark. Not at aU dis- 
heartened by Mr. Gladstone’s reticence, Your Own Interviewer 
observed that, from what he knew of the institutions of America, he 
was sure that 

Ieeland could only be saved ,by annexation to the 
United States! 

At this point Your Own Interviewer discovered that the Great Man 
was fast asleep. He rose from his chair, and, gently blowing a fog- 
horn in the slumbering Statesman’s ear, soon restored him to 
consciousness. From the expression upon Ms countenance, he was 
quite sure that 

Me. Gladstone had nevee been moeb astonished in his life ! 

Unhappily, the noise of the fog-horn attracted the attention of the 
household, who ru'^hed to the Great Man’s assistance. The door was 
forced open, and Your Own Interviewer had only time to express a 
wish that 

Mr. Gladstone would soon become a Conteibcttoe to the 
New York Herald, 

before he was taken by the shoulders, removed from the apartment, 
j forced down-staiis, and (to put it concisely) kicked out. 


BLUES AND YELLOWS. 

On the evening of Monday last week, the birthday of Edwaed 
THE Sixth, founder of Christ’s Hospital, certain Gentlemen, formerly 
educated ^ there, constituting the “Society of Blues,” celebrated 
that anniversary by dining together at the Albion. Aldersgate 
Street, under the Presidency of the Rev. R. Lee, M.A., the Head 
Master. The banquet was followed by a number of toasts and speeches, 
but in the latter a topic of peculiar interest seems to have been left 
untonched. Nobody either asked or explained why the Bluecoat 
Boys continue doomed to go about in the grotesque costume which 
renders them objects of pity to the sympathetic and of derision to 
the inconsiderate spectator, also subjecting them too often to the 
unfeeling chaff of other youth clad hi modern and customary attire. 
In connection with this subject it may be asked, Wherefore, if the 
reason why a miller wears a wMte hat be recognised, does a Bluecoat 
Schoolboy run about with his head uncovered in the cold ? AU that 
can be said in answer to this inquiry is, that his cap has somehow 
come to be too small for the head it must once, one would think, have 
been meant to cover. 


An Additional Postage-Stamp. 

Live Colorado Beetles having been detected in mails received 
from the United States, whence fools have sent them to this country 
secreted in letters and newspapers, the American postmasters, at the 
instance of the British Governmer.t', have been instructed to look 
out for the Potato-bug, and detain all packets in which it may be 
found. A good way to put a stop to the transmission of these dan- 
gerous inse 9 fcs by post, alive, would perhaps be to stamp every letter 
with a special machine constructed tor the purpose of stamping flat 
not only the letter but any Colorado Beetle wMch might be contained 
in it. 


Victor Hugo Junior. 

Me. Cbaeles Reade has lately come to the front in his usual W’arm- 
hearted, impulsive style. In one paper he has been bravely summoning 
Judge and Jury to^ the bar of public opinion, while in another 
he has been instructing a brother dramatist how to protect himself 
against American piracy. A friend in need will find a friend in 
Reads. 


Nautical Tutle foe the Female Novrl-Rbadee —The Skipper! 
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THIS SITE FOE CLEOPATEA’S JNTEEDLE. 

To Mr, Tumh, 

Yeneeable Pitnch:, 

The true site for tMs great monument has not 
been yet suggested. I suggest it now. I do so 
through your columns, of course, as to them the world 
looks for final judgment on aE things under the Sun — 
and indeed OTer it — “ usque ad ccBlum,^^ 

Let the obelisk be erected in front of the Eoyal Ex- 
change. The associations of the spot leave nothing to 
be desired. Threadneedle Street adjoins it. The ad- 
jacent Bank of England will recal the banks of the Nile. 
Capel Court is in the immediate neighbourhood, and the 
dealers in Egyptian Bonds there may daily pass this 
great memorial which looked down, so many centuries 
back, on Egyptian bonds which their victims found not 
less hard to get ofi their hands. There, too, Moses may 
still be found amongst the Bull-rushes,^ as in the days of 
Phaeaoh. Nor will the site be without its moral uses ; for 
revellers going to Lord Mayors’ dinners with Aldermanic 
appetites may be reminded by it of the Skeleton at the 
Feast. The Shade of Champoldiont. 

P.S, — At the same time my own countrymen might 
advantageously remove their obelisk of Luxor from 
its present inappropriate site to the Place de la Bourse. 


NOT aUITE GOOD STYLE. 

Me. Punch, Sir, 

Lobd Beaconsfield wrote last week 'to Mr. 
Caied, of GHasgow University, regretting his inahility 
to take a personal farewell of the students on the ex- 
piration of Ms Lord Eectorship, and reqtuesting him to 
“ assure them that their original confidence, and, stiH 
more, their repetition of their kind feelings, are among 
the happiest and proudest moments of my life.” Doesn’t 
this strike you as bearing a strong^ resemblance to the 
speech of the newly-decorated Maire in a recent Palais 
Eoyal mudeville f “ Cette croice. Messieurs, est le plus 
beau jour de ma vieJ* Surely, the Peemiee isn’t goiug 
to devote his spare time to adapting from the French ? 

Yours, j 

Nov, 2, 1877. UEASaTJENSIS Expeotans. 


GENTLE IRONY. 


Impatient Driver, ** Now then, Bill ! 
QRAnFED, HAT?” 


’Avin' the old Bus PsotsR'- 


I SIGNS OF AN EAEXT WINTER. 

The leaves of several Christmas Numbers have already 
; fallen upon the Railway Bookstalls. 


IMPALING THE BADGES. 

Wnr, of all harmless fourlegged things, unearth the poor Bad- 
ger in the Times, particularly when, not satisfied with intruding 
on,the domestic privacy* of the British Bear, with descriptions of how 
Mrs. B. makes him wipe his feet before he comes into the parlour, 
what hours he affects, the sort of table he keeps, the way he brings 
up bis family, and so forth— how would that other British Bear, 
Paterfamilias, like to be interviewed, and to have that house wbioh 
he calls Ms castle invaded in [the same style Our Own Corre- 
spondent” ends by bringing tbe poor Badger into tbe privileged 
circle of big game, and coolly asks to be allowed 

“To testify to tbe amotint of sport wMch these animals are capable of 
affordmg to any one wko cares to make a midnight excursion in pursuit of 

Adding, to make matters worse, the expression of Ms conviction 

“ That they are not nearly so scarce in England as people generally 
suppose.” 

If not so scarce now, “Our Own Correspondent” in Friday’s Times 
has done Jtfis best to make them even scarcer, hy some very uncalled- , 
for information, 

“ The badger, as is well known, is in the habit of searebiug for food during 
the night-time, and on these excm’sions will often wander a long way from 
Ms hole, and it is then that it affords the sportsman (?) the opportunity of 
capturing it, wMch is done by preyiously ‘ b^gmg ’ its hple, and beating 
round the woods, and in that manner alarming the animal, which imme- 
diately makes for home. One person is generally stationed a short distance 
from the ‘earth* with a trustworthy dog, in order to prevent the badger’s 
escape, for he not nnfrequently notices that something is wrong, and, having 
got sight of the bag in his hole, will turn tail, and if you have not a dog with 
you, all chance of catching the animal is lost.” 

All the better for “ the animal.” Oh, if Punch could only tpm 
the tables I The TIrsidce are among the ipost human of q.uadrupeds. 


If they could only be human enough to forget all humanity, turn 
upon “Our Own Correspondent,” and have the hunting of him, 
bagging his door, and beating up his haunts, and when he makes for 
home, being down upon Mm with a trustworthy dog. 'What, Punch 
would be glad to know, has the poor Badger done, that he should be 
thus held up to be harried and hunted ? Is it not enongh that he 
is^already but 'too liable to become the central figure of the “ ratting 
sports,” wMch are among the pet pleasures of sporting black- 
guardism, and as such to be brutmy oaited "with buU-terriers. 

It makes Punches blood boil to think of a harmless, nocturnal, 
wood-haunting recluse, who neither kills, nor is, game, being held 
up as “ capital sport” for capture hy trustworthy dogs, hounded on 
by bloody-minded and butcherly “ Correspondents,” who usurp the 
name of sportsmen. “ Sport to you, Gentlemen,” the Badger 
might say, but death to me.” 

The last sentence^of the letter is hut too good an illustration of 
the reasonableness of Badger’s plea and PuncKs protest : — 

“■While on a visit toja friend in GrIoucestersMre tMs year, I^witnessed the 
capture of a fine male badger, which weighed over 201b8., and was a valuable 
addition to a coUeetion of stuffed animals.” 

How “ valuable ” ? Is there anything to be learnt from such 
a specimen? Or was the friend a professional taxidermist, who 
looked on his twenty ponnds weight badger in the light of £. s, d, ? 

The writer’s unconscious lack of humanity is well brought out by 
the seutence in which he informs us that 

“If captured while young, badgers will become very tame iu confinement, 
and take food from the hand.’^ 

And yet it never occurred, to IMs noble sportsman that tMs readi- 
ness to become domesticated, and to show love for, and confidence in, 
man, was a reason for not bringing the Badger within the savagery 
of “sport,” and handing him over to the fate of so many innocent 
and beautiful things now persecuted by sportsmen and gamekeepers 
under the- broad brand of “vermin.” 
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A FREE AND ENLIGHTENED MASON 

STEIKINGr AT HIS OWH BBEAD-AND-BI7TTER. 


" PLEASE TO BEMEMBEE THE NINTH OE 
NOTEMBEE” 

nf wiU be oelebratmg his oaU to the 

omoe of the First Magistrate of the City of London bv Mdina 

V ry diffionlt task for .5/r. S^unch to prophesy the nuroort of tho 

^us speeches that^ be made on W fortlSS^terestkl 

SKi 5^3aa:.5xl!teL®Sf:¥.p»'»- t?VSS 




^dll ignore certain meetings held in St. Thomas’s Trr»s-nif»l t-p T\/v 

^5“?* Mddle-Cfass EdSn! S wftreMv 
forget the existence of the Blneooat SohooL 1 he boaste at all ah^f 

The SoiinrEE who returns thanks for The Armv ” win tYiAW 

The Saiioe who returns than Vs for “The Waw” w;ii u™ * 
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STRANGE EFFECT OF SEA-AIR. 

Mrs. Jmes. Deae mb, Me. Bnow, I thought tou -^ekb at the Sea-Side with Mes. Brown and the Ohildeen ! How 

AEE THEY ? ” 

Brown {who had evidently lean hmching at his Cluh). “ Pam'lyshwell, bue AH dubeo wharitisf, theeesh shomethin* i’ the she 
AIE DOSHLIiT SHBEM X’ SHUIT MB ! — ALLAYS FEEL OUEASHOETSH AF’EE DINNEE— p’BAPS FISH DiET— P'EAPSH— -DUEEO I ” 

[Mrs, J, had hy this time discovered his eoidition^ and makes off hastily. 


Seryice. If lie talks akout our Iron-olads, lie will not describe 
the many modes we have of losing- them. 

Tbe CrviLiANT wbo returns tbauks for ** tbe Yolunteera” will say 
nothing about tbe bribes offered to recruits in tbe shape of gratis 
suppers and new uniforms. He will not talk of tbe Easter Eeyiew 
as a farce, or tbe Wimbledon Encampment as a pic-nic. If be re- 
fers to tbe patriotism of tbe force, be will say nothing about its 
discipline. 

The Ambassadoe wbo returns thanks for “ tbe Diplomatic Corps ” 
wiU be careful to avoid any allusion to tbe Constantinople Confer- 
ence. If he praises tbe Kussians be will not neglect to applaud tbe 
Turks. While admitting tbe blessings of peace, be will not forget 
to insist on tbe great benefits accruing from intervention, 

Tbe Ministee wbo returns thanks for “ tbe Cabinet ” will care- 
fully avoid any allusion to British Interests, and will ignore a certain 
speech addressed to tbe Lobd Mayor exactly a year ago. He will 
not boast of tbe results of tbe last Session, and wiU say as little as 
possible about tbe intentions of bis colleagues. He will not attempt 
to explain tbe sudden departure of a handful of soldiers for Malta, 
and ^1 ignore tbe geographical position of Gallipoli. 

The Peer wbo returns thanks for “tbe House of Lords’^ wiU 
courteously refrain from making any allusion to tbe proceedings of 
tbe House of Commons. 

Tbe Member wbo returns thanks for “ tbe Third Estate” will not 
boast of tbe “ scenes ” that disgraced tbe last Session. He will not 
attempt to prove that “work” is more popular than “ talk” in tbe 
Lower Chamber. He will keep a discreet silence about Messrs. 
Biggae, Parnell, and tbe other ornaments of tbe Party of Obstruc- 
tion, and will strive to forget tbe humiliating Present in tbe glorious 
Past. 

Tbe Lawyer wbo returns thanks for “tbe Bench and tbe Bar” 
will say nothing about Trial by Mob as an excellent substitute for 
Trial by Jury. He will not insist upon the great saving of time 
resulting from long preliminary investigations before the Police 


Magistrates. He will not enter into tbe question of tbe differences 
of opinion between tbe Lord Chancellor and tbe Lord Chief 
Baron, and be will reserve his congratulations upon tbe completion 
of tbe Law Courts for some future occasion. 

The Gentleman wbo returns thanks for “ the Ladies ” will make 
no allusion to tbe females who patronise tbe Theatre Royal Old 
Bailey. 

And, lastly, tbe Shameless Libeller wbo rises to abuse Mr, 
Bunchy will not dare to utter a single syllable, — Tbe “ Shame- 

less Libeller” is an imaginary character, invented to bring the 
article to a genial conclusion. 


IS LIFE WORTH LIYIHGP 

^ PROPOS of Mr. W. H. Malloch’s Article^ on this subject in tbe 
Nineteenth Century last month, tbe following replies nave been 
received by Mr, Punch 

Mr, Gladstone, writing from Ireland, says Ho, with three 
Special COTrespondents doggmg one’s footsteps, and a Reporter in 


Cleopatra’s Heedle, adrift iu tbe Bay of Biscay, is doubtful; it 
does not like snob treatment at its time of life. 

La Marjolaine^ at tbe Royalty, cannot make up her mind ; English 
taste is so vitiated by a course of high class drama. 

Mr. OoTAVTUs Spender says it depends on bow much longer bis 
Oxford tailor will wait, and on whether be can get bis cousins to 
come up to next Commemoration. 

Miss Hebissa says decidedly Ho, while Me, George stares so 
shockingly at her sister Alice all through tbe sermon on Sunday 
mornings. 

Mr, Punch says Rather, as be thinks of all tbe Toung Ladies be 
met in his Autumn Yaeation, and whose Pictures will adorn bis 
Almanack for 1878. 
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IMAGINARY BIOGRAPHIES. 

/ *‘A great discovery has been 

A made, according to the Zemar 

and Bassiret^ a^nrkish new^- 

father was a pig-toler^ the 

GtL A i> STONE ran away, at the 
®'S® sixteen, to Servia, and 
"^218 thenj with another pig- 
V j dealer, sent to London to sell 
\ P^SS. He stole the proceeds, 

I BP?' I'io changed his name from Tno- 

\B^ 7 W ZADiN to GtLADSTONB, and 

became a Mtish subjecV’ &c. 

The Earl of Beacohs- 

^ HELD was changed at 

W miTse, and is really the 

) ^ ^ Turkish Efitendi. 

SJi Young Diseaeli (his real 

C ^a.me is Tanceedikan) 

' Avm ' was a precocious hoy, and 

^ • 'I'tiK ran away from school, 

being dissatisfied with the 
' slender acq.uirements of 
Head Master in 
'' Modern Languages and 

Physiology. Aiter wan- 
h^l^ ab^t the Caucasus 

/gt\ big” birds, and doing 
-rilllB other jobs, he secreted 

.’ lilLl!.' ■ himself, as a stowaway, 

onLboard a ship trading 
with fiffs, sponges, and 
washleathers, between 
Smyrna and Hartlepool. Having ingratiated himself with the 
owners of the vessel by Ms extraordinary talent for imitating the notes 
of birds and other animals, he became supercargo, part owner, junior, 
and finally senior partner in the firm. As a young man, before he 
entered Parliament, Mr. Biseaeli was fond of domestic pets, and for 
several years kept a tame Eussian bear in honourable captivity. One 
day the creature, while engaged in play with its master, overstepped 
the hounds of moderation, and knocked him, down with its paw iu 
the front garden of the house wMoh he then occupied in St. Peters- 
burg Place, Bayswater. Bruin was immediately sold to a neigh- 
bouring hairdresser ; and those who have closely watched the Peime 
Mesdcstee’s career, date from tMs occurrence the commencement of 
the antagonistic feelings towards Eussia with wMoh he is credited. 
Lord Beaconseield is passionately fond of angling, and during the 
season, when the weather is favourable, and there are no Cabinet 
Councils, may generally be seen in a punt, on the Thames, not far 
from Eiehmond Bridge, eating chocolate and fishing for gu&eon. 

The Earl of Beebt received Ms education at Christ’s BCospital, 
the Loed Matoe having kindly giyen Mm a presentation for that 
noble foundation. As a Blue-coat boy he^ was distinguished as the 
ringleader in holster matches, and for Ms steady perseverance in 
aciiuiriag the mastery of the bassoon. Yery early in Ms career he 
became famous for his reckless daring as a gentleman jockey in 
steeple-chases, and it was this revelation of ^uestrian talent wMch 
secured him his first start in official life as Eq.uerry to H.E.H. the 
Bake of Sussex. Afterwards he became Master of the Horse, under 
Sir Eobeet Peel, but exchanged tMs appointment for the Buck- 
hounds when the Corn Laws were repealed. The Eobek^^n Secee- 
TAEY is an inveterate smoker (Latakia), and writes all Ms despatches 
iu bed, seldom rising before noon, when he calls for Ms carriage and 
four and dashes down to Eppihg Forest or Clapham Common, where 
iu seclusion he prepares himself for the Bebates in the House of 
Lords. He is a great poultry fancier, and has carried ofi the prin- 
cipal prizes at all the leading shows iu the kingdom. 

uTotMug remarkable is recorded of the boyhood of the Marquis of 
Salisbtjet, except Ms partiality for India pickles. At Oxford he 
developed a taste for pugilism, and Ms leaning towards one of the 
more pronounced schools of N^onconformist theology, even then ex- 
cited feelings of uneasiness in the minds of Ms family and friends. 
His LordsMp is Chancellor of the University of London, one of the 
Patrons of the jSociety for the Abolition of the Established Church 
of England, and Editor of the Edinburgh Eeview, His palatial 
town-house— built by Sir Godebey Enelibe— is in Cecil Street, 
Str^d, and in his stately park at Burleigh— close under the 
sh^ow of Salisbury Cathedral— is to he found the only herd of wild 
buifaloes now remaining in tMs country. 

' 1 is the son of a Leicestershire clergyman, who was 

also the Squire of the parish, and a noted foxhunter. After passing 


through Eton, whete he was Captain of the Eleven,” Mr. Bright 
obtained'a Commission (through family interest) m a Cavalry Eegi- 
ment, and distinguished Mmself in the CMnese War. He sold out 
of the Army at the Peace, and turned his attention to agricultural 
pursuits, becoming an ardent sportsman^ a strict game-preserver, 
and a fearless Chairman of Quarter Sessions. He stiH retains Ms 
hereditary love of the chase, and is one of the fatewards of the 
Jockey Club. Mr. Bright is Chairman of the Eldon Club, and 
patron of ten livings. He married a daughter of the Archbishop of 
Bombay ; and his lauded estates are strictly ehtailed. 

OUE EEPEESENTATI7E MAN. 

Excuse for staying— A little Dinner with some choice spirits^ and 
some account of how the evening was fimshed. 

My very dear Sm, « i. - j.v -at ? 

I HAVE not yet returned to my fiat in the Eue Neuve de 
double gras aux petitspois, having received a very kind and charac- 
teristic letter from the Marshal to say ‘‘ wait a week or so/’ and 
fiMshing epigrammatically with ‘ ‘ J" V there- 

fore before taking my walks abroad, I am doing a few of our home 

amusements. • „ , . - j. 

The other evening I was dinmg with a f^ choice spirits at 
the Chopsteak Tavern, with H. E. H. E. (of Westmmster), in the 
Chair, faced by Archie, C. T. (of Canterbury), and supported by 
some first-rate members of the Fancy, as, entre nous, we call the 
Hevisiouary, or Yisiouary, Committee ; and a pleasanter party never 
stretched legs under a mahogany: It was real old times revived. 
Well, after a song in praise of whiskey from the C-rd-n-L who had 
to leave early in order to speak at Exeter Hall, a Hural Bean who 
was up for one day only, and had to he of£ to-morrow morning by 
the first train, proposed an adjournment to some place of theatrmal 
entertainment. The Registrar of the Biocese suggested ^zel. But 
tMs was at once negatived by a Canon of Westminster. Br. Light- 
foot was for the ballet at the Alhambra, but everyone had seen 
it several times, and the same reason was given for not going to 

JPink Dominos* , „ , •, tt- i-. t 

“ If there were a good circus going on,” observed His Hrace (after 
dinner) of Y-rk, “ there ’snothing Ilshould like to see more than the 
delineation of Ajohhishop Turpin’s ride to the Cathedral City of the 

Just at tMs minute, however, a secretary looked in, and wmsper- 
ing that unfortunately Yobh was wanted, the excellent Archbishop 
finished Ms tumbler and retired. , 

“Let’s have a paper and see what’s gomg on, ’I suggestoa. 
Carried nem* con* “Nine hundredth night of Our Boys f No, 
even the Rural Bean had seen tMs twice. Eussia, s.t the New 
National Theatre (here Canon L-dd-n left the room with Malcolm: 
M‘C-ll), hut as Eussia was advertised for seven o’clock (an h^ur 
that will effectually prevent the stalls from^ ever seeing me F^ 
Act, wMch appears, “ from information received,” to be the heW, 
this was out of the question for us. Eussia was also advertised for 
eight. Which was correct we didn’t know, and so we would not 
support the Czar. It was now^ just nine-thirty (a number wMch 
apparently exercised a mysterious power over some present), and 
any idea of amusement had been generally abandoned, when sud- 
denly the new B-sh-p of Sodor and Man, who had been studying 
a newspaper, exclaimed, — 

“Bedad! if ye will go to a place of amusement, and won’t stop 
here for a quiet game of Loo, eighteenpenuy and four-and-six- , 
penny” — all declined — “ then that ’s what I ’d like ye to see, boys I ” 
And he flourished the front page of the D* T* ' 

“ What ? ” we all asked in a breath. ^ 1 

Erin! a ballet at the Metropolitan Music HaH! Whoopi' 
Quid Ireland for iwer ! ” ^ ^ 

“ At the Metropolitan ! ” said the Pr-m-te, brightening up. 

“ That sounds well ; though I should haye preferred the Canterbury 
for choice.” 

Hansoms were called, and away we went to the Edgeware Eoad. j 

What Erin (the ballet in question) was all about, it would bOj 
impossible to say; but there was “the Q-enius of Old Ireland” 
represented by a lady who, like most true geniuses, was modest and 
retiring, and kept perpetually (with the harp that once did, but 
doesn’t now) in the background. There, were soine beautiful dancing 
Irish lasses and Irish lads with sMHelaghs, an undramatic gentle- 
man who would have sung Irish ballads charmingly but for a oolA for 
wMch he apologised with [pantomimic action expressive of coughing, 
finally putting his hand, in an exhausted manner, to Ms chest, as 
much as to say, “Excuse my mustard-plaster I nothing but a 
mustard-plaster will draw any notes out of me to-night! out I’ll 
do my best,” and he did, too, being much applauded for his efforts. 
And then there was a ve^ dramatic young lady with a powerful 
voice, who gave us three Irish melodies, including “ TAhe minstrel 
Eoy,^^ with stirring effect. I couldn’t catch the words, and had 
forgotten “ The Minstrel Eoy^^ hut I fancy, if her dramatic aoUon 
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Tvas correct, that the Minstrel Boy was catching it heavily from 
her (the singer in question) for having gone to the wars at all; in 
fact, judging from her action, it seemed to me that she did not 
believe in the Minstrel Boy having gone to the wars, but that this 
was simply a shabby excuse for getting away, and leaving her. I 
own that if this is a misconception on my part, then it is my fault 
for not being more thoroughly acquainted with the Minstrel Boy. 

Then there was a Fair Scene, and “ all the fun ” of it was in the 
sudden appearance of Messrs. Disraeli and Gladstone (two excellent 
masks), both visiting Donnybrook (I suppose) at the same time, 
accompanied by their friends, the Sultan and the Czar, Dizzy 
and Gladstone were great fun, but the “ People’s Wiliiam: ” was 
hooted whenever he came on with the Czar, and was ultimately 
removed by a shabby policeman ; while Dizzy and the Turk were 
cheered to the echo* (I wonder how this sort of “thing would be 
stood by my dear friend, the Marshal, in Paris !) So, with, another 
song, and more dancing, representing the sports and racing, at least 
so I imagine^ the Entertainment concluded, and I left long before 
my companions, who were determined to stop it out, and had aU 
agreed to see the Bural Dean home to his lodgings, where Sonon 
ANJ > MajST still thought they might get a quiet Loo. 

The remarkable thing about the Metropolitan audience (on this 
night, at all events) was its resnectability and decorum. Our Boys 
have reached the 900th night of their apparently interminable run, 
and Messrs. James and Teobjste have come hack to the original.parts, 
first filled by them in a remote antiquity. BevivaHsm seems to be 
up just now in the theatrical world. The New appears, in fact, An 
Unequal Match for the Old. — I am now, as ever, 

Youa Eepbeseittative. 



THE PERMISSIYE CARTE. 

{To ho left in the Cojfee-Boom of the future, for — those who like it) 

£ s» d. 

Eau Ordinaire {good condition) • . . , . .010 

Do. (filtered, Lipscombb’s brand) . • ,*016 

Do. (Spariding Serpentine) • . . .036 

Barley-Water (1876. Soun^ , , . , ,,030 

Do. (Haute* 1872) , . . • . .040 

Do. (Grand DaU’~ Cabinet, 1842) . ,. 0 5 6 

Sherbet (Excellent, Carte Blanche) 0 4 0 

Do. (Superior Yellow Label) 0 6 0 1 


Albert Edward, Prince op "W‘ales. 
Lorn November, 1841. 


Punch, Prince op Mirth. 
Bom July, 1841. 


Toast-and-Water (Still) 0 : 

Do. (Tree sec) . 0 ' 

Do. (Imperial, CrSmant) , . • . 0 1< 

Pop (from the Wood) , . , • . . , . 0 ; 

Tio, (Cold in Bottle) . • • . • . • . 0 - 

Do. (very Old and Tawny) . . . . . . . 0 ' 

Do. (the ‘‘ Co7net Bop,^^ in magnificent condition. Only 

a few dozens left) , , * • . . .0 1: 

Apply to Wupbid Lawsojt & Co. (Limited), Water Lane. 


BlCKim AND STEALING? 

CoiTLi) not the Home Secbetart resolve himself occasionally into 
a Court of Criminal Appeal, to reconsider a summary conviction by 
a Magistrate as well as a Judge^s sentence. The Timed police 
report, stating that William LAMBOUKPnB, a small child, ten or meven 
years old, was sentenced by Mr. BAESTowat Clerkenwell to twenty- 
one days’ imprisonment and hard labour for picking a house-leek 
out of a flower-bed in St. Pancras Churchyard, passes uncon- 
tradicted. If there is really no mistake about it, surely Mr.''CBOss 
might, long ere now, with no excess of lenity, have advised Her 
Most Gracious Majestt to remit the remainder of a somewhat 
severe punishment awarded to a very juvenile offender. Had he 
known of it in time, might not the infant’s sentence have been 
commuted for a good taDdng-to, or, at the utmost, a judicious 
parental flogging. Such a sentence is not^like Mr. Babstow, who 
has always snown himself a ^screet and kindly, as well as pains- 
taking and intelligent. Magistrate. In this case, however, as it 
stands on the report, the Clerkenwell Beak setas to have been 
over-sharp for once^; ^ 

Gigantic Journals. 

Oe two great Metropolitan morning newspapers, advertises 
itself as commanding the Largest Circulation in the World,’’ and 
the other, in like manner, claims a “World-Wide Circtdation.” 
Both of them are published within the City of London. Might not 
these giants be caued the Goo and MU.goo of journalism P 


Cheap Jack. — Evidently not Sir Johh Benitett. 


My Prince I on this, thy natal day, 

’Tis meet that Bunch shonld homage pay 
ffis Royal Brother ! 

The fateful year that gave thee birth 
Gave Princes twain to glad the earth— 

Thee, and another : 

A Prince of Wales, a Prince of Mirth, 

To cheer each other. 

Together, though apart, we ’ve grown 
From childhood up ; and each has known 
Afla.iction’s stings : 

I in my craft, thou by the Throne 
Of England’s Kings. 

Nor Rank nor Wit can stay Death’s hand, 
Nor hold the ever-ehhing sand 

Of Life’s hour-glass ; 

We can hut, brave and patient, stand, 

And let it pass. 

With joy *and sorrow, weal and woe, 

This chequered life jogs on ; and so 
The world keeps rolling ! 

While stars have set, fresh stars have shone ; 
New friends replace the old ones gone — 

Our grief consoling ; 

And marriage-hells ring on and on 

Through death-knells tolling ! 

Fain Bunch would wish thee, on this day, 
Some special wish. What shall he say ? 

All Fortune’s store 

Is thine to grasp ; rank, wealth, and all 
That poets dream, is at thy call. 

What wouldst thou more ? 

A peerless wife stands by thy side, 

A if pure as gold in furnace tried, 

Without aRoy. 

Thy children are a Nation’s pride. 

And BunchU joy. 

Having at Home snob perfect bliss. 

What can Bunch wish thee more than this, 
With all his wit? 

That as thou wear’st Upon thy crest 
Thy Father’s motto—^ '(Sxm Jtst I ” 
Thou live by it. 


A FLYum Yish.— I n a report of Mr. Gladstoot’s^ adventures in 
Wicklow, a newspaper states that at Sl^elagh Station he and his 
party were conveySi by carriages waiting for them P 

Park. So that, in fact, our gentle Woodman remained at ShiUelagiL 
only just long enough to cut his stick. 






ART AND FASHION. 

Our Artist cmd Ms fasMonahU Sitter comjpare Notes about Paris, Nc begins 
You "WENT TO THE * LoUVRE/ OE COURSE V* 

I SHOULD TEISH: SO, IHDBED ! BEFORE GOING ANYWHERE ELSE ! I SPENT ALL MY TlMiS THERE! AYsAT A BEAUTIFUL PliAOB !” 

Ah I And what endless Stores of noble artistic AYbalth I” 

Yes 1 so Artistic 1 And the Attendants so Civil, you know.” 

H’m ! pretty well I But all is well managed. Such Cleanliness I Such Order ! ” 

Yes! And those lovely Balloons they give one, with ‘Xoufee' printed on them, you know! ” 

\pur Artist is tMnking of the -famous Museum: his fashionable Sitter of the still more famous linen-draping and silk'-mcrcing emporium 
which bears the same name, and where they give you a hydrogen balloon to take away with you along with your purchase. And a 
wonderful advertisement that balloon is/ Yerb. sap. ' 


THE SPBIG op shillelagh. 

[Adapted to the Occasion,) 

OcK, Oladdy’s the guest of tlie Rate Irislinian, 

The Green Isle he ^s roamin’ to twig: all he can, 

With his Sprig of Shillelagh and Shamrock so green. 
His phiz looks good-hnmonred, his wind appears sonnd, 
But he keeps his own counsel whilst looking around, 
Walks and chats, bows and smiles before cutting his stick, 
‘But his iHgant ton™ makes no speeches, avich I— 

For all his BhilLelagh and Shamrock so green I 

Pax ne’er had the luck in St. Stephen’s to stand, 

Whilst that guest wid his measures was blessing the land 
^ That grows the Shillelagh and Shamrock so green. 
Will his Gladdt then lave him wid sona’ the spache ? 
Has hei«hotiiing to talk about, nothing to tache ? 

Is therb River a wrong in the Isle of the West, 

For the cntto’ down spoort that the ould boy loves best, 
With his Sprig of Shillelagh and Shamrock so green ? 

“My cead mUlefaitthea ’tis cruel to balk; 

Sure ’tis sorry he ’ll be that he grudged me the t-fllk — 
For^all my ShiEelagh and Shamrock so green I ” 

So smhs purty Shbelam, as blushing a smile. 

She hands him a twig, the Home-growth of tae Isle. 

But he answers, — “ Mavrone, I’ve a shafe on my shelf, 
And prefer, when I want one, to out it myself, 

Being choice of ShiUelagns, nor liking them green.” 


Sweet Sheelah may prettily pout and protest. 

Bat our Woodmau perhaps, after all, may know best, 

To decline the Shillelagh that’s offered him green. 
Shure he manes no offence to that same Colleen Dhas ; 
’Tis not now he first owns to her charms, the sweet lass I 
He has fought iu her cause like a Trojau afore. 

And again, when he ’s wanted, he’ll bring to the fore, 
Both his Sprig of Shillelagh and Shamrocl: so green ! 


Supplying a Void. 


The Duo Deoazes’s retirement from the French Foreign Office is, 
we are assured, a fait-accompli. The Dake, by this timely with- 
drawal from an untenable situation, shows himself a seigneur 
accompli. How much more dignified to walk out of the Foreign 
Office than to be kicked out I 

It is reported that the Duke’s successor is to be the Comte de 
Togue, now French Ambassador at Vienna, Comte de Vogue 
would certainly be the right man in the right place. If there is one 
thing the Marshal wants just now, besides discretion and sound poli- 
tical judgment, it is Vogue, 

BENEATH THE LOWEST DEER A LOWER DEEP. 

Says Sir Wilfrid to the Marshal, 

“ Our worse your bad I ’ll fit to : 

You ’ve a Eepublioan Gfovemment, 

But we ’ve aTublican ditto.” 








Mi- 

WiJ 


iitt! 




''s™ 



“WITH HIS SPEIG OF SHILLELAGH — ”!! 

Htbeenia. “SHURE, ter HOEOER’LL TARE A REAL SHILLELAGH FOR THE SAKE OP-OIJLB IRELAND! ” 
Mb. GrADSiOHE. “ THANK YOU, MY DEAR, I PREFER TO CUT MY OWN ! ” 

“ Mr. Gladstokb then drore hy Awhiiin through * Shillelagh Wood,’ and inqteoted the famous ‘ Shillelagh Oak,’ fltom •which a eonple of model 
twigs were offered to him .” — ^Report oyW. B. &,*BXrishJProffress — Ohapter ** Oool<£t%w!' 
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A MODERN ATHENIAN. 

SoutJiern Tourist {in MdMurgk), ** Can you direct me to tee EoVAD 
Institution ? ” 

Native. {Vacant Stare.) “Whatest?” 

Tourist {giving a dice). ** Pictures, you know — Statues — And——** 

Native {after much thought), “ Oo I — ^et*s the Sxukky PegoARS YE MeAEI” 
— {Poiniing . ) — “ Yon *s et I " 


“EXEai MONUMENTUM.** 

One of tlie trio eoRvicted a few days ago of conspiracy 
to defraud^ the Artisans* Dwellings Company made a 
very pathetic speech to the Court, in the course of which 
he bore warm testimony to his own virtues, sacrifices, 
and services to the Working-Man. Besides “ supplying 
building plans to all the Crowned Heads of Europe,'** he 
has (as the Old Bailey has now given us abundant testi- 
mony) “done wonders at Clapham.** “The erection 
of the Shaftesbury Park Buildings alone,’* he tells us, 
“is a monument to his memory,** making him at once 
“ revered and respected.’* 

Suppose, by way of tribute to this revered convict, the 
Shaftesbury Estate were re-christened as “ Oreat Swin- 
dlehurst ” ? How would the tenants like it ? This monu- 
ment to the promoter of the Artisans* Dwelling Company, 
if not quite < 2 re perennius (the houses on the Estate not 
being remarkable for solid construction), might at least 
be something of a set-off against eighteen months of 
prison refiection, prison discipline, and prison labour. 
If there be truth in the Latin adage^ Nemo repente fuit 
turpissimus^ we may suppose that this benefactor of the 
Working Man rose to his proud eminence ly degrees 
thus : — Swindle, Swindler, Swindlerst. 


Adding Insult to Injury. 

Some of Punch's readers may remember the press- 
gang’s way of dealing in Goldsmith’s story of the one- 
legged Tar. “ They first knocked me down,” says the 
light-hearted sailor, “and then bade me stand.” So it 
is with the Chelsea v estry. They first crack the crown 
of the Misses Clarkes’ cellar with their fifteen-ton 
steam-roller, and then call on them to pay for mending it. 

No, thank you, my dear Bumble. *Tis excellent to have 
a steam-roller to break the new-laid granite of your roads 
— but tyrannous to use it like a Yestry, by calling upon 
the parishioners whose vaults it cracks to pay the cost 
of repairs. “Who breaks, pays,’* should be the motto, 
whether with cellars, crowns, or statutes. 

We are glad to see Mr. D’Eyncouet takes Punch's 
view, and has awarded costs, not against Miss Clarke. 
but the Yestry, which first smashed in her cellar, and 
then summoned her. 


SEPARATION OE THE SEXES. 

Little or nothing has lately been heard or seen in 
London of Irish Orangemen* Yet Irish Orangewomen 
are as abundant as ever. 


THE STAGE IN EXCELSIS. 

Surely these are brave times for the Theatres. The Drama 
dead 1 Bosh ! The !Drama is not only alive, hut should also be 
kicking—if that be the natural oonsequeuce of waxing fat, and if 
fatness comes of favour in high places. 

Eor, lo you now, as in the days when le grand Monargue shook his 
awful wig in a Yersailles ballet, and Marie Antoinette played 
shepherdess in a straw hat in the interludes at Trianon, the stage 
can once more boast a King for nursing-father, in Norway, and a 
Grand Duke for manager, at Meiningen. We read in the week*s 
Continental Chronicle of the Academy how— 

The King of Sweden and Korwat has completed a dramatic poem, 
entitled Minnie fran Xfpsala^ the scene of which is successively laid in the 
Cathedral, in Odin^s Grove, and in Old Bpsala, This drama, to which Ivar 
Hallstrom has written the music, is now under rehearsal, and will be shortly 
performed.” 

And, again, in a Times Letter, from Dresden 

“ ' Die Meiniger,’ as they are called here, have Just left us. This troupe, 
which performs generally at the Court of Meiningen, owes its perfection 
principally to the Duke, who devotes himself to it with unparalleled zeal- 
He has gone repeatedly to foreign countries solely for the purpose of studying 
foreign costumes and house furniture in order to he able to reproduce them on 
the stage as faithfully as possible. The weapons, for instance^ used in the 
Mmnann Schlaeht are true copies of originals preserved in the Central 
Museum of German antiquities at Colo^e, and tiiose used in Fiesco have 
been in great part purchased ffom dealers in antiquities in Genoa and Yenice.” 

Talk of your Bancroets and Hares in London, and your Cal- 
verts at Manchester ! Here is a real live Grand Duke lovingly pre- 
siding over Stage hr%c-d~hrac^ and “mounting** the play, with no 
sense that he is coming down in the process, but as if he felt the 


Manager’s Chair at least a stage higher than the Grand-Ducal 
Throne. 

Managers were mighty men before, and in no way given to think 
siUali beer of themselves. What liquor wiU they think of them- 
selves now — Royal Norwegian Spruce, or Grand-Ducal Lager ? 

King Max of Bavaria is known to have gone in for Wagner ^d 
the Music of the Knture. Many of the stupendous transformation 
scenes of Bayreuth, almost rivalling the marvels of Drury Lane 
Pantoinime wrought by the wonder-working brush of Beverly, 
are believed to have had their* inspiration in the Winter Garden 
a-top of the Schloss at Munich, where the Royal Poet .spends his 
winters lin artistic retirement with Richard Wagner for Prime 
Minister of Ms aesthetic pleasures. 

Thus the Managers may fairly claim a right to tMnk Bavarian 
Beer of themselves. And why may not Kaiser ere long rush in 
where King has not feared to tread, and so uplift^ the managerial 
estimate of itself to the sublime level of “Imperial Pop**? To 
quote Horace with a difference, — 

Sed si me Regibus manager inseras 
Sublimi feriam sidera vertice,” 


trke Argument a IMCinbri. 

{For the emsideration ^Macdonald, M.P,) 

So you suggest that they our coals that quarty _ ^ 
Should shorten shifts to raise black diamonds* price r* 
But, if so, why should other workers tarry, 

Each in his craft, to follow your advice ? 

Till soon, hauled o^er the coals, like spark in stubble, 
Over-produotiou’s doctrine goes ahead, 

And all trades work half time, and come down double 
For beef and beer, for house, and clothes, and bread ! 
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THAT LASS 'O TOWERY "S. 

By the Authors of Several other Things, ^c., ^c. 

Chaptee VIII * — Meeting hy Moonlight, 

** Lews; owt fur yo’sel,^’ site wMspered to Miii as lie leao^ over 
Jior, preteiidiiiff to admire lier black diamoiid ear-rings, ■wnicn were 
her sole piece of finery. “ Owd feether 's goin’ to giv’ yo ar narsty 
^xm, yo 'U zee ; zo git owt yo Young Ingineer, an’ dunno kum teeklin 
mer, or yo ’ll git ar narsty ’im fra’ mee tew, yo wall,” . .,i . 

INeGtIJS was no coward ; but benceforth be never went out ^tbout 
a box of &eworks, so as to send up rocket-signals in case of distress, 
a pocket electric battery to forward messages to bis friends, and a 
reversible coat, wbicb, if riddled tbrougb by bullets on_one side, 
would be as good as 
new on tbe other. 

These, with a small 
fire-escape and a bot- 
tle of patent “ Pick- 
me-up ” in ease of bis 
being knocked down, 
completed bis equip- 
ment. 

One night be rapped 
loudly at tbe little 
Curate’s door. At tbe 
same moment be lit a 
ci^ar. This sound and 
tms Ugbt were what 
bad awaked tbe Bev. 

Thokas Titt from bis 
slumbers. 

He sat playing card s 
with tbe little Curate 
till past midnight. 

Then be left. 

It was a warm night, 
and, regardless of bis 
safety, be bad depo- 
sitedbis precautionary 
measures at tbe little 
Curate’^ door, when a 

frombebSStbeboney- 
suclde, and beckoned 
to him. 

' He followed her, out 
into tbe road. 

Then a voice, wbicb 
be recognised m spite 
of tbe mist and hoarse- 
ness, said, 

“ Oi wants tar speek 
wi’ yo, ar dew.” 

The little Curate, 
who bad been winning 
a little money at 
icarte (his favourite 
grame, for proficiency 
in wbicb be bad ob- 
tained bis degree in 
arts at St. Cad’s Col- 
lege), and was in excel- 
lent spirits, exclaimed , 

“ Why, bless me, if 
it isn’t Em Beebie ! 

And a doosid fine gal, 
too I Then be added, 

blusbingly, “ As we used to say at Oxford.” Then be called out, 
“ How do, Emmy ? How ’s old Catechism going on ? What lark ’s 
up now ? as we used to say at Oxford,” be added, apologetically. 

And tbe little Curate, who bad taken a little too much at icarte^ 
was about to advance^ on tiptoe, and raise his little band to obnck 
her under tbe chin in tbe most conscientious manner, when she 
replied, shortly, “ 0 yo stewp’t leetel tiddlepops o’ ar parson I To 
leeve mer arlown an’ oil leeve yo arlown I ” 

And waving the back of her band towards him with a queenly 
gesture that well became her, she caught him about tbe second 
button of bis low waistcoat, and, on tbe spot, doubled him up. The 
little Curate was sensible of a sudden and extraordina^ change 
having come over him on being suddenly doubled up. Erom four 
feet be became eight, and was unable to re-enter bis bouse except 
lengthways, as a parcel from tbe tailor’s. 

‘‘^If I could only reduce myself by two feet,” be sighed, “ AmcE 
SoniiiG-Ai would look up to me.” 




Suddenly be brightened up. ^ 

“Diet will do it I” be cried. “I’ll become a teetotaller, and 
lower myself.” i 

That night, for tbe first time in bis life, be lay long in bed. 

“ To-morrow morning,” be said to Mmself, shyly, I shall shrink 
from getting up. If i can but shrink just two feet .1 shall* be 
satisfied.” ^ u • * 

And be looked forward to tbe surprise be would give Anice. 

Then be slept. ^ -r. -r. , 

In tbe meantime Heous Barcbow followed Em Beebie along tbe 
shadowy road, and across tbe open ploughed fi.elds where the tall 
elms and stately 'oaks made tbe obscurity of night more obscure, 
and tbe closely-planted nut-busbes and carefully-trained wild briars 
rendered all attempts at walking absolutely impossible. So they 
strode on, following each otber.''^ 

Cmapteb IX. 

' The Panto-mining 

Pusiness, 

Em Beebie stopped 
suddenly. Tbe Young 
Engineer approached. 

“Dan Beerie ’s ma 
owd feether,” she 
said Jn a whisper. 

“You are as wise 
as you are beautiful,” 
was Kegus Babcbow’s 
reply, and be knelt 
before her in tbe 
moonlight as be might 
have done before any 
lady in tbe land. 

Tbe girl’s ^ strong 
dramatic instinct led 
her to place one foot | 
lightly, but firmly, on ' 
bis outstretched knee, 
and so balancing her- 
self with one band on 
bis shoulder, she threw 
herself into a graceful 
attitude, her left toe 
pointing downwards. 
Tbe Bed Fires of tbe 
distant furnaces bril- 
liantly illuminated tbe 
scene for a few se- 
conds, till tbe dark 
curtain of night fell 
on tbe tableau. 

This recalled her 
to herself. Jumping 
down with great na- 
tural modesty, she 
tripped over a moon- 
beam that bad fallen 

Authors, — ** My dear 
Lady and G-entlemen, a 
ploughed field is not a 
wood, A ploughed field 
is ‘the open/ not the 
closed. How could they 
walk at all where any 
attempt at walking was 
absolutely impossible. 
And again, how could 
they ‘ follow each other ^ ? 
One walked first, and the 

, other followed. Please alter, or explain — for we are willing to admit 
( that not being personally conversant with the country, and our jSpecial 
Commissioner and his Boy not haying wired or sent any report, it may 
happen that you are perfectly right in your details ; only it doesn’t appear so 
; at first sight.” — ^Yours, Ed. 

> Answer from the JTew Provincial Novel Company Limited to Bditor,-^ 

► “ No, it does not appear right ‘ at -first sight f as you *say. But look at it 
again ; take another sight at it. We always do. The fields here are exactly 

- as we have described them. Land is too valuable in the North to be set asidof 
for one purpose alone. A field is not given up to the plough only, but ja 
I increased in size by being let out for all sorts of purposes ; and thus, by rfal 
[ wasting the furrows and utilising the ridges, crops can grow in the midstt cl 
; woods where the game is preserved and the tod strawberries abound ; whlM 
^ descending by a staircase, or a sunk shaft, in the comer of the field, we 
' upon a mine m full operation. Such are the wonders here which have gaijn 
our people the title of The Wizards of the North. As to the ‘ folio wing/^ii 
5 any one who knows the habits of the people here, this description is slmkiK 
lifelike. Don’t ask any more questions.”— T he Company. 
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OUR COUNTRYMEN ABROAD. | 

TJlLOA ! GaE§0NG, YOV AIELE I DaTJEENAT, SB VOO PLAY ? ” I 

“Yes, SaeeI Yat yil you *av, Saeb?” j 

“Oh! Oofs!” j 

“Yes, SaebI CEctfs a la Goqus, Saee!” 

“ Oh, hong ! Hang it I Sjsn’s Eggs foe mjs, please 1 ” 

between them, but recoyered herself without sustaining any injury, 
and stood by his side. 

“ You are an elegant creature,” said the Young Engineer, with a 
certain tremor in his yoioe. 

“ Nay,” she replied, in a yoice softened by the deep mist. “ Oim 
na’ ar Kollumbyne, bart oil tell yo zumthin’ az arl bee arz gewd arz 
ar panto-mine, eef zo be yo ^11 lizzen t’ m’ noo.” 

“ Liz ! Liz I 0 Liz I ” murmured Negus, thinking to himself what 
a capital advertisement this would be on the walls of London, 

I “Naj,” determinedly, “ma naym^s na Liz’ an’ yo nose eet.” 
Then, in a subdued tone, “TWd feether's goin’t’anok yo down. 
Happen he ^z hoidin aboot.” 

“What!” exclaimed the Young Engineer, much interested. 
“ What I Strike me with a feether r ” 

“Aye,” sturdily, but in a whisper, az yo stip oot uv that there 
gayt ar’ t’ ind 0 ’ thees field into th’ lane, wun on ’um, — ^thar ar three 
on um agin yo,— wuU bee lyin’ down f t’ road fur yo to tumbel 
ow’-r. Then when yo layze sprorlin’ in t’ road, t’ owd feether ’U 
coup yo ow’r t’ nob wi’ ar gewd cloutin’ stick.” 

‘ And the third man ?— you said there were three of them,” asked 
the Young Engineer, following the description closely. 

“Thar theerd mon’U bee zittun i’ t’ ’edge, zinging’ ‘rum turn 
turn turn tiddley fiiddley rum turn turn ^wjn,’ wi’out stoppin’, just 
fur t’keep thur spurruts oop. It’s wart they do call ’i these parts 
ther mewsik 0 ’ t* panto-mine rally, an’ the hands az ar ;^anto- 
miners zings it az tho’ they wore feeddlin’ awa’ fur t* dear loife.” 

The Young Engineer felt like a coward. He was under her pro- 
tection, and had only to follow her directions. 

They drew near an old exploded mine. They were approaching 
the Lane. He knew it well by name ; Doorie Lane. They walked 
on, and stood by the entrance to the pit. The doors were only just 
open.^ Not a soul was to be seen. She gave hi’*! an order to go in 
and sit down. There he was to watch. 

Sure enough, at this critical moment the sound the third man’s 


voice, in the hedge, humming the music already described, fell on 
his ear, and^ Negus Baeceow trembled for the brave girl who had 
risked her life for his, 

A minute after, she was lost to view. 

What was to happen next ? 

Chaptee X. — The Rally ^ the Roughs^ and the Tumble, 

Dan Beeeie stood, grimly smiling, in the shadow, with a long, 
thick, pliant stout stick— a “ wakkur,” as they call it here— in his 
hand. 

There was a malicious sense of humour in his smile, that boded 
no one any good. 

Of his two companions in the plot, the one was humming in the 
hedge, the other lay with his face downwards in the lane in front of 
the gate through which they knew the Young Engiueer must pass 
on his road homewards. 

Dan Beeeie had given his directions carefully. He' had told 
them, “ When yo zee ar mon fall ow’r ther pal lyin’ down i’ t’ road, 
joomp oop, lads, an’ bang ’im ow’r t’ nut wi’ yer sticks.” 

Then, walking backwards to his place of concealment, he added, 

“ Oil teech thar varmint to mark me carry a fan i’t’ mine.” He 1 
paused ; for a familiar footstep in the road fell on his ear. 

“ Bar ’OoMEEY Dayy, it ’s hersen I ” he exclaimed, mth a fearful 
oath. “ Oil stop the peeghedded wench, or she ’ll spoil orl.” And 
he walked towards the gate, intending to pass into the lane, and 
confront his daughter. He was on the very track that Negus, but 
for tbe warning, would himself have taken. 

“ Oil gi ’er zumthin’,” he muttered furiously as he reached the 
gate— “ Oil gi ’er a gewd ” 

But the sentence was never finished. 

There was a violent humming of the “ rum-tum-tiddy ” music 
faster and more furiously than ever, as Dah Beeeie stumbled 
heavily over his partner’s prostrate form, and fell, head-foremost, 
at full length on the road. Before he could explain the fatal mis- 
take, Ms two friends were on to him violently with their sticks, 
and were beating him to a jelly, when Emma suddenly stood before 
them. 

At this instant the light shone through the neighbouring Limes. 

Then, as she pointed to the Lifeless mass at her feet, the two men 
drew back aghast. 

“Wull, oi niwour!” they both exclaimed at once. “We ’ye 
killed t’owd feether ! ” 

They stood thunderstruck. 

Then there arose a lond cry of “ Bravo 1 ” and a clapping of hands 
from the Young Engineer in the pit. 

The two meu heard no more, but ran for their lives. 

There lay Bittee Beeeie, “T’pot hat smarshed,” as Em sadly 
said, “ ow’r his moog.” 

This time his head was gone for ever— past all hope of recovery ; 
and Beeeie, the Bitterest Beeeie in all Swiggin, lay in the road 
flat and dead. 

{To be continued,) 


SILENCE AND TIME. 

{By a Tensive M.T) 

“Before 1832, the Parliamentary Constitution of this country was full of 
flaws in theory, and blots in practice, that would not bear the light. But it 
was, notwithstanding, one of the wonders of the world. Time was its parent ; 
Silence was its nurse.”— Mr. Gladstone on the County Franchise, in the 
Nineteenth Century^* for November, 

If “ Time was its parent and Silence its nurse,” 

In the primitive ages before TMrty-two, 

Then Parliament, surely, has changed for the worse, 

Now St. Stephen’s ’gainst Time shows a spite most perverse, 
And with Silence has nothing to do ! 

Time and Silence for Parent and Nurse ? ’Tis to tell, 

In a nursery image, an optimist tale. 

Or, if true, ah, had parent or nurse hut a spell 
To minimise Biggae or muzzle Paritele, 

How St. Stephen’s their magic would hail ! 

But the hope and the metaphor too ’s a mistake, 

Though it makes a man envious to ponder it. 

Our Parliament now is a wild Irish wake, 

With Silence we ’ye nothing to do, except break, 

And as little with Time, but to s<iuander it. 


eussia’s most foemtdabie foes. 

Tnt the Gamp— Q-eneral Corruption. 
In the Field— Winter Pasha. 
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SIGHTS FOR SAIR EEN.” 


regarded from quite anotlier point of view, describiag 
popular form of it as 


a 


eeebbated Mr. Punch, 
You, Sir, possess 
wliat your friend ’ Arry 
would call the ’art that 
can feel for another. 
You are also up to the 
pictorial Art. You will 
therefore, of course, 
approve of the follow- 
ing appeal on behalf 
of sufferers who might 
derive considerable 
comfort from 
“ Art in Hospitals. — 
The Committee of the Sea- 
men’s (Dreadnought) Hos- 
pital, Greenwich, gratefully 
acknowledge the receipt of 
250 pictures for the wards, 
of which seventy are framed. 
A £5 note will frame twenty 
pictures, so that £40 is 
required to place those pic- 
tures in all the wards. 
Towards this sum five guineas have been received from Mr. Georg-b Parker, leaving £35 
to be still subscribed. The funds of the Hospital are not available for this purpose, and 
hence this appeal for special subscriptions for the Pramed Picture Pund. 

By Order, Henry C. Burdett, Secretary, 

How, Sir, the above address to benevolent readers appeared the other day 
in the Morning Posty which also contained an announcement relative to Art 



“ The Street Advertising Nuisance .—At the last weekly 
meeting of the Metropolitan Board of Works, a deputation from 
the Board of Works of Westminster waited upon the Board and 
presented a Memorial asking them to introduce a bill, or to co- 
operate in some way, to obtain an Amendment of the law for 
effectually preventing a continuance of the hoardings and other 
stiTictures for advertising purposes.” 

The Metropolitan Board of Works, Sir, has actually 
entertained this request, and referred it to their Works 
and General Purposes Committee, I trust that body wiU 
scout the idea of stripping “hoardings and other strnc- 
tures ” of those artistic decorations which render dead 
walls lively. Instead of limiting the sphere of adver- 
tising Art, I would say extend it. Introduce that branch 
of Ajrt also into hospitals. Think what a soothing effect 
its innumerable varieties and contrasts of design and 
colour would exert on tbe eyes of patients, mostly 
affected more or less with nervous irritability. "Why, 
Sir, is it not almost as good as a play to survey the 
scenic illustrations depicted on every practicable surface, 
which inform the play-goer so nicely of what he is going 
to see ? Hospital interiors embellished with polycfiome 
advertisements would be as gay and cheerful as those 
of the first-class carriages on the Metropolitan Rail- 
way, and impress the minds of the inmates with useful 
instruction, which, on their recovery, they would bear 
away with them, to the profit of themselves and others. 
I have the honour to be. Sir, your ever faithful friend, 
the Champion Bill Poster, and my name is 

PUEFINGTON. 


ENGLAND A LA EUSSE. 

The Queen’s Theatre has been renamed “The National.” To 
inaugurate the event, the Manager has prodnced a piece called 
JRtmia, which iUnstrates the scenery, manners, and cnatoms of 
a country as much like the land of the Muscovite as chalk is like 
cheese. That our Northern brethren may not be j ealons, Mr, Punch 
presents them with the outlines of a Drama, which they may call 
Great Britainy ^d play, if they like, in the National Theatre of 
St. Petersburg. 

GREAT BRITAIN. 

ACT I. 

Scene 1. — Kensington Palace during a hall. The Lord Mayor, 
the Prince of Wales, Miss Rose, and Count Ivanoff all dancing 
in full regimentals, JSnter Sir Rob," the Chief of Police, 

Sir Bob (to Miss Rose), You will marry me. Miss. 

Miss Bose (to Sir Rob). I will not— I defy you I 
Sir Bob, I will be revenged. I must talk to Misther O’Blarney, 
the great Fenian millionnaire. 

[Dances in full regimentals continue. Scene changes to 
Scene 2. — The interior of the South Kensington Museum by moon- 
light, Miss Rose, Her Lover, the Count Itanoff, and others 
discovered conspiring over the Permissive Bill, Bnter Sir Rob 
and Misther O’Blarney, 

Sir Bob, I have caught you ! In the name of the Lord Mayor I 
arrest you. You will all go to the Salt Mines of Epsom. 

Count Ivanoff, But I am a Russian Officer. 

Sir Bob, It matters not. Remove them ! 

[Miss Rose, Her Lover, and Count Ivanoff, are carried off 
by British Grenadier Guards to the Salt Mines of Epsom, 

ACT H. 

Scene I,-— The Salt Mines of Epsom, Miss Rose, Her Lover, Count 
Ivanoff, and others discovered wearily toiling. 

Count Ivanoff, Gentlemen Pickpockets, let us escape, 

Misther O Blarney (suddenly appearing). Yes, I have been tricked 
by Sir Rob, and I will show you the way. 

[The Gentlemen Pickpockets are about to escape when they 
are overpowered by the Artillery of the British BCorse- 
Marines, 

Scene 2. — The Virgin Snow-Forest of the Kensington Gardens, 
In the foreground a Dead Cao-Korse, Miss Rose, Her 
Lover, Misther O’Blarney, and Count Ivanoff are escaping 
when they are confronted by Sir Rob. 

Sir Bob, So— you are in my power ! 

Misther O^Blarney (aside), I must dissemble. (Aloud,) May I 
offer you some refreshment ? 

[Sir Rob is lured into the Bodge of a Park Keeper and treated 
to Ginger-Beer, The Bodge is set on fire. Sir Rob 
escapes. 


ACT III. 

Scene 1. — The Council- Chamber in St, James's Palace, Miss 
Rose, Her Lover, Misther O’Blarney, and Count Ivanoff dis- 
covered loaded with Chains, 

Sir Bob (suffering from burns). You are all guilty of attempting 
to obtain money by false pretences ; therefore, by the law of Eng- 
land, yon must immediately he hanged. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, 

The Lord Mayor, Not so, I pardon them. But you, Sir Rob, 
must go to the Epsom Salt Mines. 

Sir Bob, Never ! This medicine which I produce is warranted 
to cure me, and see, thus I escape ye ! 

[Takes the medicine and dies. 

The Lord Mayor, And if our kind friends in front will only 
applaud, they will show that they appreciate the manners and 
customs of Great Britain. [ Curtain, 


NINE REASONS AGAINST THE BANQUET OF THE NINTH. 
(fiy one who has to weigh his Words,) 

Firstly,— 1 am past the age at which a stuffy and stifling public 
banquet can he viewed in the light of an agreeable recreation. 

Secondly,— Oo. such occasions one has to hear as well as make 
speeches. 

Thirdly,—! can’t get on my legs without indulging in a little of 
that epigrammatic point for which it pleases me to he famous— and 
points prick. 

Fourthly, — I rather think that, as things go, “ least said, soonest 
mended ” is the appropriate ancestral wisdom. 

Fifthly, — ^I am not quite so sure how many campaigns the country 
is prepared for— if any. 

Sixthly, — I have no wish, at the present moment, to add to the 
obvious embarrassments of His August Majesty the Emperor of All 
the Russias, 

Seventhly, — ^Why set the Spectator and its sycophants barking at 
my heels till the end of the Recess, to say nothing of the laudation 
of my effusive friends of the D, T, ? 

Eighthly,—!! talking is to be done, Derby will he there ; and 
what is language ^iven him fo^but to conceal my thoughts ? 

day at Hughenden is worth a great many 

And yet I shall have to go— I know I shall— and to talk too I— 

“ For this amongst the rest was I upraised ! ” 


A Dublin Dialogue, 

First Pat, A cheer for Gladstone, is it ? Anuy thrue Irish pay- 
thriot ’ud curse his name I 
Second Pat, Arrau! why now? 

First Pat, Sorra’ the man livin’ has done so much to deproive 
us IV our grievances ! 


ISOVEHBES 
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SCIEfiCE Iir SPOET MADE EEPEESHMENT m lAEEEST 

Tar, ‘‘"What ha’ yb got thbeb, Boy ?” 

^jPrentice (of a Sdentific turn). Oh, just Scorpions, Centipedes, and 
Things I collected in India.” 

Tar, ** Wastin’ good Sperbits on darned Eubbish like them ! ! ” 

[Drains loUle ! 


I OH ! THE CLAIsd 1 

^ {Lines, quite impromptu, hj u)i A G^juihmun, 

; Jutyed hi/ circum&utnces to /’.v. >le iiC.r- duor a Dutft/ 
j with a ojnirolto voice, ivho, for the lost THREE weeks, 
i has passed her entire day in Imniing Molloy’s 
I Wooden Shoond^) 

j Oh I the clang of that “ Wooden iShoon ! 

. Oh ! the row in the afternoon 1 

Try, Ma’am, please, another toon / 

Or else go away ! 

When I leave home. 

She 's singing witn a will ! 

When I return, 

I find her singing still I 

Oh ! the clang of the wooden Stay ; 

It ’s “ Boys and Girls come out to play ! ” 

Yes I ’tis like it. Before to-day 
I thought I ’d heard the too-oo-oo-oo-oon / 

I'lvo seconds' rest after this sort of mild Gt'eyorian 
finish, half Irish, half Breton ; then, very much 
phased wvth herself, on she goes again. Agonised 
G&fitlemayi relapses, and murmm*s : — 

Oh ! the bang of that “ Wooden Shoon ! ’’ 

Will she sing all the afternoon ? ' 

Never trying another toon. 

Down from D to A I 
Then her hand comes down 
On the keys with such a whack, 

Her eel-skin gown 
Must he split across the back. 

But what cares she 
If she the song can learn ? 

So up to D 

She takes another turn I 

Agonised Gentleman hecoynes furious. 

Hang the clang of her ** Wooden Shoon ” .' / 

Hang her worrying this good toon ! ! ! 

I must ask if she wouldn't shoon 

Like a new “ toon ’’ to play, 
chw7i to write to the Lady in question. Scene 
closes. 


Q,uery por Mr. Parini.— Is it true that Zazei is going 
) perform in Dublin f At Gunn’s Theatre, of course. | 


WHY CLEOPATEA^S NEEDLE ? 

{An Appeal to the^ PuUic from a very old Friend, with some inter- 
esting Items from the Isle of Thanet. 

SiR,“ySince I was first erected on this salubrious spot I have never 
complained. Men may come, and^ men may go, but I hold up for 
^er. Hot a word have I ever written, or spoken. Ho one, except 
His Majesty of gracious presence and ungracious memory, ever 
made any noise about me, except the boatmen and the Cockneys, 
but I don’t allude to that kind of row. Ho, Sir, what outs into my 
granite heart is this, that whereas Mr. Erasmus Wilson lives within 
SIX easy miles of the finest and most sedate obelisk in the world 
(though I say it, as, perhaps, shouldn’t), yet he wouldn’t take the 
- j^ht trouble of coming from Westgate (I ’d like to Westgate and 
.Wffiket him, too !) to see me, but must go gallivanting over to Egypt 
ftoout that stupid old mummy of an obelisk that isn’t half as fresh 
anything like so respectable, if history is to be 

. Believed, 

I Cleopatra’s needle ! Haven’t we got them nearer home t-hfl-u 
wt ! Why, there ’s jnst as mnch point abont and more, 1 
I wieve, as there is about that Egyptian thing. Ho one has ever 
'Tentiired to jeer at me as a pointless memorial, 
l^wever, I can’t quarrel: with Mr. Erasmus Wilson if he has got 
^ (what he, as a distinguished specialist, woSd 

cm Syria-sis,'' — and Syria ’s not so very far off Egypt), for every 
man has his hobby, so why not his hobby-lisk ? 

^ AU I want is that the public should come here, see Me, and iudge 


m twb hoFurs exactly, vid London, Chatham and Dover line, 
I hmn^ I ’m about the first object in view when you 

out at the Terminus, ** Excelsior ! ” I soem to say, ic-r every- ! 


thing ’s looking up^ at Ramsgate just now. When the visitors have 
made out the cuneiform inscription on my base, let them “ walk np, 
walk up,”^ and see the Granville Marina Show. On my honour as a 
solid Obelisk, I don’t mean this as a puff ! We don’t require puffs 
where we are so well off for sea-breezes. But when a man has 
done so much for a place, without effectually doing for himself, 
as Mr. Davis has for my dear, sleepy old ‘Ramsgate, I am of 
opiuion, and so is my friend Lord Jetty, who is one of the most 
substantial piers of the realm, that his work (which is the legitimate 
development of the late Mr. Pugin’s original plan) deserves recog- 
nition ; and though, personally, I protest I don’t know the gentle- 
man from Adam, I may fairly aRude to him as 
Bara Davis in terrace, 

and I ’m rejoiced to think that the damage done to his sea-wall has 
been repaired. 

But what a splendid month has October been, and how lovely the 
beginning of Hovember 1 Having been a fixture here for years, I 
have never been able to see Haples and live ; but every one says 
that sky and sea here, have been lately quite Heapolitan, and the 
West Cliff, I ’m told, as bright as Monaco. A propos of Monaco, 
I heard a literary gent say that the best short story he ’d read for a 
long time was The Buined Man of Monaco, by Mr, (I-, A. Sala, in 
Mirth, written with snch a freshness as was worthy of even his 
Sala'd days. 

Remember me to Professor Erasmus Wilson. I bear no malice. 
And let a just and generous public visit me here, and let them, as 
Britons, boldly declare that they have only got to look at home for a 
thing of beauty which is a joy for ever, and which begs to sign itself 

Your old friend, 

The Obelisic in Ramsgate Harboub. 


PfSTS OE THE Pavement.— Perambulators, 


vox. LYXIII. 
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HOW TO PLAY THE PART. 

(A Sint or tioo to a Young Judge,) 

Never, on entering or leaving a carriage, attempt to make a 
spring, but get in or oat, as the case may be, slow'ly, or even cau- 
tiously : also, on no account ever be discovered running for your life 
to catch a train. 

If you happen to belong to a Bicycle Club, instantly take your 
name off the hooks. 

Be careful not to be drawn into a cricket-match and figure with a 
large score among “ Eleven Q-entlemen of the Bench against Eleven 
of the Bar.” 

■WTien. dining out, always enter the room with a slight stoop, and, 
if expected to listen to a good story and smile at it, do both very 
severely. 

Cultivate a contracted brow, and never let a day pass without 
frowning, quietly at yourself, before a looking-glass, for half an 
hour. 

If you have to refer to the great Exhibition of 1851, don’t siv you 
remember accurately the situation of the toys and the refi^eshments. 


Q-et np the lives of all the early geniuses, and keep in hand a 
good stock-story of something Napoleon said he couldnH have done 
after he was five-and-twenty. 

If, as a child, you have had the Duke of Wblltnoton pointed 
out to you iu the Park, commence a reference to the incident with 
“ Some years ago, I remember meeting the Duke,” &o. 

Never miss an opportunity of addressing the most venerable 
Counsel in the Court beneath you frequently and pointedly as 
“Brother.” 

G-lance, now and again, impatiently at the open window, as much 
as to say, “I don’t know whether the others on the Bench can 
stand it, bnt, at my age,” (fee. 

If inclined, when quite by yourself, either in some secluded 
country spot or on a silent stretch of sea-shore, to have a good hard 
run and halloo for very health, do it all with a stately judicial ease, 
never for a moment losing sight of the fact that you are a Lord 
Justice of Appeal. 

And, lastly, go through the arduous duties of your position with 
learning, patience, and intelligence ; and, in so doing, justify, bv 
your conduct on the Bench, the judgment of those who have raised 
you thus early to its dignity and responsibility. 









Lord Mi^roR is descended 
from an old Yenetian 
family which established 
itself in the neighbour- 
hood of the Gruildhall 
after the revocation of 
the Efiiet of Nantes by 
the Emperor Axexander 
THE Q-reit. Another 
branch of the same family 
has long flourished at : 
Oogmagogues in Brittany. 

the traffic was forbidden, his Lordship’s ancestors were engaged in the exportation of Liverymen to the South Coast of Africa, but iis more 
mmediate progenitors were connected with the trade and manufactures of this country as Loriners to all the Reigning Sovereigns of 
Europe. He himself came up to London in early life from the Chiltern Hundreds, with a Canary bird in a cage, protected from 
the sun by a silk handkerchief, but slenderly provided with pocket-money, and speedily amassed a large fortune by means of honourable 
and extensive mercantile transactions with the Island of Ascension. 

The Lord Mayor’s official sala^ is £50,000 a year, derived from a tax which the Corporation of London are empowered by an Act of 
Parliament, passed in the reign of Eing Alebed, to levy upon every box of cigar-lights sold within the City boundaries. His retinue 
consists of a Wig-bearer, a Standard-bearer, a Chaplain (generally the Junior Bishop), a City Jester—the celebrated Joseph 
was the Brst — a Taster, a Toastmaster, and a Remembrancer, who attends his Lordship every morning, while he is dressing, to remind 
him of the duties of the day, and is paid by the hour. 

The Lord Mayor wears a fur cap on all occasions of ceremony and festivity, and enjoys the privilege of remaining nncovered in 
"^'he presence of Royalty. His official residence in winter is Temple Bar, which is adorned with exquisite statues, executed by Wreh 
and Bird, of some of his most illustrious predecessors ; and in summer he holds his Court on the Thames in a State-barge drawn 
by swans with gold eoEars — some of these ^lendid birds are cen^nari^s — and manned by Australian Beefeaters from the Tower of 
London. At the expiration of his year of office, the Lord Mayor, if a single man, is created a Knight Bachelor, and he is generally 
63cpeoted to defray all the expenses of having his portrait painted, xramedj and hung up in the Yenetian parlour, without a sigh. 

The Sheriffs are always twins. To prevent mistakes, they are distinguished the one from the other by different coloured tapes. I 
^ey are selected in infancy by a Committee, composed of the wives of the Aldermen who have passed the Chair, from the families of i 
the most eminent among the Liverymen ; and they are carefuRy brought up by hand from their cradle in. the exercise of all such 
faculties and accomplishments — elocution, for example, a rare Judgment of wines, stenography, short whist, tandem driving, and a 
minute knowledge of the history of the various Civic Companies — as befit tiiem in after life for the discharge of their exalted funo- 

tiona. At an early age the future Sheriffs are familiarlBed with the Huildhall, the Mansion House, and the Old Bailey, and, weather 
peruaitting, seats are reserved for them and their female attendants to view the Lord Mayor’s Show, as soon as they are able to clap their 
hands and e^ibit other outward tokens of delight. 

The duties of the Sheriffs are multifarious. ^ They accompany the Lord Mayor in his hunting excursions in Epping Eorest ; assist 
mm m the preparation of his speeches, dine with him (alternately) every Sunday, and supervise ,the menus of the Mansion House 
bsDqnots. ^ One of the Sheriffs must be an Alderman, and sleep every night during his term of office in the Bank of England. The 
Sheriffs imte to each other d^y, and wear the Lord Mayor’s portrait next their heart. They have coals, candles, gas, and water found 
™ of cost, and their laundry expenses (up to a certain amount) are defrayed out of the Coal Duties. When the Sheriffs throw 

off the chains of office, they betake themselves, on an average, to farming pursuits and field sports, and preserve their faculties unimpaired 
to an extreme old age. 


War^s Irony. 

Oeim War, with uncertainty glorions, 
Wheels right-ahont-face in a crack ; 

Let a Pasha he duhhed “ The Yictorions,” * 
And he ’s safe to he threshed like a sack. 
* Ghhazi. 


A Thing to be Thankful for. 

{After reading Sir Eitzroy Kelly’s Speech m welc<ming the Lord Mayor 
at Westminster.) 

That England’s Prime Minister is Eirst Lord of the Treasury, 
and not Chief Bayon of the Exchequer. 
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A CALL FROM J^CK^S CHERUB. 

' / ' // ATiORs have al- 

• L ways been sup-i 

/i ! posed — and we 

//' ; ’ U :‘'-C'-'^"‘ liope with, good 

' ' •'/' ’ 'SiV %' '? reason — to be 

special objects ot 

^''''''" now and thenfor 

\ tbeirred-botshot 

of bolt and levin. 
He loves them 
though it 
is only lately he 
has thought of 
helping them to 

Homes there. Perhaps he fancied that they “ whose Home is on the 
ocean wave,” did not need Homes on terra jirma. He loves them 
in their hale and hearty strength and. lustihopd, their helpless or 
reckless defiance of land-sharks and pitfalls, their open-handedness — 






even in their frolics and follies, when they are spending like asses 
the money they have been making like horses and lions. 

It may be that John Bull’s Jack Tar is somewhat of a mythical 
being, as beings made u^ of horses and lions must needs be, a sort of 
chimsera, in whose creation Tom Dibdin and T. P. Cooke have had 
almost as much part as either Royal Navy or Mercantile Marine, 
training-ship or fuk’sle, boatswain’s whistle, or skipper’s ** horse,” 
wateh-yarn and galley-gossip, or cat and knuckle-duster. 

But it is not so easy to believe that John loves Jack when he is 
laid up— not in lawn and lavender— but in snficering and sick-bay, 
when he is down with fever or scurvy, accident or ill-usage, so long 
as John with Ms full pockets leaves Jack’s own Hospital if not 
actually aground, barely able to claw off the shoals of short-com- 
mons, deht, and difficulty. 

At the end of last year the Seamen’s Hospital accounts showed 
a deficiency of more than £1500 to meet the annual outlay of 
more than £8000. Por this money, he it remembered, more than 
2000 Seamen of more than thirty nationalities had that year been 
taken in and tended, through sickness and suffering, to death or 
recovery. 

Jack’s Hospital does not look at colour, any more than it takes 
note of creeds, tongues, or ages. All sick aud suffering Seamen who 
are brought to its doors it receives and does its best for. The 
G-overiment gives it a building in lieu of tbe old Dreadnought, but 
there its contribution ends. Greenwich levies, or levied, on the 
handing a Poor-rate of between £400 and £500. The out-ports, 
whose Seamen have all the^ benefits of the Hospital, gives, in too 
many cases too, hut little to its funds, but more, Punch hopes, than 
th^ did in 1875, when Liverpool, as her year’s contribution in men 
and money, sent 158 sick Sailors and lOs. Qd. subscription. 

The demands of the last sorry twelvemonths— the contributions 
to war-funds, and famine-funds, and awful pit accident-relief- 
funds— are not likely to help the subscription-list of poor Jack’s 
own and only Hospital. Public charity is said to be a pretty 
constant quantity. You can’t raise its level in one place without 
lowering it in another. What Russ, or Turk, or Rayah gets. Jack 
in siok-bay is like enough to lose. The Q,tjeen, as in all things, has 
^re too set a good example, by her gift of £100 in April last, 
^ely, John Bull will better the example. If there are two 
things in this world he believes in, it is his Queen and the Blue 
Jackets. Let him follow the example of the one in the cause of the 
other. 

A guinea qualifies a Governor. As Politicians cry, “Register, 
Roister, Register Punch cries, “ Qualify, Qualify, Q,ualify I for 
a Governor of the Seamen’s Hospital, and make it once more a real 
Jlre^-no^ht instead of a Dread-debt-and-deficienoy, and, above 
T relieving hand, and leaving its beds empty, 

while Pwr Jack is referred to a certain “ sweet little ohernh who sits 
up aloft. That sweet little cherub, while he still “sits up aloft,” 
as 01 old, has a branch office here below, at the Seamen’s Hospital, 


Greenwich, where he will be happy to receive subscriptions. 
Messrs, Williams, Deacon, & Co., BiroMn Lane, are bis bankers, 
and the Secretary is Mr. H. C. Buebbtt. 

Burdett I — “ c'est le premier pas de CouttsP 
Think of Burdett- Coutts, and do as she does. Give, and give 
freely. 


FROM PUNCHES OWN SPECTACLE-MAKER. 

The expected arrival of Cleopatra’s Needle furnished the new 
Lord Mayor on Friday last with an idea for his procession. In like 
manner the return of the Prince of Wales from India gave Aider- 
man Sir Thomas White an opportunity of riding behind a dozen 
Circus elephants in commemoration of the Prince’s Progress. If 
this sort of thing goes on, we may expect to find the Lord Mayor’s 
Show claiming rivalry with a burlesque “ topical song.” Perhaps 
this change of front in the annual City pageant may be for the 
better— it certainly cannot be for the worse. It is, at least, an 
assimilation, however faint, to the old times when pageants were 
pageants. Mr* Punch welcomes the novelty, and furnishes the 
programme (subject to “topical” alterations) of the Lord Mayor’s 
Show for 1878-79. 

rt Policemen clearing the way. 

r§ First Grand Allegorical Car, representing the Triumph of Law, 

U Justice clothed in a Commissioner’s uniform, weighing a 
^ Policeman’s honesty in one scale against a Detective’s salary 
'g in the other. A vision of the New Law Courts in the 
S distance. 

^3 A Knight ^ A Knight 

w disguised in Armour. disguised in Liquor. 

5 Second Allegorical Car, representing the Triumph of Beer. 

Britannia is shown listening earnestly to the pleadings of a 
•g Licensed Yictualler, whilst Sir Wilered Lawson weeps over 
g the ruins of the old Aldgate Pump. 

(q The City Marshal. The City Hangman. 

2 Third Allegorical Car, representing the Rights of Women. 

■S Gog and Magog entertain a number of Ladies at a Pic-nic in 
I 'g the Old Bailey, during a sensational muider-trial. 

§ Circus Horses. Circus Elephants. 

Fourth Allegorical Car, representing the Glories of tbe Century. 

§ England is seen bestowing rewards upon a Pedestrian who 

6 has walked 12,000 yards in 12,000 ten minutes, and a Female 
§ Acrobat who has been shot out of a cannon, and dived from 
^ a height of sixty feet, one hundred times in succession, 

S without breaking her neck. 

I A Cheap Jack. A Quack. 

.-tj Fifth Allegorical Car, representing Foreign Policy, 
g The Premier and his Colleagues are seen groping helplessly 

about in a glass case containing a real November Fog. 

^ Grand Procession of Guys. 

H The Aldermen who have not passed the Chair. 

The Recorder. 

The Aldermen who have passed the Chair. 

^ Guy Faux, with the original lantern from the Bodleian, 
i Band of British “Lion Comiques” (from the Music Halls) 
g singing “ Topical Scmgs.” 

W Lecturers from the Polytechnic, explaining Dissolving Yiews. 
g Eight Carriages and Six containing “ Portrait Models ” of 
g, recent additions to the Chamber of Horrors. 

O The late Lord Mayor, 

J accompanied by the Common Sergeant singing a song descrip- 
tive of the doings of his year of office. 

^ Grand Procession suggestive of the approaching festive season. 

A Turkey fighting with a Bear. Seconds and Bottle-holders 
I by the Editors of the Times, Daily News, Daily 
45 Telegraph, Morning Post, and Pall Mall Gazette, 
q The Standard, borne by supporters of the Government, 
g ^ Old Father Christmas 

^ accompanied by Officials of the Lord Mayor’s Court. 

'g The Lord Mayor’s Footmen in big Pantomime heads. 

« The Right Hon. the Lord MLayob, 

^ accompanied by his Chaplain, Maoe-hearer, Clown, Harlequin, 
g Columbine, and Pantaieon. 

^ Guard of Honour of 250 Supernumeraries from the 
o Alexandra Padaee. 


I^HDINGI' tEHE HUNORY. 

Cates at the Mansion House when gourmands cram in. 
Fit place, one feels, for Fund in aid of Famine f 


An Old Song Recghristinid,— “ R nifgm, Strikes^ Home! 


The Goldsmiths’ Company and the Ballet from the Alhambra, Chorus Ladies from the two Opera Hcmses. 
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ABDIEL’S WARNING. 


A HAED CASE. 


“It is for tte sate of the country that we hare now, during sixteen montlis 
of strenTioTis effort, maintained the task of exposing the injustice and h3rpo- 
crisy of the present war, and of pointing out what perils it threatens against 
the future peace and safety of the British Empire.’* — I>aily TeUgrapK 


B. P. loquitur : — 



“ Among the faitB- 
less faithful 
onljr found.'* 
That me to a 
(D.) 2*., good 
Mr. Milton. 

I’ve blowed my 
trumpet with 
no feeble 
sound, 

To wake that B. 
as my best 
'opes was 
built on. 

Sixteen long 
months of 
strenuous 
tootletoot 
Is tiding to the 
wind of an 
old woman. 

And of my faith- 
ful efEorts 
where 's the 
f^t? 

B. sleeps or 
sneers at me. 
It 'b bam, in- 
iramanl 


Iky bod I That 's about it. Ei^Iand’s goose 
Is cooked, and basted well with Rooshian tallow* 
I told ’em so, but bless you, where ’s the use ? 

This ’ere’s a wicked war as nought can ’aEow. 
Ain’t it agin our interests ? 0 the moles, 

As can’t see not a hinch afore their noses ! 

( J can, tho’ mine ’s a long ’un.) O’er the coals 
I calls ’em every day, and still they dozes. 


I ’ve labelled ’em all sorts of awful names, 

I ’ve credited ’ em with motives most hatroshus ; 

I ’ve swore theic “ spouts ” was aU self-seekin’ games, 

I ’ve wowed their thirst for blood were jest feroshus ; 

Called ’ em unpatriotlike, pro-Rooshian, blind, 

Traitrous and timid, fackshus and fanatic, 

But, bless your soul, they don’t appear to mind 
My best abuse, my phrases most emphatic. 

I ’ve painted that sweet Turk in bright rose-pink 
Bland as a hinf ant, brave as any Bayard ; 

I ’ve done them Muscovys in blood and ink, 

I ’ve basted GIladstonb, and I ’ve bolstered Latabd ; 

I ’ve giv my tely^ums pro-Turkish turns, 

I ’ve raked up Kooshian crimes that make yer shiver ; 

In wain ! Poor Betsy’s patriot huz 2 nim burns, 

And now her faithful soul she must deUver. 

Abrycadabry,--no, that ’s not the word, 

What do seers say when they black doom pernounces ? 

JDehnder est Britannyer I That bage bird, 

The Northern Eagle, on our hempire pounces. 

The waliant Turk won’t save ns any more, 

Ingy ’ll go, along o’ that Euphrates ; 

And snub-nosed Cossacks soon will sack our shca'e, 

And gorge on England’s beef and Ireland’s praties. 


Betsy bas done her best, but William: failed. 

And even Bengy met her shrieks with scorning. 

His’try will tell ’ow Britain’s foes prewailed, 

Because none heeded one old woman’s warning* 

Bogeys ? Oh, yes I they mock my terrors now, 

And parodies my plaints in wnlgar worses ; 

But hy-and-bye o’er Betsy’s tomb they ’ll how, 

And wish, too late, they ’d rekemised their mercies ! 

weeping. | 


MacMahon’s Mot d’Oblee poe Feah’ge.—AH Right— over the 
Left! 


{dndi if true, it would indeed he a very hard case*) 

Cattaih F, Bttenaby, when he took his ride to Khiva, little 
expected that he was simply making himself celebrated as a future 
advertisement for Cockle’s Pills, Yet so it is, aceordmg to Cocexe. 

Owing to a similarity of names,^ and to a certain personal re- 
semblance (I am about two inches higher and broader than Captain 
P. B., and of a more generally commanding figure, out of regi- 
mentals), also to the fact that he has written A Bide to Khiva, 
while I nave written The Bide, the vendors of patent medicines are 
perpetually swamping: my letter-box, and deluging my breakfast- 
table-land with apphcations for future favours, imploring me to 
try their nostrums. 

I submit a few specimens of this persecution to the public and 
the police 

Sm, — “When next again you ride' abroad,” permit me to draw 
your attention to “ The John Q-ilpin Jalap.” Warranted to keej) 
cool in any climate. It is an admirable specific in all cases of 
Hiere follows a list of every imaginable illness that fiesh is heir to]. 
Please observe our Trade Mark, which is John Gxlpin on horseback, 
and the Motto as i^noted above. We send you a case of three dozen 
on approval, and remain your obedient servants, 

English and Foreign. BepSt. Smrss, Stottgh & Co. 

Dear Captaust, 

When you are riding Eastward, or in any direction for 
that matter, don’t forget to provide yourself with two or three dozen 
of our Draughts. Each Draught is eqLual to one for £1000 at a 
Banker’s. Our Label (patented) is a Doctor’s Boy playing at 
dranghta— black to win. Motto; “Q-o it while you’re young.” 
We send a bottle— in case ; and are yours truly, 

Sther, Itwell, Co., 

Diplomatic Chemists {by appointment punctually 
every morning at 9 a.m.) to li,B*JE[* the 
Prince of Gotherunhag* 

Bold and Adventitrotjs Sie, 

In riding over the Olobe, try our GHobule I Some allowance 
on taking a quantity ! Apply to Ciibeb & Co. 

The Box Office, Liverpill Street, K* C* 

Healthy Captain, 

You can’t do better than use for yourself, and recommend 
to your friends at a distance, our fine old Bolus. The real old 

Billy ” Bolus. The only genuine article has a picture of Billy 
outside, above the Motto, Aperientia Docet or Aperientia Dose 
UP We forward a packet by post, and are yours faithfully. 

Pillbox & Pillcox {jlate BouncbeBeos.)* 

I trust to your sense of justice to represent this annoyance in 
the proper quarter, or I shall have to leave the country on a distant 
pilgrimage, with a Cockle in my hat, as was the medissval custom, 
and shall never again be able to set out on another Ride to Khiva. 


IMPRESSIONS FROM ABROAD. 

{By Our Susceptible Subscriber.) 

Impbessions on my Hat after going down the Salt Mine at 
Berchtesgaden. 

Impressious on my Alpenstock after looking at the Alpine Peaks 
from oelow with an opera-glass. 

Impressions on my nose and forehead by the Mosquitoes, when I 
would be poetiLcal and stay all the evening on the Rialto at Venice, 

Impressions on my ears by the bad language of my Q-uide, when 
I refused to pay for the echoes awakened on the Rhine by an ancient 
howitzer. 

Impressions on my heart hy memories of that pretty little French- 
woman I travelled with from Turin. 

Impressions on my feet hy her sweet little bottines* 

Impression on my mind, after Mrs. P. detected those hottims too 
near my boots, that it would* be better not to be so susceptible 
another time. 


“Examinatus et Exanimatus” 

writes to ask the exact force of the attribute “social” in Mr. 
Tennyson’s line— 


“ Ground in yonder social mill/’ 

Does it allnde to Mm’s Logic, or the Examination Mill in which 
young men of the period are always being ground ? In either case 
he demurs to the epithet. 







‘ TROP DE Z£LE!» 

(^Tommj, a eonscU'Mous hoy, has 'been told that he must remain psrfeelly still, as his Mamma wants ta take a mp.) 
Tommy (m tU middle of the mp), “ Ma.mm:a I KamkxI what shall I do ? I want to Cowix / ” 


MISTEESS AND MAN. 

Se soTimettre on se demettre.’* — G ambltta on McMahoh. 
Mistbess loquitur : — 

An excellent Servant I I ’m free to admit it, 

And if you ^re disposed to remain in your place, 

I haven’t the smallest desire yon shoxdd q.uit it. 

So suppose that we calmly consider the case. 

Oar views of your duty seem slightly to differ, 

You Ve mentioned your own, I Ve been telling you mine ; 
Your will may be stiff, but I Ve one which is stiffer, 

To which you will have to submit, or resign. 

A Servant should serve. If I wanted a Master, 

. Be sure—no offence! — that I shouldn't chose you. 

Too much domination has brought me disaster ; 

* I ’m going to try what self-ruling will do. 

Though I.weloome the service of Workers and Warders, 
This house, after all, you’ll admit, Sir, is mine: 

I mean to be Mistress ; and when I give orders, 

My Servants will have to submit, or resign. 

Ton don’t like the words or the person they came from, 

You hold him a traitor, a stirrer of strife. 

Who ought to be silenced or driven in shame from 
The bouse for whose honour you^d forfeit your life ? 

Well, pique and purblindness perhaps may mislead you, 
That ’s not your affair, pray remember, but mine. 

He too, if as servant he chanced to sneceed you, 

Would have to submit to my will— or resign. 

You seem to coileeiye you can’t serve without ruling, 

Yonr pose as a stem male duenna is droll. 

But, frankly, I shall not submit to such schooling. 

And thinfc you have rather mistaken your role. 


You ’ve made your appeal, and I Ve answered it plainly ; 

There must be one rule in this bouse, and that ’s mine. 
If yon hope to resist my commands, you hope vainly — 
Your alternatives are to submit or resign. 


ATI OUT-AND-OUT GENTLEMAN’S GENTLEMAN. 

The probable Flunkey of the Future is a problem that exercises 
many. . Is any light flung on it by this^ advertisement from the 
Dublin Daily Dxpress, which Punch, having read, asks himself. Is 
this a joke, or but an earnest of things to come ? Let his readers 
answer the question for him and for themselves. 

'PUTLER, Yalet, or Groom of the Chambers in a Nobleman or Gentle- 
X) man’s family ; age 50 ; good height and appearance ; has neither corns 
nor bunions ; has an entire and complete wardrobe ; verjr neat and clean ; 
accepts no cast-off clothes from gentlemen ; would like his room large and 
airy, with small room attached suitable for smoking ; the cook must be good- 
tempered and agreeable ; also the family to sit down to meals punctually, as 
I go out to walk after luncheon and dinner ; gas in the house ; hot and cold 
water on all the landings ; speaking trumpet instead of bells ; the entree 
dishes and sweets to go to the housekeeper's room for the upper servants* 
supper; is .a Protestant; expects a car to take the servants to church; must 
have entire charge of oeflar and cellarettea ; wages £20 per annum ; would 
not object to a cottage and the grass of a cow for my wife ; willing and 

obUging ; good-tempered and fond of travelling. Address ^ Post-oflSce, 

Bagot-street, Dublin, for a week. 


‘‘W3io is She?” 

An elderly Lady, muob interested in the progress of events in the 
East, having hitherto been unable to assign any cause for the 
Eusso-Turkish War. was heard to exclaim, triumphantly, on seeing 
a telegram headed “ From Sophia,” “ Ah I I knew there must be a 
woman at the bottom of it I ” 
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A FUTURE LORD MAYOR^S SHOW. 


liT 0 more talk of doingr 
I ^ away with the Lord 
Mayor’s Show! The 
Corporation of London 

t has ris^ m es- 

cmasly taken to regaling 

Literature and Art. Their 
enlightened hospitality 
has duly fructihed. They 
have won golden opinions 
from all sorts ot men, 
^ and^es]^ecially Gentlemen 

antry is no longer a sub- 
ject of ridicule- The only 
idea of interfering with 
the Lord Mayor’s Show 

co^d n^w^be dre^t 

n State are now eon- 

* j.' l' 111 the^City. 

jA^ possible — sho^d attend 
^ ^ figure in the Lord 

Mayor^ train on the 
lyTinih of Novemher, be- 
sides the Aldermen and 
Civic Officials. The Loed CHAircELLOE, the Archbishops of Caotbe- 
BUET and Yoek, the General Commanding in Chief, the Lo]^ Chieb 
Justice, and other Law Lords, the rest of Her Majesty’s Judges, the 




Royal Academy, the Dramatic Profession, Athen^um and Garrick 
Clubs, and other principal literary and scientific societies should incor- 
porate themselves in the pageant, and render themselves, by their 
participation in that triumphal display, subsidiary to the honour, 
glory and renown of the City of London and of the Great Loed 
Mavok. Tn so doing, of course not altogether without an eye to 
Mansion House dinners, they would demonstrate that true graUtude 
which consists in the lively expectation of future favours. 


POLITICS AND PANTOMIMES. 

{SJiotoing what happens if a Litter ateur^of ’-all- Worh is doing a 
Leader on the Mtuatmi in France and a Christmas Fiece at 
the same time,) 

At a moment when factions of all colours in France [that reminds 
me — I wonder if Crummies has engaged a Harlequin /), when the 
President has returned to the scene (oy the way^ that Transforma- 
tion must not he entirely left to the Scenic Artist^ or I know what 
will lecome of my tag 1)^ and a sudden change has come over [hy 
Jingo I why^ shoitldvdt we have the House of Commons Scene like a 
Venetian hlindy and at one touch of Harlequin^ s hat change it into 
New Billingsgate Market t) the political horizon [Mem, not to forget 
the Setting Sun to hack the Desert Land of Despair), the unex- 
pected successes of the Reds [of course that is just the thing we want : 
all the characters in the Falace of Rougegorge the Rough and Ready 
shall he dressed in deep crimson or bright scarlet— splendid effect / /) 
Just when the public hopes were sinking [If Crummies does not 
have that trap made in the right place, my demon is done for), 
Gambetta’s address has startled the pacific [Good title I “ The Rol- 
troon of the Facific, or Fantaloon in a Fredicament ”) world from 
its slumbers. For MacMahok to make a rapid exit from polities 
[Happy thought I Bxit MaoMahok", afterwards Clown, through a 
clock-face labelled Etectiom^^) was once expected. The new 
Cabinet has, however, been constructed [A propos — couldnH the \ 
wicked Fairy come out of a cabinet d la MasEBEXHE and CoOk f) on ; 
the old lines [Note— to ask the master Carpenter whether new *^^8 
are required) in such a manner that it is evident the Marshal [This I 
time the Comic Man shall he a Field- Marshal, not a Lord Cham- \ 
herlain) wishes to listen to the voice of the people [Good chorus of 
excited populace in big heads and red nightcaps— try Opeenbach), , 


Dicing the late Elections a complete reverse ( Order strip-dress for 
Ring Bamhoozeler — “ Ulster to he converted into night-gown) was 
to be expected ; and if many of the voters have fallen hack on the 
leading men of the province [Funny notion — all the characters 
falling out of Falace-window on to the principal Comic Nobleman, 
amd flattening Mm into a pancake— Flattening a FlaV^ good line 
in the bill), France, like a spoilt child [Confound it / here ’s a tele- 
gram from Crummies, saying he must have that awful Infant Fhe- 
nomenon introduced. Hanged if I will /), no longer deceived hy 
the red-hot principles (JT wish the red-hot poker were really burning, 
wouldrlt I run it into Crummies and his Infant J) of the Commune, 
rises conspicuous [I always said Miss Aueicoma was^ the one for the 
centre iron, and she shall he !) above the petty intrigues of her 
Press (“ Turn the Mangle, Malachij^ will he a grand chorus for my 
comic song with topical verses), where a venal Joumalocracy is bat- 
tening [new battens must he put in, or my piece may he as well 
produced in a barn) on the prospects of a throne [NB, Kinfs seat 
to he blue velvet and gold). They have to fight against functionaries 
[I wonder how many supers Crummies will give me !) to whom 
GA:3i£B£TTA is an epouvantail (“ The Roost of the Skeleton Scare- 
crows ” icould look well as a Scene — Think over it) who delights in 
subtle combinations and tortuous transformations. [I shall never 
get this article finished. There ’s the Scene-Fainter worrying me 
through a wire to come and see the Model he has made for “ The 
Boudoir of Bell&rophon,'*^ in “ The Bright Bounds of Blissful 
Beatitude.*^ Bless him / I shall have to stt up all night !) 


I A COURAGEOUS NON-COMBATANT- 

T he Special Corre- 
spondent of the 
Times with the 
Russian Army at 
head - (Quarters in 
Bulgaria does not, 
perhaps, “hear a 
charmed life.^’ He 
can hardly have 
been treated with 
any chemical solu- 
tion which could 
haye made him 
shoot-proof, as the 
^ son of Thetis, 

dipped in the Styx, 

I was rendered in- 

I vulnerable— all but the heel'. Nevertheless, this intrepid gentleman 
I wires from Bucharest as follows 

“ The order preventing Correspondents going to the front is an absurdity, 
hnt we cannot evade it, and therefore when firing is heard we are compelled 
to await the pleasure of the Russian Staff to communicate the resnlt. I am 
in hopes that this ridiculous restriction will soon be withdrawn/' 

If the particularly fearless permer of the foregoing passage has 
any frienas and relations who hope to see him at home again safe and. 
I sound, rejoicing in the preservation of all his limbs and members, 
they will hard^ participate in the hope he expresses of bein^ soon 
permitted to advance from out of harm’s way, and remove himself 
to a position in which, at the safest, he wul have^ stray bullet$ 
whistling about his ears, and erratic shot and shells ricocheting and 
bursting around him. Gallant mortal ! 

But, after aU, he may not be altogether the right man in the right 
place. Perhaps he disregards ballets from the persuasion that 
“every bullet has its billet.” Then he is a fatalist. As such, the 
“Special” is not specially (lualified for the Russian Camp. A 
believer in kismet, he would find himself more at home amongst the 
Turks, 


THE MACMAHOmSilS IN’ THE CHAHBEES, 

“ A BOUBTOiT-itcms concourse of atoms,” And more than /our to 
one against success. 

How AOT iir wmm G&aeAsCtbe Mustjetts Pasha Sat aed Spoke 

AS A RBPBESKNTAnyB 0® THE DlPLO]!«ATIC BOET AT GuiIiDHALB, 

OH TH» 9tH,— HoBSCJCisf’s CHioioe— “ ThiSt or none-” 

Dippeeehce BETWEBir Geaht ahd lauM Host [at Pam).— Silence 
and Notes. 
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Spring ; specially tlie onions, whose fragrance was more powerful 
THAT LASS TOWERY "S. than anything else in the garden. For one moment he stood taking 

■T> A sz jf cf 7 ^ the full scents of the glorious scene, and his tears rose. She 

St/ the Authors of Several other Things^ <yc. ^ reverie. Her beautiful eyes spoke of calm wise 

thoughts within. 

Chapter XI . — The Finishing Touches* “ Sage among the onions ! ” murmured Xeghts to himself, 

Astbk this, Astce SoETieii took Em Bebbib in hand. „She heaid him, ^d stated. With two steps he was beside her. 

Antce was a clever girl, possessed of considerable common sense, Her hand treinbled so, that one or twu of the loose Spring-onion 
and as all objections to her marriage with the Eeverend TH03iiAH stalks, which she had been twmu^ in her hair, fell at his feet. 

Titt were now removed, in consequence of his having become a “My love,” whispered Xequs BARCROw m her ear. My love is 
moderate High Churchman of five feet eleven, instead of the Ultra- stronger than these."' And he pomted to the fragrant bunch as it 
Low Churchman of four feet nothing, that he was before being lay on the rich soil, . j rr 777 

doubled up by Em Beerie, Ajnice saw at a glance that if she left the “ JSTong / Nong / ” she cried. Voo voo mohky der mwaw. Say 

conversion and education of that “ Lass so To wery ” to the Curate, vot^hlarg,^^ 

it would, in all probability, result in the latter converting the The change he noted m her speech and mode of address, touched 
Mining Cirl into the Eev. 3Irs, Thomas Titt. Anice therefore him unutterably. French in how many lessons ? For his sake too, 
took her instruction in hand, sending her regularly every night to and at her own expense I Andscarcelyatrace of her northern accent I 


a day-school in the next 
county, kept by an Aunt 

of hers, who, with the aid -T" 

of the Vicar of Swiggin, 
managed to re^se^ ^ 

marvellous aptitude for 
words of one syllable, and 
soon distanced all^ the 

whom were about Mteen 

years^ younger than her- ^ 

on ^e piano, of ^e most 

arranged on the mnidigitai ^ 

^o^n^Prof^sor Steumm 

French, which she mas- 

tered so quickly as to be y J J 

able, witlto eight weeks f 

of her cornmence^nt, to \ / ^ v, , 

with an accent that would S 

have astonished even a C 

Parisian. She was taught 

to ^ ^®p Homan j I \ I 

and learnt singing in the \ 

winter from Count Eosteb \ f J 

ni (^NTJTTI, making J J 

that Ahict's Axmt wrote 
done^mth, this surprising 

Reverend Thomas Titt to 

pay any attention person- ^ ^ — •— — 

ally to this appeal. The ^ 

Reverend Thomas, how- 
ever, told Xecuts Barcrow who immediately resolved to call upon | 
Em Beerie. 




“ Leave me, Mossoo 
'-N Negus, if you please,” 

'* ^ she saidj struggling with 

‘f V 2-^ emotion which it was 

im^mble^ 

then, correcting herself,^ 
o she continued, “ You are, 
t requestgg^me 

voo ner p^vay ^^mer 

accomplishments which, I 

admit, I should like to 

possess,” she said. 

“ But when will that be ? ” asked Negus, with tender impatience. 




BEERra. -J XI. n i. -ui 1.. 1 X. 5 ^ ^ learnt music, and everything except drawing.” 

You love Em,” said the Curate, hlushmgly castmg down his She hid her face in her hands. “ Alas! ” she cried, “I cannot 


“ I don't love ^em, I love her ! ” replied his friend. i 

‘ ‘ I thought you loved Ahice,” said the Curate. * ‘ And if you did, I 
I was quite prepared to give her up, and take Emma Beerie.” 

** V/MT o trnnA ^ JJ-II tIJ • _ 3 


draw.” 


A bright thought struck the Young Engineer. 

“I have two friends,” he said, “ two literary and dramatic 
gentlemen, Messrs. Mattoh and Hathisoh, who, by the kind 

r^Si « XT 'ill 


<< TT > J -L X T' in vr T. , o *«.vww*w. au.AXX\/XT OiJXVX XXXkX JIXOV/XT , WXLU, UV OJLiC Jft.XJXUL 

Lou re a good, warm-heaxted, self-saerifiemg fellow!” cned permission of a distinguished authoress, will take you up to 
Negus Barcrow, enthusiastically ; and you 're welcome to Ajiacs town ” 

X t -I 1 1 , “ToLunnon! Jer ver deer ar Londrr ! t alia 

^en the two men snook hands. They understood one another aske^ rapturously. 


I mean London ? ” she 


perfectly. 

Negus Barcrow left Swiggin, where nobody required his presence. 
He went to Aitece Sortigax's Aunt’s house, or the house of the 
Aunt of Ahioe Sorugae, and asked for Miss Emmeline Beerie. 
She w^ in the kitchen-garden, near, the pond, where the Ducks 


“ Yes, to London. And they will bring you out "at the Op6ra 
Comique. There you will soon learn how to draw.” 

“ Shall I ? ” she exclaimed. “ What shall I draw to begin with ? ” 
she asked. 

The Young Engineer paused for a second, thonghtfully. Then he 


vere stutog themselves, in order to save the Cook all future replied, 7 o j 

, trouble. She was leaning upon a hand-pump, in the midst of an “ Your salary.” 

extensive omon-bed. AR around made Barcrow conscious of 1 ** Thart ’s noioe ! thart be ! — tray hong f I mean, good enough I 
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.she cried enthusiastically, her strong artistic instinct seizing the 
idea at once, “ and afterwards ” 

“ Afterwards you wDl draw houses.” 

“Oh, lovely!” she cried. “Now, when shall I change my 
name ? ” 

“ Within a very few days,” he replied. 

“ We must go to the Lord Chamberlain’s office, see Mr. Dispenser, 
and get a licence— for the unities cannot be observed without a 
licence.” 

She understood him thoroughly, 

“ And,” he went on, “ we will change your name to ‘ Liz.’ ” 

The Reverend Thomas Ttet was at hand with Anice Soetioax, in 
whose ear he whispered, 

“It’s lucky I ’ve taken Orders, for now we can go and see lAz for 
nothing.” 

But Em Bbebie had overheard him. 

“Nay, yo wunna,” she said, simply, “I used tor zay to yo, 
‘ Yo leeve me arlown, an’ oil leeve yo arlown.’ Now, I zay to yo, 
* To leeve us together, and we ’ll leeve yo together,’ Jer my mer 
marriay to Negus Babcbow, And,” she added, with that true 
dramatic instinct that had always characterised her (even on the 
illustrated cover of a shilling novel) “if our friends in front are 
only satisfied, then there will not sit down to supper, this night, a 
happier girl tiian 

“ That Lass ’o Toweet ’s.” 

Editor* s Eote.—ThA Authors of this story, calling themselves the New 
Provincial Novel Co., Limited, have never reappeared at our office. A 
policeman is in waiting with wimesses who know what real northern dialect 
u. So let them call if they like. — 


PUNCH UNDER BAN, 

The Marshal’s Government— if it is not yet martial law, it soon 
may be, and even now looks unpleasantly like it— is just now hent 
on keeping the voice of English opinion out of France. No wonder 
while the British Press speaks its mind of the Marshal’s Govern- 
ment. The Daily -News is suppressed — “ the strong arm of the 
Pohee,” writes the D, N, French correspond ent,_ “has swooped 
down on Punch ^^ — who has moreover been banished from the 
kiosgiceSf week after week, because of his Cartoons — “ Stuck in^ the 
Mud^^ the apex of abominations— having been reached a fortnight 
ago. Who can say what tile this week’s Cartoon would bring upon 
P,’« head if the Marshal’s Government could get at him i* His 
“ Roo-too-it I ” would he silenced, his light snuffed .out, and he 
would, in a word, he no more Punch flamboyant, but Punch' put 
out, darkened, so uenched, squabashed for ever I ^ 

All that Punch can say is, that while 'France is as France is now, 
he would rather any day be stopped there than stop there. 

No wonder the Marshal’s Government objects to Punch. Is not 
Spirit an essential ingredient therein ? Now Spirit, French or British, 
is just the thing the M. G. can’t put up with. 


On Cleopatra’s Needle 
In the lord Mayor* s Show, 

' A Stbahge thing to devise 
Out of Sahgee’s receptacles I ” 
“ Well— while needles have eyes 
They may figure iu spectacles.” 


Ghiildhall’s Ninth, of November p'unction. | 

{OynicaZ Suggestion after reading the Speeches at the Lord Mayor* s Pinner,) 
“ To give to airy nothings 

A local habitation and a name ! ** \ 


“ LE EOI EST MOET,” ETC. 

Two “ Go’s.” At the Alhambra King Indi-go went so weU as to 
he, now, King Indi-gone altogether; and in his place ]\fadame 
An~got is started, an* <7o-ing all right. 
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OTEKiTIOIfS m THE Ei31'. 

OuB. Sootoli friends, some of them, ate likeh 
to misunderstand a recent telegram irom Philip, 
popolis 

“ The weather is now perfect for operations, hut nothins 
is being done at Slaipka.” 

There are those among the countrymen of Burh£ 
whom the foregoing intelligence will cause to ask, 
“ Where are the Surgeons ? ” It is too probable 
that in surgery, just now, there is a great deal 
being done at Shipka. 


M!eii3 Sana in Corpore Sano. 

Which, being interpreted, means there are sane 
men in the Seine (Legislative) Body. At all 
events, there are no less than thirty-six medical 
representatives in tlie new French Chamber of 
Deputies. Strange to say, Doctors do not disagree 
lor once, for only two out of the number are Non- 
Rt publicans. Are these two^ related to Doctor 
Tant-pis or to Doctor Tant-jyiieux ? 


The Satirical Dog! 

A BUiLDEB in Taunton, having some ground to 
lot, wishing to make the fact public, and, at the 
yame time apparently to have a slap at the volu- 
mittousness and circumlocution of legal instru- 
ments, has stuck up a board with the following 
“ This good and desirahlo land to be let on a lease one 
hundred and twenty yards long.’’ 


A CtuestioH of Circumstances. 

A Q^tiestiok lately under discussion has been, 
“Is life worth livin g ? That very much depehd s 
upon what you are worth, and how much you 
have got a year. Life is blest for those who enjoy 
the wherewithal to bless themselves. 


BBMAEKABLE OMISSIOH. 


A REASON. 

** What ah Idle Fellow you are, Feed ! You do Nomma / ” 
“ Because there’s no Time to do ANYTHim / 


Strange to say that amongst all the news- 
paper correspondents who have lately been recom- 
mending antidotes to hydrophobia, not one has 
suggested “ a hair of the dog that bit you,” 


ALLOPATHY F. ALCOHOL. 

Homceopatht, whatever medical men may think of it, is a method 
of therapeutics if fairly tried, effectual at any rate in Dipsomania. 
Let the patient only he got to take infinitesimal doses of intoxicating 
liquors, and stick to those, and he will soon recover, and remain 
perfectly well. , But the difficulty is to get him to persevere in those 
minute doses, and not take alcohol in quantities vastly exceeding 
those of the requisite dilution. Dipsomania is, on the other hand, 
a disease which may be successfully combated by Allopathy, and 
that practically, with greater certainty than by the opposite prac- 
tice. This is evident from a notice which, on Lord Mayor’s Day, 
appeared in the Times respeeting — 

“ Cohfee-Tavbbns. — ^Yesterday the ‘ Teinple"Arms,’ so named after the 
Hon, W. Cowper-Tbmplb, K.P., a Coffee-Tavern in the Seven Dials, was 
opened for business, and was at once crowded by customers of all the classes 
inhabiting that locality.” 

Here, instead of physic, on the principle of similia similihus^ was 
an instance of the direct exhibition of antidotes with marked ad- 
vantage. The effect of it was instantaneous. Coffee-Taverns pro- 
mise to work as Dispensaries for the cure of Dipsomania, The 
“Temple Arms” is the third Tavern opened by the benevolent 
Coffee-Tavern Company. No doubt the other two, one in the 
Edgware-road and the other opposite Billingsgate, as soon as they 
were opened, were each likewise “ at once crowded by customers of 
all the classes inhabiting that locality ; ” and as other suoh institn- 
tiens are established from time to time, their opening will be 
immediately followed by the same influx. 

The coffee, and cocoa, offered as counteractives to drinks of dip- 
somaniacal tendency, are sold at a half-penny and a penny the cup ; 
the doses of tea aff one penny and two-pence. These draughts can 


be combined with rations of cake, bread-and-butter, and other 
eatables at like rates. With bodily refreshment in the “ Temple 
Arms ” is also provided food for the mind ; newspapers, periodicals, 
and light literature*— of course in a Tavern, excluding malt liquors, 
there should he no “ heavy.” To these advantages are added light, 
comfort, and warmth, with plenty of sitting room, and recreation 
rooms are to follow. 

The name of the “ Temple Arms ” is taken from that of the Presi- 
dent of the Coffee-Tavern Company. If that of the Yioe-President 
also were borrowed, another such Tavern might be called the “ Gros- 
venor Arms,” after the Duke of Westminster, The “Lord Port- 
man,” and the “Lord Cowper” might be adopted for others after 
those other noble Yioe-Presiefents, To these might he added the 
“ Johnstone’s Head,” from Sir Haroohrt Johnstone, M.P. ; 
and, by all means, in honour of one among several Directors 
of high standing, there should be a “Tom Hughes’s Tavern.” 
Nay, Punch would have no objection to a “ Lawson Arms,” 
though he does not always approve of those the facetious baronet 
flghts with. 

In the drunken district of Seven Dials the new Coffee-Tavern 
stands in direct antagonism to the dens of Dipsomania. 

“ The ‘ Tepiple Arms ’ occupies one of the * Dials/ public-houses occupying 
the two others, and the exterior as well as the interior fitting up of the new 
venture is attractive and pleasing .... Though not aided by the professed 
Temperance Associations, these new Coffee-Taverns, if extended, will be formid- 
able rivals to the gin-palaces, which are especially numerous in such wretched 
localities as the Seven Dials.” 

No wonder such establishments for the preveniion and cure of 
Dipsomania as the “ Temple Arms,” derive no aid whatever from 
“professed Temperance Associations.” They interfere with no 
man’s liberty to drink what he likes, and they threaten to destroy 
the reason for “professed Temperance Societies’ ” existence. 
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A MAYOR WITH ALL HIS PS ABOUT HIM. 

^ osrBTiaEES literal rei^rfcing: is 
asked for in the^H 

eloQ.^e^ce bear tbe morn- 

- r - --5 li.P., kaying proposed 

":_. rl-' ^ tke Mayor’s health, the Mayor re- 

t^: — f ^,> ponded in a characteristie speech. 

Jy He began by saying: ‘Gentlemen, I 
^ you^like. , 

" audience in my life, and I never felt; 

in better fettle. 1 have the plnck 
of a real Englishman, who is never 
afraid of water without or watet within. {Laughter.') To-night / must 
thank you— thank you sincerely. Tou have respected my principles, 
and 1 honour you for it. Never mind the bottle, (Laughter.) I have 
espoused principles, and whatever I espouse I defend. J don’t want to-night i 
to offer any impediment to the enjoyment of any guest, but I was assured | 
that no guest that ever came to this banquet would^ mdr my pleasure oi: 
bring anything like a slight upon me. Tou have dhhe it, ahd done it beyohd 
my expectations, and beyond almost ihy satisfaction. If you hadn’t eveh 
gone quite so far, I should have felt satisfied — X don’t mean taking a little 
drop on the sly Cr anything of that sort. We have had a cohvivial meeting — 
{much laughter) —we can have it without wine. J never lacked p^ok m my 
lifei and if I live forty years longer I shall be a hundred and ten. {Laughter.) 
As long as Xlive I am persuaded 1 shall never lack pluck. X was bom a 
Briton, and of British parents, and I never saw a danger but X must runh 
into it.’ (The Mayor then related a personal narrative illustrative of his 
pluck, telling the company how he dived after a drowning man in Scotland, 
and rescued him.) His Worship continued: ‘ J feel the same pluck in my 
heart that 1 felt forty years ago. X mean to maintain it under the influ- 
ence of water. (Laughter.) X have beeh a teetotaller forty years, and Jhave 
enjoyed my four meals a day ; aud Jhave never drnuk even half-a-glass of beer 
to any meal J ever had ; and X feel to-night I am as young as young, and X 
even feel J can be as joyous as ever, and I ne^r had a moj^e joyous moment 
in my life than now. Jhave got to the height of my ambition, and that is to 
be the Mayor of Scarborough. It is not long since such a thought entered 
into my heart. My firiends began to play witb it, and it began to twmt round 
me and get hold of me till 1 let it go full length. Here J am to-hight 
amongst you, aud J never was more happy in a company than I have 
to-night, and J hope every gentleman has enjoyed himself to his very fill. 
{Laughter.) If Obadiah can have a smoke, his joy will be complete. 
{Laughter.) X thank yon for the kindness you have done ine in comihg tb 
be my guests. 1 have not promised to give you afiothbr dinner before my 
year of office is out— I would rather give you a tea. {JXore laughter.) X 
have seen such evil results flow from drinking — such scenes of sorrow and 
sadness even to weeping. J thank you for your kindness and courtesy to me, 
aud X will conduct the affairs of the town as far as^ J have the ability ; and 
the ex-Mayor said to me, “ Smith, if there ’s anything too heavy for you, put 


5 dream, of it ; and, doubtless, no one but a Nobleman need venture to 
i aspire for the honour of enroUmg her among the members of bis 
household. We question if the offer of even double wages— we beg 
pardon, we mean salary— would induce her to demean herself by 
entering the service— we beg pardon, we mean, family — of anyone 
without a handle to his name ; and perhaps her next advertisement 
may state with proper emphasis, imparted by italics, that “ iVb- 
hodi/ helow a Marguis need apply 


PLIMSOLL ON POISONS. 

Me. BTJiTGf- would do well to ponder these remarks made the 
other evening by Mr. PeiksouEi, M.P., at a Temperance Meeting 
at^Perby 

“ I have long held the opinion that a great deal of the crime which is 
attributed to iutoxication in this country is not so much owing to the quan- 
tity of drink which the criminal has consumed, as to the abominable adultera- 
tion by which the drink has been treated before it was sold to him. (‘ Sear ! 
hear!’) There are certain classes of people in London, I am informed — 
certain classes of tradesmen — who are called publicans’ chemists, who sell 
articles by which the spirits which they receive from the distilleries are 
adulterated, to the great injury of the people who consume them, and it is 
impossible to see the almost total absence of intoxication which you may see 
on the Continent, where everyone drinks the light wines of the country^ with- 
out being convinced that the people are intoxicated — which means poisoned, 
as distinct from being inebriated, which means drunk — that they are here 
intoxicated or poisoned by the driuk they get at some of the publichouses iu 
the country. (‘ Sear fhear ! ’)” 

Good Templars, mark the distinction. It is a calumny to call 
genuine beer and ale intoxicating liquors. Beef might as well he 
called inflammatory food. Ms. BxnrG- renders pure liquors intoxi- 
cating by qualifying them with chemicals in the province of toxi- 
cology, named in the Adulteration Act, and cited by Mr. Piimsoll ; 
to wit 

^^^Coceulus indimst darnel seed, chloride of sodium’— which is, of course, 
bommon salt— ‘ copperas, opium, steychnine, tobacco, extract of logwood, 
sulphate of zinc or lead, and alum.* ” 

Temperance Societies seek to make people sober by Act of Parlia- 
ment. That is to say, by an Act which has yet to be enacted: No 
doubt Temperance would be greatly promoted by enforcement of the 
Adulteration Act. Should not sincere friends of Temperance apply 
themselves to that ? Temperance Would then be effected by an Act 
of Parliament Which would annoy nobody except Mr. Bxrsra and his 
chemical accomplices. But, if Mr. BuNa were wise, would he not 
discontinue Ms dealings with “ Publicans’ Chemists,” and desist 
from drugging Met liquors with the poisons which make them 
“ intoxicating ” ? Then Mr. Sotg would do very much to diminish 
drunkenness,, and just , so much as to preclude paternal legislation 
in the form oi an Act of Parliament framed to make people sober by 
the abolitidn of Mr, Btji^ib’s business. 


A FOEibtK)lsrE CONOLirSION. 

FAii’craa Eaglisli Mittigte JiO&cladiag an address to the House of 
Commons with such a peroritibn a)3 that of the speech made by the 
Duo DE Beoglee in the debate on the Elections Committee question 
in the Chamber of Deputies ; — 

“Now make your inquiry. As a member of the Government I protest 
in the name of the law ; as a citizen I undertake to prove the results of this 
inquiry false before the equity of history and the judgment of my country.” 

the brunt on me.” If X want to go away to Matlock or Malvern fOT a fort- "What would the Speae:ee say to any Member, especially a 
night, ex-Mayor, you shaH have it sH to ^ur own cheek. I e^not ]^0]2iber of the Cabinet, undertaking to prove the results of a Par- 
endure the excitement I have had to pass dming tM ^ or Hamentary inquiry about to be instituted, false ; thus giving Hon. 

Gentlemen, by anticipation, the He? Tjhe Duo de bIogiiS: once 
J thank you for the manner in which you have drunk my health, and 1 now passed for a constitutional Statesman, hut he^ has of late been yio- 
finish my business for the evening. Jhave done talking now, and 1 don’t lently earned away from P^liamentaxy principles. Inunpailiamen- 
mean to talk any more, if you please. {Laughter.) The rest of the business tary language he exceeds Home-Hnlers ; the peroration just quoted 
wiE be done by the Gentlemen who are upon the programme/ {JRenewed “ beats Banagher.” But suppose the inquiry, of whose results he 
la^hter.y* predicts the mlsehood, should result in exonerating himself and his 

- - colleagues from, the charge of having unduly influenced elections P 

HIHH LEFE BELOW-STAIES. 

Bjghlx as we tsome of us) may pride ourselves upon our niceties 
of social distinction, &ere are others in the world not a shadow le§s Something a Bargain, 

particular. For ihStance, look at tMs advertisement u. ^ i!.. i 

1 « x ^ -L- i. J ' Hbbe IS a Toally tSfliptllifr §.dvSrti8to6!Lt feom th^ lafet JSIicdAdfnye 

A S HOTTSEKEEFEK in a Noblehian^ Family. Country not objected MdYt ^ ^ ^ 

JJL to. Twenty years’ experience. Swarate room for meals. Salary d660, ; 4 .. 

JI -0.1. • i-L* -X JI VI. + 1 , = QHEEP.— Irish Yew§» tw© handsome specimens, each five feet high. 

A worthy person this, 116 . doubt, add one Who khows her w6rth, the pair. Ibargain. 

jteofltablA ALadynot tohbfluttakenfqr ^ ^ . a , , . * * , * . i • 

postiblf still less tb be ^takeh f ot i Maid- ‘ I behete you, iny boy ! Such a height and such a pnee ! Can’t 
g in the kitchen, of course she would not you let us have a flock of thein — ^without the “ y ” P 
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A COMING COMPROMISE. 

{Being a glimpse of considerably brighter DaySj caught at a recent Public 
Meetmg.) 


Scene — The Interior of a freshly-disestablished Bishop's Palace,, 
during the height of a popular anti-monopolist agitation. A 
strong Birmingham Ministry have been in office for three 
months. Enter a Bishop, his Charmingr Daughter, a Noble 
Eaxl, a Greneral of Division, a Licensed Victualler, and an 
Aged Junior Counsel. 

Bishop {Unishing perusal of last nigMs Debate). My child, it is 
as I feared. See ! they have not only robbed your poor, worn-out, 
over-worked old father of his lump sum for compensation, but have 
obliged him, at his decease, to provide his own cemetery! Such is 
the ingraintude of man ! 

Charming Daughter. True, dear Papa I But as you are now 
hopelessly mined, and ha.ve no patronage to bestow on the Curate of 
my choice, let me at least contract a brilliant marriage, and stay onr 


falling fortunes. This noble Earl, perhaps, would gladly call me 
his! 

Noble Earl. With au alacrity and devotion worthy of the illus- 
trious name I hear. But, by the rapid operation of the new Land 
laws, my ancestral possessions have been reduced to about half an 
acre. It is not much, for at a rental of three pounds our income 
would he limited. Still, with hope as our guiding star, and a care- 
fnl cultivation of vegetable marrows as onr sheet anchor, there 
he many happy, if not luxurious, years before us. 

Bishop. There might. But it would never do for me. Think 
of my antecedents. No, no! my child. V^en vested interests 
crash about our heads, the disestablished Bishop’s daughter must 
not pick and choose. No, no ! I had once looked higher ; hut in 

ttiese days of levelling {Mands her oveif to Licensed Victualler). 

There — ^take her I She is yours. 

Licensed Victualler. Mine ? What joy I But, surely, there is 
s^e mistake? Becent legislation has not left me unscathed. 
The five Members I once returned to Parliament T now return bo 
more. Statistics of crime from drink are vanishing. I’ve fried 
to struggle on with syrups, sherbets, and decoction of pure Cocculus 
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STERN PULPIT-ORITICS. 

First Scot “ Fat Sort o’ Mihistbe hae te gotten, Georbib ? ” 

Second Ditto, “Off, Weel, he’s no muokle wobth. TVe seldom get a 
Glint o' him. Sax Bats o’ th* week he’s bnvebs*blb, and on the 
Seventh he *s bnoompbehbns’ble ! 1” 


AN ODD IDEA OP IRISHMEN. 

Me. Biggae, Mr. Paenell, and other Irish Gentlemen, 
Home-Rulers, Agitators, and Patriots, should be parti- 
cularly amused by some information contained in the 
letter of a Times Correspondent at Rome, which, in an 
account of the Cardinals,^ their views and probable 
courses, represents the Italian people as entertaining a 
very singular opinion of the Irish 

“ Of Cardinal Cullen, who has been a member of the Sacred 
College for eleven years, and is now in his seventy-hfth year, 
the Italians only know that he is an Irishman, and in their 
opinion sure, therefore, to follow any course which can put him 
into a total contradiction to his English colleagues ; for it is a 
matter of general belief in Rome that antagonism to England is 
the only motive of Irish action. These people are convinced 
that Ireland stuck to Rome in the sixteenth century merely 
because England went asunder from it, and they take it for 
granted that Ireland would at once fall into Protestantism, or 
mto no matter what heresy, the moment England made a sign 
of going back to the Pope."’ 

The true Irishman can tahe a joke, and, how terribly 
soever in earnest, ever relishes humour. What fun, 
then, he must see in the ntter misconception the Italians 
have formed of his countrymen and himself ! Rnowing 
and feeling the dominant peenliarities of the Irish 
character to be conscientiousness, consistency, steadiness, 
circumspection, veracity, reflection, common sense, and 
practical intellect, the contrast presented to it by the 
Italian idea of it cannot hut appear ridiculously absurd 
to him. As if, during the last Session, the profound policy 
of impeding legislation, so persistently pursued by the 
National Obstructives, could possibly have been inspired 
simply by a dull, stupid, perverse, ill-conditioned, malig- 
nant, blind, unreasoning, silly, and childish spirit of 
opposition ! The notion that, in matters of politics, and 
even of religion, the course of Ireland as a nation is 
wont to he determined by mere antagonism to England, 
so that because the English go one way the Irish there- 
fore, and for that reason only, go another, seems to 
suggest the prevalence of some confusion of mind m 
Italy respecting the inhahitants of Erin. The generic 
Irisnman appears to be confounded with the typica 
Irish pig. 


Attthobities, Canine and Anti-Canine. — *‘Rah and 
his Friends ” “ Rabies and its Friends.” 


indicus unadulterated by malt and hops, but in vain. My influence 
is gone ! I am a plundered and unhappy man ! 
jBwAop. Indeed/ 1 Well, then, there remains but this (turning to 

General of Division), you’ll have to manage on your pay 

General of Division, My pay ! I ’ve none. In time of war, on 
active seryice, I get my uniform, and eighteen pence^ a day. It is 
a distressing prospect after six-and-fifty years’ devotion to a noble 
profession! And! would not share it with another I But there — 
the Army may be shattered — yet there still remains the Bar I 
Bishop, Ah, yes, you’re right. There still remains the Bar. 
(Shaking Aged Junior warmly ly the hand,) Don’t say another 
word I We were at school together, and many a time and oft have 
I looked forward and foreseen this day. There — ^make her happy I 
Aged Junior, Happy? On what? Do yon know what the sim- 
plification of legal procedure has cost me ? For half a century I ’ve 
tottered anxiously about the Courts — ^but all to no purpose I Some- 
times, in wilder moods, I have indulged a splendid hope that, on 
my eightieth birthday, I might touch a brief— my first two-guinea 
brief ! — but this, I know, is an Aged Junior’s foolish dream. No, I 
must not — I dare not marry yet ! 

Bishop, I fear you have only too much reason for your caution. 
But when all the great professions are breakiag up thus before 
our very eyes, tell me, oh tell me, where should the Disestablished 
Bishop’s daughter look ? Say, is there no one with an income left ? 

Enter Rising Honconformist. 

Bising Nonconformist, Ho one ? Look at me I I keep my car- 
riage, am trying to push into the Peers, and take ten thousand clear 
from land alone, — and if, under these circumstances, the devotion 
of a life 

Bishop, This is not precisely the direction in which I once should 
have looked for a son-in-law.. But the times ar« full of trouble. 
Take her ! (Joins their hands,) Be happy, my child, and let no one 
say that your poor broken-down old monopolist of a father was not 
ready to bow most cheerfully to the necessities of the age in which 
he lived I {^Tableau, 


BEH TROYATO’S HEWS. 

SiK, 

I picx up little items here and there, which may interest 
your readers. I do not vouch for their absolute truth, but you may 
rely on them to a certain extent as coming from 

Yonr old friend, Benjamin Tbovato. 

“ /SjgZwa,” says the JfMMcaZ Worlds “is said to he a hit at the 
Imperial Opera-House, Tienna.” Evidently a satirical work. But 
why should its aim be the Imperial Opera-House ? 

A well-known composer now staying at the sea-side is stated to 
be busy on a fresh prawn. (Latest intelligence ; He has just jfinished 
a plateful.) 

Ole Bull is not playing at Mile-End, but at Milan. Ole Bull 
has not yet decided about a tour in the Isle of Wight next season. 
He has an objection to Cowes. ^ ... 

Dr. Stainee, the well-known organist, will, it is rnmouxed, take 
the pledge, and become a temperance man. His name in future 
would he Dr. Ab-Stainee. . 

The composer of “ The Clang of the Wooden Shoon ” is wrong if 
he claims (5’Baee as an Irishman. It is spelt “ Atjder.” Hot all 
musicians are Irish. 


Immortal William on Kare Bon. 

Beading at Guildhall^ November 9. Balcony Scene from Borneo and Juliet:^ 

Borneo .... The Right Hon. the Lord Mayor. 
Juliet . . The Right Hon. the Lord Beaconseield. 

Juliet appears on the Balcony,, 

Borneo t below (ga%ing fondly up at her ) — 

“ She speaks, but she says nothing. What of that ? 

[Juliet winks. 

Her eye discourses — ^I will answer it ! ” 
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OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

A Visit to the Saymarhet^ and to some Interesting Little Strangers 
at the Aquarium* 

S IR, — The other 
night, in ful- 
filment of a 
promise made some 
time since, I went 
to see Engaged at 
the JSay market. On 
the front page of 
_ the programme this 
^ piece is announced 
as “A new Co- 
medy ; ” on the 
third page of the 
same it is styled 
“ An entirely origi- 
nal farcical Co- 
medy.” This de- 
scription is as much 
a practical joke 
played by the man- 
agement on the 
audience, as was 
that of “sensation 
drama” applied by 
Mr. SoTHERN to a 
nightmare absur- 
dity, produced 

some years ago at this Theatre, called The Woman in Mauve, “ Far- 
cical” Engaged is^ in away: “Comedy” it most emphatically is 
not, in any way. It is farcical inasmuch as in incident and con- 
siruction it resembles such eccentric pieces as E emesis, Brighton, 
and The Wedding March, But Engaged is really a Chafade in three 
Acts, seriously played by a company of well-trained comedians in 
modern costume, who are in the Author’s confidence, and know the 
answer to the conundrum. The key to the Charade is to be found, 
in.tbLe First Act, in the apparition of the wedding-cake which accom- 
panies the burlesque fire-eater, Major McMagillieuddy, and, in the 
Third Act, where the three sentimental noodles are^ deeply afieeted 
by the woes of The Two Obadiahs, as recounted in the mournful 
ditty of that name. 

The ladies— Miss Maeion Tebut, Miss Lttct Bucestonb, Miss 
EmiltThobioj, Miss Julia. Stewart, and Miss J. Eoselle— one and 
all, enter thoroughly into the spirit and bizarre humour of the 
Charade, and play admirably. Mr. Howe is good, but I don’t think 
he is quite certain as to the meaning of the Charade. I fancy Mr. 
Dewar and Mr. Xtrle know a little more about it. Mr. Honey is, 
of course, yery droll — ^he always is — ^but he clearly trusts to his own 
comic power for success, and has given up the Charade. I am bound 
to say that I was sincerely grateful to him for the amusement he 
afforded me, as I never did care for Charades, however clever they 
might be. 

The next morning I set off to the Aquarium to pay a visit to the 
Laps. When you first requeste4 idl© to interview these new arrivals, 
I was inclined to excuse myseli from the task, as I am generally 
rather shy of this sort of strangers, ever since, years ago, I went to 
interview the Bushmen, and one of them chivied me round the 
caravan with a poisoned arrow in his hand. I escaped, head-over- 
heels, anyhow, down-stairs. Since that time many curious people 
have visited this favoured Isle, but I have never been among the 
still more curious people who have flocked to see them. 

A slight historical sketch of our interesting friends may not he i 
out of place at this moment. 

The Laps or Lapps come of the ancient Deuealionic race, called 
the Lapides, who, overrunning Europe, left in England traces of 
their existence in places bearing such names as Flint, Stone, 
Stonyhurst, Stony Stratford, &g. It is a grave geographical error 
to connect these people in any way with Laputa. 

At first they were a hardy people, and reckoned so wide awake, 
and so thoroughly up to the time of day in business, that every 
trader went to a Lap when he wished to know “what o’clock it 
was. ’ It was at this ]perio4 that they obtained the name of “ The 
Lapps of Time.”^ Subsequently, on acquiring wealth, they achieved 
so 'fnenyiable a notoriety for their enervated effeminacy, as to be 
called y The Lapps of Luxury.” A terrible scourge, known as “jthe 
FapsyMs,” threatened tpj e:?:terminate them altogether. The very 
name of ^e plague is supposed to be a familiar inversion of the 
two^ words ‘ Lapps ” and “pals”— the latter signifying “ com- 
panions, indicated the vjsry general nature of the complaint. It 
was the Lapps who at this time first introduced the medicine into 
Europe which still bears the patent stamp of its origin in the 
second syllable ; it was called Ja-lapp. They have now settled 


comfortably and contentedly in the Northern regions. Their 
mode of progression when they don’t walk is to ride on a sort of 
Dromedary, called a Lapidary. The motion is unpleasant to a 
foreigner, who soon discovers that there are more bumps than one 
on the animal’s back. It offers, however, considerable attraction 
to the Phrenologist. 

Having thus briefly sketched their origin, rise, and descent (for 
they have gone down again from over six feet high to about five 
feet), 1 will now proceed to give you some account of my interview 
with the Lapp Ambassadors. 

When I called at midday they were not up. Bunch and Judy 
was performing somewhere in the building, and somebody in 
another part of the show was making such a^ul noises that I was 
constrained to inquire of the attendants the nature of the painful 
operation which some patient was undergoing in, probably, the 
interests of Science, and for the benefit of the Aquarium. It 
occurred to me that a Professor might be lecturing on Yivi section. 
The attendant informed me that the noise proceeaTed from a “ For- 
riner, who was imitatin’ the trombone or some wind insterment.” 
The sounds in question had, I fancy, the eficect of arousing the 
Laps, who presently entered upon the vast plain of trackless saw- 
dust which lies at the foot of the painted canvass icebergs of this 
apparently glacial, but really warm and somewhat stuffy, region. 

I should never think of describing the Laps as fresh arrivals.” 
Two reindeer, a white fox, an Esquimaux dog, sharing a moderate- 
sized compartment with a party of four Laps, consisting of two 
Grentlemen and twolLadies, and a considerable number of inquisitive 
strangers, more or less damp and more or less warm according to the 
I weather, are scarcely calculated to keep up the notion of Polar 
frigidity suggested by the talented artist who devised the back- 
scene of the show. In this season of fright about hydrophobia, the 
Laps may be taken as instances of what the descendants of Hydro- 
phobists might become, as they evince all that horror of water 
which is the characteristic of the dogbitten. They are a conserva- 
tive people, too, and their habits remain unchanged— since they first 
put them on. 

— Friends at a distance please accept this inthnation’—SioA 
don’t go too near. 

Being able (with my great natural gift of languages) to converse 
with them freely, I ascertained from Joseph that they were enjoying 
themselves immensely. “ We are a simple people,” he said, “ and 
when Mr. Bock asked us to come over with himj we said, Certainly, 
on condition that he made it well worth our while.” 

“You ’ve arranged to be handsomely paid,” I suggested, “ after 
the Opera is over.” 

“ We are children of Hature,” replied the ingenuous Lap, “ and 
not a match for the Southern trader. So we would not come unless 
a certain sum was deposited first in a banker’s hands, and a bond 
given for the remainder.” 

They are so pleased with the Aquarium as to entertain serions 
thoughts of making an offer to manage the whole affair, or at least 
to he elected as Directors — Joseph to be Secretary and Treasurer, 
the other Lap to be Managing Director, while Ellen will supervise 
the Theatre, and the other Lady take the money at the doors. 

They think ns a very dirty set of people, to require washing, and 
to use pockethandkerehiefs. Jqseph wants to take back with him 
four specimens of Londoners to Lapland; but they must come 
entirely at their own cost, and take their risk in the spec. The 
I difficulty is to 'select the four specimens— two Gentlemen and two 
Ladies. I suggested that they couldn’t do better, if they yeally 
meant business, than consult Me. Alexander Henderson (late of 
the Hational-Theatre-late-Q,ueen’s) on the subject. 

After stopping an hour without seeing any performance at all, in 
consequence of that extra shilling not coming in so as to make the 
audience worth playing to (they are such a simple folkl), they 
began to sing — and then I left. Le Pauvre Bongo est mart, vivent 
les Laps ! but the “Little Dnwashed ” don’t get another visit froip 

Your Eeprbsentatjve. 


The Rule of the (Political) Road. 

{Adapted to the latitude of Farts , and respectfully commended to the 
attention Marshal McMahon.) 

Our rule of the Road seems a paradox quite, 

Yet Funch would fain hope you may learn it ere long ; 
If you keep to the LeA you will surely go right, 

If you keep to the Bight, you ’ll go wrong. 

You may find, i£ of nous not entirely bereft, 

A way out of your presept illogical plight' 

In the^ singular fact that the Rigpt ’s on Left,; 

While the Wrong is now left oh the Bight. ' ' 


Xnole.— “ The Seat of Waere.” 


November 24 , 1877 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


GONE TO THE DOGS. 


Pole (where hydrophobia is unknown) leave London three times a 
week. 



TTVCH- has nn hpsitfltimi i-n , terms (including hotel hills, candles, travelling expenses, 
pSig tL fo&g and personally related anecdotes) apidy to 

interesting correspondence ItOAsr, Siare, <1 Co. 

now that the Bead Season Masies, ^ 85, Fleet Street, B. C. 

is at its depth of dead- It is unnecessary to tell you, who know every thing, that this 

ness : — scare about hydrophobia is utter nonsense. Cases of fatal dog bites 

'P'ha ^ England are nearly as rare as cases of fatal sunstroke in London 

G-irv’n-os ^ ^ * in November. In my indignation I cannot help exclaiming— bow, 

Look ’ere, Guv’nor. * Tour devoted slave and friend, 

"Wot ’s all this row about Tody. 

iderrofobier? Man andboy 

I ’ve been accustomed to a c* 

dawgs for five-and-forty UUit MAiuJio. 

Municipal Corporation Act, by some unaccountable over- 
omitted to fix an early day in the week for the annual 
^ Tvlf a oieotiou of Mayors. Conseq.ueutly, when the 9fch of November 

^ happens, as this year, to fall late in the week, Jfr. Punch is ' 

Toluctantly compelled to postpone ofEering his usual compliment to 
i7t a\‘3f ^1+^1 fta newly-chosen Chief Magistrates. Had Mr, Punches private 

telephone been in full working order, no delay woxdd have oc- 
‘ o'^LTred. Howevor, like most other delays— except the Law’s— it is 
without its advantages. It has allowed the Judges and other | 


strange dawgs. WMch 


not without its advantages. It has allowed the Judges and other 
great functionaries (the same who officiate at the selection of 


T«; i-z gicttu j.uuui/iuiiajLxc» \.i/ju.e sauic wiiu uxuui-ans aii tuts cjBicuuuii ux 

meSs bailees a Swff to go tooagh. the Listwith greater deliberation, and to 

„ T recommend, with increased care, for enduring fame in these pages, 

a strayin I collars >im, and ajj tie iower and cMyaliy of tbe Mayors for 1877-8. 
i ve none so ever since 1 TPVjia ttaat +.Via r»nst nf ViAnnnv riffTif. +a 


v A’jxf ■n-Lviv'*'^^ i o so ever Since i Hits year the post of honour belongs by inalienable right to 
teff them>r^PrJ+A Portsmolth with L Nmg, but the Court is at Bover-a commodious 

^ fnr plpflriTio- A ^ chalkyport, where Royal and illustrious beings are continually 

cove to live and^W^’a^tbp PaWipWa^p ow s a embarking and disembarking ; and so it is fitting that its Municipal 

cove to live, and ’ow s the Puhe^iek to be pi^teckted ? j^ead shotad be a courtly digmtary.^ 

lours respeciui, St. Alban’s has recently come into possession of a Bishop, and 

A Luvvbr of Bawgs. gjgg jjQggjj g Prior. Ws have been accustomed to 

Bear Sir, Fuss Lodae, Middhhorouah, on Bradford as a borough which ^favoured Noncoi^rmity ; 


cove to live, and ’ow ’s the Puherliek to be pnrtecfeed ? 

Yours respecful, 

A Luwbr of Bawgs. 


Bear Sir, 


Fuss Lodge, Middleborough 


At a time like the present, when everyone is so aniioua Pff ^^ppy occasion is rriesiiey. w aning- 

about Hydroptobia, every si^gestiou lias u certain value. WiU a Deacon; ^d Guildford supplies tbe 

you permit me to ofler a remedy irhioli, I believe, has not as yet ^ the Ecoles^tic^ ^^5*^ ri 

been tried Snuunqina- fbaf n mnn has bpPTi bitfPTi cm +bp nVbf Ipd- The Knight IS at Homton, the Ryder at Bevonport, the Grroom in 

surely some re^S ^ht be obtaiimd hy^utfeg ofi^ lift lef! Haiwmh, md the Sadler at Middleshorough. To all this 

Sl'XSSlhTctlfctSb^p^H^^^ ;^Sfeg^S’tfa.&ford to Betts, and Wisheaoh 

SorrdTrcoi»rS“S“Spa3^^^ Macclesfield White, and 

W course I write under correction, and think it only Just to sign re^^Ae to £ake an impression at Dartmouth-we hope 
^ * Tours obedipnflv Britannia^ s young Princes dined with Mm on their father’s birth- 


Bear Sife, The Works, Buffington, and Hanley a Gilman, 

Noticing that the subject of hydrophobia is now attracting Monmouth chooses Coates, but wMch of the two Taylors (at 
very general attention, we seize tMs opportnnity of informing our Bedford and Cardiff) was the artiste, there is at present no informa- 
customers and the public that our Patent Potatoes can. now be tion : perhaps it was the Schneider at Barrow-in-Furness. Like 
obtained at a fraction under one half-penny a pound. We have last year, there is a truly rural— not rustic— air fluttering around 
applied to our analytical chemist, and he assures us that there is mauy of our Mayors. Bewshury is “ Under the Greenwood,” and 
not the slightest danger of Patent Potatoes causing hydrophobia. Bolton is cheered by the sight of a Greenhalgh ; a Thorn flourishes 


They may be eaten (and, indeed, purehased) in any quantities, at Boston, and a CSrabb at Bodmin ; Bemiose is in full bloom at 

We euelose a sample, and remain, Berby, May at Colchester, and Mayhew— a name long honourably 

Tours obediently, associated with tMs journal— at Wigan. A Holyoake Ls planted at 

Posters, Adds, & Co. Broitwich, and a Shrubsole at Faversham ,* there is a Freshfield at 

(Sole Broprietors of the Batent Botatoes), Godmanohester, and Barley at Bunstable ; a Bale at South SMelds, 

ct rvTv V, , -.r- T rvTT a Bingle at Worcester, a For wood at Liverpool, Groves at West 

Sir, _ The Vestry, Mudhorough-on-Tha^^ Hartlepool, a Warrener at Hertford, and Bewe for all at Windsor. 

... ^ spPly disgraceful that hydrophobia should be per- xhe Mayor of Chester is Parish, but the Mayor of Leominster is 

mitted to exist. Sir, the simplest precaution woMd crush it out. Q-oode, and as for the Mayor of Berwick he is positively a Barling. 

I would suggest, nay, Sir, I would insist, that the following xegula- ^^iton has gone to Cumberland, Rochdale to TweedaLe, and there 
tious should be immediately enforced is another North Mayor at Budley. 

1, Every dog-owner to report himself three times daily to the Pembroke with its Adams, Newport with its Moses, and Taunton 

nearest police-station accompanied by his dog for inspection. -^th its Jacobs, take us back to patriarchal times* 

2, No dog-owner to be.permitted to l^ve his house J^th Ms dog gt. Ives, dear to us all from our earliest nurseriest days, has— 


unless the dog has received a certffioate (wMch should only be in "but have only one authority for this startling announcement — a 
force for six hours) from a veterinary surgeon. Craze ; Hull delights in apoet (Waller), Sheffield’s Mayor is Mappin, 

S. Three tmes a week houses'of dog-owners to be inspected by and Manchester is governed by the husband of that trnly Mstorical 
the Commissioners of Lunacy to see that all the inmates are sane, character Mrs. Grundy. 

Were these simple precautions taken we shonld hear no more Lastly, ’comes the good city of York, usefully employed, to Yarey 


about hydrophobia. 


I lemain* Sir, yours faithfully, 

' A Thoeottghly Practicax MAjN. 


our list. 


^ y m -xTr * More Knave than Pool* 

Offieei of the Cockney Tourist, ^ <, n ± 

Mt Bear Sir, Manager's Department, Cassagntac strives with “/om funeux ” Gambetta’s Are to smother. 

There is only one cure for hydrophobia— avoid it. Under Gahbetta, nothing loath, retorts— qwogwe— “ You’re another I ” 
-these circumstances we have the greatest pleasure in calling atten- Gambetta ’s wrong. Self-seeking swash-bncklers of Paul’s school 
tion to the fact that our “ personally ciceroned trips ” to tbe North IWe style by another epithet — the alternatwe of fool. 








®S»F; 


CONFUSION OF OAUSE AND EFFECT. 


THE OSMIC ACID PLOT. 

(A Song for a future Fifth of November. jSy an Emancipated 
Irish Patriot.) 

Enal^“^nSS^P^' Eossa toeateiu the extinction of the 

£t^efto^.1fK‘’““?T ’’^''2”““ aoid, a poison stated to be “o d^y 
SSie totS “f “T of one hnndteJ 

aid tette^nSfi r its effects, it -vronld nevertheless be amost powerful 

^’«‘s»Ta3' w!? s-’-.Si'ssJirffi 

! Nov. 16. ^ ” “®“ iniqiuties.”-Mr. C. N. Vinobnt, Times, 


At them SazoM a-flyin’, and bellowin’, and oryin’, 

And sneezin’, and congrhin’, and spittin’ I 

™’no~l^ of blood, Sirs, 

T • out 0 the place in a crack, 

TietorioTO, and, what was more glorious, 
J.he blayguards !— <A«y mver came hack ! 

® wf ’v“° ■wrongs our backs on 

Then mOTe power to the pisin that worked so surprisin’ 

In the hands of O’Doitovai^ Rossa I 


Ebm^eE’ renumber the Fifth of Novimber, 
comical chimical plot ! 

°F ® 3 ,xoil foes, 

And gallantly scumfished the lot ! 

Scientiflo and placid he tuk osmio acid, 

A naoorked the stuff in St,'Stepheu’s • 

1^® .iA tmdther two hours 

Quid Oirdand was mtnm a grievance I 

Of araangements that ’s cosmic the acid called osmio 

Bo, Imthered plane out, the M.P.’s ran about 

, A more hvely than fligant styles: 


». FANCY PETS AND FANCY PRICES. 

If the Jabber wpck last week had visited the Crystal Palace if 
might ^ve found itself at home among some equallv strange crea- 
tores-m pomt, at least, of nomenclatoe. ItStaS OowgZs 

^ round dozen of Archangels. 

The value of these creatures would appear to an ijmcramna as 

aT f ^ S^Blaok-pied KS wew 

priced at just three Imu^ed pounds; and two hundred pounds a-nieoe 
of the Black Cartiers. If LucDXLxrs were^ive nW. 
and dining at his Club, ?we can conceive his ordering a curry of these 
Carrier ; and if he were partial to cold pigeon-pie for bre^fast he 
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HONESTY THE BEST POLIC(E)Y. 

CoiOKEi. H-NB-ES-ir. “ WHA.T ABB TOXJ DOING- THEBE, BIB P ” 

Diogenes (Me. Boh). “ WELL, YOU SEE, COLONEL, TILL NOW IT SEEMS WE ’YE SET A THIEF TO CATCH 
A THIEF. I ’M LOOKING FOB AN HONEST MAN 1 1 ” 

CoiONEE H. “ALL EIGHT r ONLY, Y7HEN YOU WE FOUND HIM, YOU’LL HAVE TO PAT FOR HIM!” 
Diogenes. “ AND CHEAP AT THE MONEY I ” 
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LAPLAND AT THE AQUARIUM. 


TOBY TO PUNCH. 

“The simple measure necessary for the suppression 
and prevention of rabies and hydrophobia is, xhat every 
dog shall vrear a collar bearing its owner’s name and 
address, and that every dog, wherever found, not having 
such a collar, shall be taken to the nearest police station 
and destroyed .” — Medical jBxamimr, 

Go and pnrcliase, oh my master, 
duick, a collar ; let your name 
Speedily, to save disaster, 

Be engraved upon the same. 

I am eager now to don it, 

But I further would explain, 

Your address must be upon it, 

Lest your Toly should be slain. 

Slaughtered by a ruthless Bobby, 

In a time of panic fear, 

Killed to satisfy a hobby, 

At this silly time of year. 

In the Spring the daily papers 
Are on other things intent, 

And they satisfy the gapers 
With reports of Parliament. 

It occurs unto your Tohy 
His opinion to express, 

That reports of hydrophoby 
Only come in the recess. 

So when the recess shall go by, 

And the silly season cease, 

Take the collar off your Tohy^ 

And your Toby snail have peace ! 


MEM POR EAEISXAjy ELInETTE. 

Absinthe is an acquired taste. The more you 
take it, the more you like it. Absinthe 
the heart grow fonder.” 


TEE “ANNUAL ” COOKERY BOOK. 

A Feast of .Horror^.— Take half-a-dozen ghosts (not too new), 
and mix them well with a little moonlight. Throw in a forgotten 
murder and a lost will, and serve up in a green and yellow cover. 

4 Legal Take your chief ingredients from the Newgate 

Calendar, and add an incident or two from a foreign cause celebre. 
Introduce a comic detective and a rascally lawyer. Set on the 
lEiess to simmer through a dozen chapters, and make your villain 
confess in the last page but one. 

A Comic P/e.— Collect all the old jokes and pictures of the 
last threej years and bind them together. Serve up with as many 
advertisements as possible. 

The Pathetic Plat . — ^Take a dozen very old characters, and put 
them in the suow. Garnish with low-life sauoe ; and call the 
whole by the name that would probably occur to a Music-Hall comic 
sopg-wnter in a serious mood. 

The All-sorts Hash . — Sweep the editorial drawers of a magazine 
of all the papers “ left over,” and to the stories thus obtained, add 
a little original matter as stuffing. Produce in a cover well gar- 
uished with snow, holly, and mistletoe. 

The Fztm Stew . — ^For the sake of illustration, imagine Christmas 
to be a genial, frpsty, hospitable season. Fill your pages with 
iiftposaible pictures of unheard-of family parties. Throw in at 
beast pne fancy drawing of “ Full Tide in the Olden Time.” Serve 
up (as a shilling Christmas extra) before the end of November. 

The Best Possible Way of obtaining really good Christmas Jpare, 
— Take half-a-orown and buy Punch's Pochet Booh ! 


vision against injuring tbeir fellow-creatures, which common sense 
and consideration do not teach every one of them to do of his own 
accord. The additional safeguard of a light to he carried on bicycles 
at night should also be re<iuired. Leaf pedestrians get no warning 
of the approach of rattlesnakes. 


FOLLY AND FBLO JOE SE. 

The Lancet^ with characteristic point, animadverts as follows on 

“ Suicide by Pedestrianism. —There are several ways of attempting 
suicide. The undertaking, alike singular and peculiar, now being carried out 
at the Agricultural Hall ^ Gale is one of them, and cannot be too soon or 
too strongly denounced. It is not pedestrianistn so much as interference with 
the demand for sleep, which is just as imperative as the demand for food. If 
a man deliberately set himself to abstain from food for six weeks, the law 
would soon let him know that he is not; to do so.” 

Suppose in the meanwhile, however, the man died, then the law 
might have to deal with his aiders and abettors in killing bimself . 
Everybody ought to know what the law calls accessories to suicide. 
Bat crowds of people apparently do not know, or why are they not 
afraid to countenance performances of a suicidal nature with their 
presence ? All that can be said of suicide by pedestrianism is of 
course equally applicable to suicide by funambulism or any other 
exhibition of foolhardiness which the pleasure of witnessing arises 
from the spectacle of life in danger. It is to be hoped that in the 
passage above quoted the conscience of some portion of the British 
Public may havQ received a salutary puncture from the Lancet. 


A TINKLE IN TIME. 

4 CONTEMPORART the other morning announced, as follows, that a 
measure of precaution had been wisely adopted by a local Legisla- 
ture for the protection of life and limb from 

f^BiOYOLBs.— At yesterday’s meeting of Ihe Liverpool Town Council a 
bye-law was adopted requiring bells to be attaebed to bicycles.” 

All other municipal bodies should follow the example of the 
Liverpool Town Council in compelling bicycle rideys to make pyq- 


Clentle Q-ales!” 

D|iar Mr. Punch, 

We have had ypugli|sh weather in these parts lately. You 
know everything ; so vidll you, like Jan old dear,' tell us whether* 
the Devonshire who is just now doing 4000 quarter-mUes Ia 
4000 ten minutes, is in any way related to the South-We^t 'Galea 
wMch have been going it such a ;paee here. 

Your^ jiruly , 

Exeter. 



iS 













VERY NATURAL. 

ifrs. Broadrib [sternly). “ Akb you awake, Sib, that this is the La.dies* Waiung-Room ? I” 

{MistaUng Angelica Stodge, in her ** Ulster ” awcZ Jiat, on Iwr way home from South Kewngton, jor one of the ruder Sex / / ”) 


BEFOEE THE LOED CHIEF BAEON. 


(What it May Come to.) 

Bkowit versus Jones. 

This was a case of Httle interest. The Plaintiff sued the Defendant 
for money lent npon'a hill of exchange. The bill was presented in 
I due eonrse, and dishonoured. There was, practically, no defence. 

! The Lord Chief Baron, in summing-up, said that he was delighted 
to haye this opportunity of addressing the Jxny upon several sub- 
jects of importance. The other day he had i^ven the Loed Matok 
his opinion about the present war— a war which was a disgrace to 
the Emperor of Bussia and a scandal to Europe. On this occasion 
he would touch upon other topics of international interest. He 
wished to call their attention to Prince Bishaeck. To the far- 
seeing cruelty of this statesman Prance owed her present painful 
position. Had the Herman Premier been satisfied to conclude the 
wax before the late Emperor of the Fkench had surrendered at 
Sedan there is every reason to believe that a Hapoleon would have 
been seated on the Throne of France at this very moment. To the 
overthrow of the Empire may be traced the terrors of the Commune. 
Bismaeck also had a hand in the Danish and Austrian wars— two cam- 

n s full of disaster to the natural allies' of England. Altogether 
mght it His duty, sitting there as he did in the character of a 
Judge of the land, to condemn the conduct of the Herman statesman 
in the strongest possible language. He must add, too, that he looked 
mth some alarm at the warlike preparations reported to be making 
in Italy. Why should Italy arm? Did she wish to attack the 
Turks r Was she playing into the hands of the Russians ? These 
questions some Judges would leave it to the Jury'to decide. He re- 
fused to do anything of the sort. He thought it his duty, as Lord 
Chief Baron, to rule that the Italians were decidedly wrong. They 
must take tms from him seated on the Bench. His Lordship then 
severely criticised the conduct of the KiTT B Tn v M op Egypt, and re- 
viewed the Mstoty of Spain, during the last five years. 

At this point the fifth edition of the evening pap^ was 
handed in. 


The Lord Chief Baron having hastily glanced at the latest in- 
telligence, continned his summing up. There was nothing new in 
the paper before bim. Of course there were a great many 
rumours ; but they might take it from him that rumours must be 
received with the greatest possible caution. He had no wish to 
embarrass Lord Beaconspieli) by any remark that he might make 
whilst in discharge of his judicial duties: still he thought it only 
right to tell the Jury that unless the Premier walked in the ways 
of the late Lord Palmekstok, England’s prosperity might become 
a thing of the past. We had great interests in India^ and those 
interests must be carefully watched and guarded. Hxs Lordship 
I here read several extracts from the works of Captain Bubnabt, to 
! prove that the Turk was infinitely to be preferred to the Russian . 
His Lordship regretted that he had not a large map and a black 
board, and even a magic lantern, with a few dissolving views. 
Had he these useful articles, he ventured to think he could have 
made his lecture if not more intelligible, at least more entertain- 
ing. He regretted the lateness of the hour prevented him from 
saying a great deal more upon the very interesting subjects that 
had been attractin|r their attention. In conclusion, he could have 
no hesitation in directing the Jury to find a verdict against the 
Russians generally, and in the present case to give the Plaintiff 
the money that clearly was due to him. 

The Jury (having been awakened by the Usher) immediately 
found a verdict for the Plaintiff, and the proceedings terminated. 


TRe Anglo-Indian ScRoolmaster Abroad. 

We hear a great deal of native educational progress in India. 
Here is an example from Hagpore, in the very heart of our Indian 
Empire : — 

“Hagpokb Rahway Rbsidenoy Hotbi, (M. Kagi,oo, Proprietor ).--- 
Pair notice is hereby given to understand, as I decreasing tne rates of 
Conveyances Hire, though my Carriages will reach half an hour before tune 
than the others, and Carriages are comfortable and best for the respectable 
Hentlemen and Ladies, not allowed for any other Hatives.’' 
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AN INDUCEMENT! 


WEONG WITHOUT EEMEDY. 

Eeallt tlie Palladium of Britisli Liberty, trial by 
Jury, may be almost cousidered to be itself ou its trial. 
Witness tbe following extract from a contemporary, 
exemplifying another case^of 

“ Miscaruiage op Justice. — ^TheHoME Sbceetary has 
written to Mr. Justice Lush, who presided at the Manchester 
Assizes, granting a free pardon to the three men, Greenwood, 
Wild, and Jackson, who were sentenced by Mr. Justice Haw- 
kins at the Liverpool Summer Assizes to ten years’ penal 
servitude for an outrage ... at Burnley on the 1st of July last. 
Three men, named SuTCLiPPB,CR0SSLEr, and Maliinson, were 
charged at the Manchester Assizes, on Saturday last, with 
having committed the same alleged outrage. The Manchester 
Jury found that no such outrage had been committed, and the 
prisoners were discharged, Mr. Justice Lush intimating that he 
would take steps to have the others set at liberty.” 

Accordingly they have received a free pardon. A 
pardon, desoribable in pop)ular phrase as “free, gratis, 
for nothing*^ — for not having committed the crime they 
were found guilty of, and for which they have had to 
undergo several months of penal servitude ! 

Mistakes will happen in the best constituted Courts 
of Justice, which, of course, are those wherein a British 
Judge presides over a British Jury. But when they 
have occurred, is not some little compensation justly due 
to the sufferers from “Miscarriage of Justice”? Of 
course victims who have been ^ banged cannot be in- 
demnified, but some amends might surely be made to 
those who have endured false imprisonment and penal 
servitude. Having been punished in the interests of 
Society for warning to evil-doers, but wrongfully 
punished, do they not deserve to be regarded as a 
sort of martyrs (especially those who have actually 
been executed) to the public good? lu addition, 
therefore, to the deliverance which the Law calls a 
“pardon,” equity must pronounce them entitled to 
reparation to the tune of something handsome. The 
indemnity, moreover, to make it the more gracious, 
should be accompanied with the thanks of a grateful 
country. | 


Cheering financial Announcement. 

“The Hon. Alonzo Money, who has long held a high posi- 
tion among the j&naneial administrators of the Civil-Service, 
and late President of the Bank of Bombay, is about to be 
invested with the control of the Haira debt.” 


“Going to Dine quietly. at the Club? Honsensf, my dear Fellow! 
Comb and Bine with us ^ ong- fameel,'* you know! Nobody but Our- 
selves, AND NOTHING BUT A MUTTON-CflOP I I ” 


Monet about to be introduced into the Khedive’s 
Treasury! No wonder Egyptian Bondholders are in 
better spirits. 


THE NEXT AETICLE AT EOME. 

What is tbe next Article ? The Temporal Power. That is tbe 
Article wbicb some partisans are urging Pius the Ninth to proclaim 
next. To this effect a communication from Home appeared tbe 
other morning in the Times, Next day it was contradicted by 
Sir George Bowter as 

“ Not only tmfounded but impossible.” 

He adds that, in a private audience with which he was honoured 
by the Sovereign Pontiff a few years ago— 

“ His Holiness expressed his disapprobation of the opinion that the Tem- 
poral Power was, or ever could he, a dogma of faith, and condescended to 
explain his reasons for such disapprobation.” 

Yet very likely the statement which Sir George Bowter has 
denied does really create the uneasiness he says it should not. 
Two Articles have been added to the Roman creed within a few 
years. People may naturally ask — some of them uneasily— “ What 
is the next Article to-day? What other Article does Prus the 
Ninth mean to add to the Creed of Prus the Fourth ? How many 
more new Dogmas shall we he bound to acknowledge? We are 
ready,” they may say, “to credit any number of unintelligible 
mysteries — te premier pas gui coute. We don’t care how often 
we have to prostrate mere Reason. But the Temporal Power is no 
mystery at all. We understand what that means. We don’t like 
it, and we can’t swallow it.” Thus if not Roman Catholics, Ritua- 
lists and other Protestants ou the road to Rome, may bethink 
themselves, and pull up. Such considerations must give them, at 
least, pause. They would like to be sure that, in case of Verting, 
they will not have possibly committed themselves to accept a matter 
of politics as a matter of faith— and vote, if ngt fight, accordingly. 


Will Sir George Bowter’s contradiction remove the uneasiness 
caused by tbe expectation of having to take the Temporal Power as 
the next dogmatic pill ? That depends. When the Pope, in a chat 
with him, disavowed the Temporal Power, where was His Holiness ? 
On his legs, or seated on an ordinary caue-bottom or other unofficial 
chair ? For then he might have been expressing a mere opinion, 
possibly' changeable. And it may well have changed. Given In- 
fallibility, and the Temporal Power seems a logical sequence. A 
Papal Sovereignty must be the perfection of Government. Wanted, 
a Model Kingdom for an example to all Kings and States what- 
soever. What, then, could be more reasonable than for the Pope to 
reconsider the doctrine which he had delivered in a common chair, 
and, bringing himself to an "anchor in the Chair of St. Peter, pro- 
nounce the truth ex cathedra ? 

Else why has Father CuRCi had the sack given him, having 
been forced to ask for it from the General of the Jesuits, but for bis 
incautiously disclosing au opiniou against the policy of insist- 
anee on the Temporal Power ? Poor Father CuRcr ? Instead of 
requesting the sack, could he not have put on sackcloth and ashes, 
and, carrying a lighted candle about the streets of Rome, have 
recanted an error which, in due time, will, for aught anybody can 
tell, be declared a heresy by some Pope or other ? In the me^- 
while, if his present Holiness thinks of declaring the next Article 
to be the Temporal Power, long^ may he live to consider, and re- 
consider, the expediency of so doing ! 


WANTED, MEMORIES, TONGUES, AND TEETH. 

For the last triumphs of modern Chemical Nomenclature, as e,g,, 
“.Isoprosylinylbenzene,” and “Methyloparoxyphenylorotonic” and 
“Orthoparatolylpbenylcarbonic” Acids, Pharmaceutical Journal 
November 10, 1877, p. 379. 
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THE MYCOPHAGISPS MENU. 




OADSTOOLS at table ! What 
a chancel Mr. Smel- 
EUNeTis says he shoidd 


PATRIOTS AND PATRIOTS. 

(•‘ Under which King, Bezonian ?”) 

Cosmopolitan critics, men -who are the friends of every country, save their 


EUNeTIS says ne snoiua own— (C/2(?^rs and laughter)— hsiYe denounced this policy as a selfish nolif'v 
have liked dining w^^h My Lord Mayor, it is as selfish as patriotism. {Oheo's,)^’ ^ 


the Woolhope Club of 
Eungolcgists at Hereford 
the other day on the oc- 
casion of their Annual 
Meeting and Teast of 


Lord Beaconsfield at the Mansion Souse. 
Mr. Alderman Sludge, loquitur 
My notions to a hinch! I thought I should a 











■"* ^ tilie* Mr. Smith is evi- 
— dently the man to extract 
' " fun from fungi. 

However, in its speciali- 
ties the Pungophagists^ menu rather disappointed Mr. Smeleungus. 
It lacked variety. Of two potages^ one was a Potage du Coprinus 
comatuSi the maned mushroom : sapid, no doubt. The dishes in- 


^ account of ^.oheeriiig of the Swordsman smart as dealt that artful ’it. 

JMS banquet appeared m genuine Dizzy thrusts ; and don’t it sting ’em ’ome ? 

the Gardener s Magazine^ won’t it tingle in their ears for many a day to come ? 
together with a copy of a ^ j j ^ 

bordered with Cosmopolitan Critics,^* Ah— h— h— ! It slips into one’s mind 

illustrations, humoroimly Like lilscious turtle down one’s throat, but leaves its twang behind, 
designed and described ^'•Friends of all Countries save their own,^^ Just so! The verv 
, by that eminent Fungolo- thing ^ 

gist and Fungophagist, i »Ye wanted ’e'aps and ’eaps of times to my tongue’s-end to bring 
Mr. Worthington Gr. ^ ^ ^ „ „ . , ^ „ , 

' Smith, Author of Mush- What ’s come to people I can’t think. ^ I recollect the time 
rooms and Toadstools, in When patriotism was esteemed the height o’ the sublime ; 
which work Mr. Smel- But now that Gladstone stumps the land to deafen people’s ears 
FUNGUS would recommend About— woi British Interests— but Bulgarian furrineersT 

aoM^ ii ’if*? “1® f v f 

As twas but a false definition, based on a clap-trap phrase— 

** At that game Ben ’s a dab,” he says.— I sometimes fear that lad 

exper4ie^aUy™aten. lastitootioES, books, and thing-s, is a-goin’ to the bad.— 

- porti^ of the “Poison- Says Bob, “The patriot who will know no country hut his own, 
ous Forest Mushroom,” ]^o other interest to be served, or trumpet to be blown — 

Agaricus {Fntolom<fj fer- The man who ’d block. the game all round to win his private trick 
tills, Mr. Smith is evi- Is a greedy dog in the manger, who deserves a general kick.” ’ 


By Jove, it makes my blood run cold to hear that youngster talk! 
He ups and says, “ It ’s chaps who can’t win fair that try to baulk : 
True blues pull straight and pull their best, and take their honest 
chance, 

And neither whine at the finish nor bluster in advance.” 


eluded a Salmi du Lactarius delidosus, the orange-milk fungus, a tt^ u i ,-x i , 

so-caUed toadstool, but delicious indeed There was also a pre- f! i , 

paration, the “Cra^fccon«copy-o{(fes.” which Mr. Smbl^^^ pothouse stamp would make their mock and 

takes to be an or nickname for the Cantharellus cibarius, x _ ^ • . 

or chanterelle, a yellow, wineglass-shaped toadstool, growing under as strong, 

heech-trees. and said bv Dr. BADurATvrto have been wont to be dressed Aiid rather vanquished for the right, than victor ior the wrong. 


on state ooqasions a^he Freemasons’ Tavem-an iUustration of the He says, “ Though Cad or Cynic may snigger or protest, 

Masomo principle, that “Kothmg ^ too good to be well understood Tn Old England’s day of trial, we shall see who loves licr best,” 
by a free and an accepted Masom” The only other dish in the fungus Declares he ’d scorn to bounce for her, or dodge the fair and true * 
Ime was a Pmdon roti aux Truffes ; ’ but truffles are matters of But /or her, in an honest cause, he, would fight till all was blue. ' 
course, and they are not toadstools. The ordinary mushroom, 

Agaricus campestris, struck Mr. Smeifungus as conspicuous by its He says Beaconsfield ’sgood at “iihrases”— whatever they may be— 
absence. And swears “bunkum” stands lor “patriotism” on the books of 

Where, he ’ asks, were the generality of the Autumnal fungi ? the 0. C. 

Where was the delicate the parasol fungus, with But that “right all round will yet he found the patriot’s proper 


its long snaky-marked stem and cap tufted with scales ? Where . call. 

t}L& Ag, nehularis-^the “new cheese agaric”— very much “the Ih spite of blague at the Mansion House, or hounco at the Music 
cheese,” indeed, nicely fried ? Where the dainty Ag, prunulus that Hall.” 

smells like new, meal, and the Ag* heterophyllus—ia.stmx, when mi. i x* i? n* xx i /»< .. . , 

griUed, to some palates like crawfish? The Soleii, the Po/y- T “ j ' we the cool Conserrative stylo of thing, 

pori, the Clavariee, were none of them represented ? One remark- litue pints that always stick and sting ; 

able omission was that of the Ag, oreades,thQ Fairy Bing fungus, ^^Bpee they lend a pungent zest. 

commonly called, by the few who do not call it a 'toadstool, the right or wrong, and furnners bo blest! 

champignon. ^ Fungology and folk-lore are something akin, and — — -■ ■ 

the Fungologists should have bethought themselves of “the good 

people.” A Scare in Guildhall, 

a fungus season. Ent he sadly fears the dearth of fungi may be 

Mm of nearly all he most cherishes, is progressively improving — 

fungi, both esculent and poisonous, ofi the face of the earth. 


Cir;s^asei£dS»g;.‘“‘”'- 


!Eeal Besig^ation. 

Aito many xmnonrs to the same effect, the De Broglie Ministry 
has at last resigned en bloc. Let ns write its epitaph in the 

language of Prize Ring that used to he, wMoh, in its combined 
pharacter of Combatant and Defunct, may fairly lend its language 
to a Ministry de combat that is no more — I 

“Gone Down to atoid Punishment.” 


THE AIR FOR A GALE TO WHISTLE. 

“Ay waukin 0, 

Waukin still and wearie ! ” 

RopbAt Burks. 


bunch’s definitions. 

“ Saot Old Game ” — Tov jours perdrix. 
The best Byron Memorial— 0^^)* Soys, 
Art Chimney Pots— Minton’s Tiles. 
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PUNCH 


DARWIN. 


months. The prisoner, who seemed 
oyerwhelmed at the severity of the 


flare and fume, 







TO. ligM 

that staUmnine repeated offences of the same 

The Putiire s far- tuKj. ]i/[r, Toby, Q,.C., remarked 


thest ages, 


that the prosecution relied upon one 


In quiet sanctums few sentence, which, with the Court’s 


descry, 


permission, he would read. 


Still trimmedand tended state that during last summer 


^■R,r house of one Jones, a corn- 

By unoDtrusiye while the family was at 

tea. This was the prisoner’s ac- 
* -I - XT .r 1- , . count : — “ Yesterday afternoon our 

And when that light worthy fellow-citizen Mr, Jones, 
begins to show ^ ^ whose mission in life is to purvey 
Its keen but unfamiliar the golden grain to the humble 
glow households of the poor, was enjoying 

Tonoorbe-muddled the repose of his own vine and fig- 
mortals ^ bosom of his family. 

TL. M..d. ill* a. 

qmdn^es croak, diffused through the apartment 

The zealots fain, would clearly indicated the presence of 
Heaven invoke the cup that cheers but not in- 

To bar those perilous ebriates, when suddenly the de- 

portals. vouring element ” The Judge 

peremptorily stopped the case, and 
In vain; that clear and asked the prisoner if he had any- 
conquering light t<> say. P- A. repHed 

•Wins asitwidens, calms to live, and t^t he was 

«4¥ by the length of his copy. 

^ ^ Chief Justice Punch said that was 

^ j j V business of his. He must put 

dread delivers ; the prisoner on short allowance of 
Till they who came to flimsy, for some time at least, by 
curse make shift sentencing him to describe all nres, 
To give a welcome to the accidents, murders, and^ such other 
events as came under his notice for 

® . a >1 j. i-L the ensuinff five years in as short 

And honour to the 

givers. prisoner was taken out of 

— 7: — Court, begging hard for a shorter 

with patient quest term. 

0 leave the rest ^OLUS G-lenbowee Witch 

oanerges, Sphynx Auboea, thirty - three, 

; the toad you tread, described m a sporting wophet, wm 

iess as from dread, charged with a similar offence. Hie 

ithout swerving. Counsel for the prosecution said that 

FflirW rm til ft wftT this was an appalling case of crune. 

dSL who to^Iv Til® prisoner was m the habit of 

1 SS de^e^g ? sooi horse a » olinier « ; 

° he would express his favourable 

jokes at you sans ruth ; opinion of a man by terming him a 
axs not with Truth, “flyer”; his unfavourable opinion 

rves to test her ; by terming him a “ mug.” When a 

, he hows respect, person had lost his money the 

e will not reject prisoner would eaU him “broke”; 

f the Jester. an act of cheating he called a 

“ ramp.” Of the enormities of such, 
phrases as “ fly flatSj” “ standing on 
r ■D'WTTTiPW velvet,” and “real jam,” he would 

L ilTiVJJliW. speak. Chief Justice IhiNCH 

EEN Bkyant.) said this was a very bad case, and he 


a chimney took fixe one evening in 




So comes'my DAEWiN’s turn of praise 
And the green honours of their bays 
The men who banned you offer ; 
The smile, of such occasion born, 
Might well have had a touch of scorn, 
Could wisdom be a scoffer. 

But only i^alLow smartness mocks 
The antics of the orthodox, 

The dogmatist’s wild capers, 
Smile, but ne’er lift the heel to spurn ; 
Trust Trujh’s mhestos to outburn 
Delusion’s glimmering tapers. 

Science should be the last to claim 
Infallibility’s false fame, 

Which only Folly urges. 


IN OHUP JUSTICE PUNCHES COUET OP PINAL EETEEW, 

{With Chief Justice Punch’s compliments to Mr. Wnoimi Cuiien Bkyant.) 


The truth to seek with patient quest 
Is hers, content to leave the rest 
To blatant Boanerges, 

So have you done ; the road you tread, 
As free from rashness as from dread, 

You follow without swerving. 

Fame meets you fairly on the way, 

And where ’s the duffer who to-day 
Dare question your deserving r 

Bunch cracks his jokes at you sans ruth ; 
His honest fun wars not with Truth, 

But rather serves to test her ; 

And, serious now, he hows respect, 

Sure that the Sage will uot reject 
The tribute of the Jester. 


Chiee Justice Punch, ou taking his seat, remarked that it was with sorrow he perceived such however uainf^ it might be 5 he 
increasing ill-usage of the dueen’s English. He was glad to see that his friend Mr, Beyant was prisoner would be bound over to 
trying to put a stop to tMs sort of crime ^ the other side of the Atlantic, and .he, was deterr^ed, business throughout the 

if he could, to crush it on this side. Without further preface he would now take the first case entire of the next racing season, 
on the day’s list. invest Ms money on his own 


glinted in the moonbeams like an aureole around the brows of a mediseval saint 


A swift case concluded the business 


tradden broke W. h« Itirid .yes like the lightj^ from a sr^er sky” ; (3)“ A dark the sittuig-hiit a long list of 

shadow, which marked MsItaJian blood, mantled over the clean cut features”; ( 4 ) “The tawny eases we resrret to sav 

moMtac^drooped hea-^ OE ihe cold, orael-lips, whose hcmey-BOisou had lured”— Chief Wdi^osedT 

Justice Punch would not trouble Mir. Toby, Q,.C,, to proce^. Had tne pnsoner anything to say for 1 

herself P The prisoner said the puWi© liked her style; CMef Justice. Punch was sorry for the 

public, but he considered such, a plea as in fact an aggravation of the crime. If the pubKe liked The Two Dipfiouxties of tct 
poison, that would not excuse the BEijrvxtLrEUS and Bobgias. De^ite prisoner’s sex, he felt Day, — ^MaoMahon’s to get a Minis^ 
it a duty to inflict as heavy a numahment as the law permitted. The sentence was that the try, and St. Andrew’s to get a I^d- 
prisoner be sentenced to the hardlaboup of reading her own novels for the space of three calendar Rector. 


VOL. Hsxnr. 


Y 






Win have received a telegraphic Eeport of proceedings at the 
Session of the Great International Congress of Quadrumana, which 
has been assembled for some days past at the Central Sacred Grove, 
in the island of Ceylon. 

The Congress sits in an open area in the precincts of the principal 
temple, partly shaded hy a large mangrove, the fork of which 
forms the Presidential chair. A couple of fallen palms serve as 
table and bar, and other trees form a convenient gallery arotind. 

The members are grouped according to geographical seniority. 
The Anthropoid Apes, or Apestocraoy, occupy the extreme right, 
heading the Monkeys of the Old World, The Platyrhine Section, 
or l^^ew World Monkeys, are grouped on the left j and the Austra- 


lian Lemurs occupy the gallery behind the bar. Honourable 
Members speak from their respective trees. 

On the opening day* the members of the Congress arrived, en 


let him turn me out.” The Silky Tamarin was named Secretary, 
as junior, or smallest, member present. He took his seat on a 
branch above the President, oarefully removing his tail from within 
reach of that dignitary. 

The President said he proposed that they should commence the 
business of the Congress by a vote of respect and regret to the 
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memory of one of liis own family, Pongo^ tlie first G-orilla who had 
expoBed himself, in the canse of discovery, science, and philan- 
thropy, to the dangers of missionary enterprise in Europe, and had 
paid for his devotion with his life. Not satisfied with labouring in 
&ermany, ^he had extended his efforts to London, and had suc- 
cumbed to his labours in that benighted and befogged metropolis 
soon after his return to Berlin. 

The vote was passed in solemn silence. 

The Green Monkey, the Marmoset, the Ceroocebus, and the Sem- 
nopithecus, as returned (or escaped) missionary delegates to England, 
Italy, France, and Germany, sat at the base of the President’s tree. 
Their worn, sorrowful, and highly-civilised aspect contrasted with 
the genuine hilarity of the members, who were aU dressed in their 
n^ winter coats. 

/The Barbary Ape said that for the first time he felt proud of the 
appellation of English Monkey. From the report of their missionary 
delegates he thought that great hopes might oe entertained of their 
poor human brethren. 

The Chimpanzee rose to order. He could not allow the term 
“ brother ’’ to apply to any but his fellow-ooxmtrymen, the Negroes. 
Were colour and physiognomy to go for nothing r 

The Silky Tamarin suggested, “Poor hairless relatives.’^ 

The Proboscis Monkey said— “Not absolutely hairless. Say 
fallen Relatives— they admitted the fall.’* {General groans of 
assent,) 

The Barbary Ape— “ The fall was proved by their inhabiting the 
earth, instead of living in trees. Owing to this, their hind hands 
had become se disfigured as to become almost useless, and they 
were obliged to conceal them.” {Mowls,) “ Then the use of animal 
food caused the mixture of gravity and stupidity which distin- 
guished them ” 

A Yoioe from the left— “ Monkeys who had lost their tails.” 

1 (HowU. Cries of “ Order I **) 

The Cynocephalus— “ If the Left canhot respect the Eight, let it 
at all events respect the Chair ! ” 

At this point the meeting was thrown into great excitement by 


the arrival of a telegram, dated “Senate House, Cambridge,” I 
announcing the honour paid to the Anthropoid familv in the person 
of their great rehabilitator, Chajries Darwin— now D.C.L., Cantab, 
The Chairman, in reading the telegram, expressed his regret that | 
the Q^uadruman family had not been more directly represented on 
the occasion, than in the person of the effigy of one of their race in 
the costume of an Undergraduate. He hoped the time was mot far | 
distant when the Quadrumana would have, if not a University, a , 
College of their own, like the Ladies and the Ritualists. In the 
meantime he thought the meeting would recognise in the act of the 
Cambridge Undergraduates a touching move in the direction of 
fraternisation, and a sign of that surest kind of elevation which 
comes by degrees. 

The business of the Congress was then resumed by 
The Barbary Ape, who maintained “A common descent had now 
been generally admitted. That was one point. ^ A strong protest had 
been made in favour of a return to vegetable diet— that was another. 
Anglican religious rites, again, were now performed with gesticula- 
tions such as were used by the Quadrumana, And the love of un- 
broken leisure, of which the wilderness was naturally so proud, had 
been lately so far developed by the great majority of the poor 
English Bimana, that they were rapidly reverting to the natural 
condition. 

The Spider Monkey had heard that acrobatism was now made a 
compulsory part of human education. He refewed to Eazee, as a 

f raceful illustration. Though far inferior in skill to the Monkey, 
er evolutions might be pronounced wonderful for man — still more 
for woman. He had heard from a friend who acoompanied an 
organ-grind— [The speaker was interrupted ty loud and con- 
tinued howling. After suspending himself for a moment by his tail, 
h^ Joined the chorus,) 

The Dourocouli (who was wakened hy the excitement) moved 
“That this Congress do now adnoct.” The motion, finding no 
seconder, fell to the ground, and the Hon. Member fell asleep again. 

The Eib-nosed Baboon thought they had better leave men alone. 
Suppose they became so advanced as to return to Eden, there would 
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be no room for them there, and then they would invade their forests. 
(Zowc? howls ») 

The Horned Saj^ajou thought that the travelled Monkeys had 
better now return to Europe. {Loud gibbers of dissent from the 
Delegates.) As to organ-grinders — [The tumult here haffled 
description, amid which) 

The Cheiropot, who appeared at the bar, was understood to present 
a remonstrance on the part of the Bears as to any discussion without 
the participation of representatives of their race. Their interests 
were akin : they were as distant from ordinary quadrupeds as were 
the Quadrumana ; they shared the one great peculiarity of the 
Anthropoids, whether quadrumane or bimane * and after the prece- 
dent set in the case of the quad 

Here a large Bear suddenly appeared at the bar, and the assembly 
instantly; dispersed. The proceedings, amid loud noises, were ad- 
nooted sine node. 


BY ORDER OF THE POLICE. 



KCEPOETH, Mr, Punch has reason 
to believe that candidates for 
employment in the Detective 
Department of Scotland Yard 
will be required to give satis- 

, , „ , . . . factory answers (properly cor- 

roborated) to the following interrogatories : — 

1. Do you belong to a family of position? (If of County rank, 
state County.) 

2. 0-ive a rough sketch of your ooat-of-arms, and trace your pedi- 
gree for four generations. 

3. "Were you educated at Eton, "Westminster, or Winchester ? 

4. If not, give the reasons why yonr parents sent you to Harrow, 
Hugby, Cheltenham, Marlborough, Clif tom Shrewsbury, or Rossall. 

5. Are you an Oxford Man or a Cantab r 

6. If you were not at Christchurch, Baliol, Trinity, or John’s, 
state why you were sent to a less distingraishcd College. 

7. What degree did you take ? 

8. Glive the names of the learned Societies of which you are a 
jw @Xlow^* 

9. Have you- held a Commission in the Auxiliary Eorces ? 

10. Do you hold a certificate of proficiency from Woolwich or 
Aldershot ? 

11. What Eoreign Languages do you thoroughly understand ? 

Roman, English, and International Law ? 

13. What is your fighting weight ? 

14. Hive the highest score you have ever obtained at Cricket 
against the M.G.O. and Ground. 

were ordered on a joh involving a voyage 
round toe world, («) how long would you take in making your 
preparations ; ® how many weeks would you consume in the 
journey ; (c) and how many hours’ sleep would you require during 
your eircimigyration ? ^ o 

13. Write a short essay to prove that you possess the accomplish- 
ments 01 the diplomatist. 

17. Can you give any, and how many, episcopal certificates that 
you are incapable of accepting a bribe ? 

18. Are Ton ready to employ every hour of the day and night in 
the service of the Government? 


19. Are you prepared to consider your own comfort, profit, and 
even life itself as quite secondary to the interests of your em- 
ployers ? 

20. And, finally, are you content to accept the hard labour and 
heavy responsibilities inseparable from the position of an Officer of 
Detective Police for something under dgSOO per annum ? 

THE TELEPHONES OP BERLIN. 

j {A Chapter from Gontmporary History,) 

Bismarck entered his sanctum moodily. There was a frown upon 
his brow, and his uniform showed signs of hasty adjustment. "He 
threw himself upon a sofa, and looked around him. Maps and por- 
traits hung from the walls. As he gazed at the pictures of the 
crowned heads of Enrope, he murmured, “ My puppets ! ” and a 
scornful smile for a moment contended for mastery with the settled 
frown— but only for a moment. ^ The frown one moment unsettled, 
soon resettled with tenfold severity. 

Then he looked again round the apartment. His rapid survey 
detected an alteration. Ranged in a row were a number of Tele- 
pb one-talkers. 

“ ’Tis well ! ” be exclaimed. “ At length I can converse with my 
clients, masters— subjects, if you wiU. — ^mouth to ear.” 

He approached a Telephone-talker ticketed “ Constantinople,’’ 
and whispered a few words into the tube. Then he listened. 

“Pasha I Pshaw! he cried, as the answer came back. “Or 
ratber, not Shab, bnt Sultan. Pasbas won’t do ! I want their 
master.” 

“ But Turkey is now a constitutional country, your Excellency,” 
remonstrated a distant voice ; “ and surely the Premier ” 

“Shut up!” imperiously interrupted Bismarck. “Send the 
SuLTAir himself to your end of the instrument.” 

Then there was a pause. 

“ Make haste I ” cried the impatient Statesman. “ I am not 
accustomed to waiting.” 

“BismiUah! I am here, Excellency!” came back a small still 
voice tlppough the Telephone. 

“It?s the Padishah,” said Bismarck to himself. “I recognise 
his tremolo. Besides, tricky as Turkish diplomacy is, Damad would 
scarcely dare to play a practical joke upon me.” 

“Listen to my instructions, 0 Rather of the Faithful! ” Theu 
addressing his Hps to the instrument, in sharp strident accents he 
shot out haughtily his brief, olearj uncompromising communication. 
It was a masterly resumS of the situation— a pitiless presentation of 
almost^ equally disagreeable alternatives — lucid, naked, uncom- 
promising— breathing blood and iron I 

“ Obstinate and impracticable as ever I ” cried the German States- 
man at last, as he tossed impatiently from hiru the instrument in 
connection with Constantinople. 

“ I must communicate with the other.” 

He walked to a distant corner of the room, and raised to his 
lips a tube marked “Head-quarters.” This time his tone, 
although still commanding, was more subdued. 

“Be good enough to tell the Czar I wish to speak with him.” 

There was a slight pause. Bismaeok stamped the fioor im- 
patiently with the iron heel of his Cuirassier boot. 

“A thousand pardons!” softly breathed the Telephone at last. 

‘ But I was busily engaged in weighing the pros and eons of a 
winter campaign when you sent for me.” 

Ignoring the apology, the German Statesman dashed, or rather 
^ode, mto a long conversation with the Emperor of All the 
Russias* The Prince spoke angrily, and although there was much 
natoral sweetness in the tones of the Czar’s reply, for some time an 
^derourreirt of disappointment seemed to impair its deteimiination. 
In the end, however, determination audibly prevailed. 

At last Bis mar ck drowed the Telephone in disgust. 

To the.bitter end I Perhaps it is as welL” he exclaimed. “ But 
I wonder what they wiU say in Rome and v ienna ? ” 

A question no sooner asked than answered. 

He had only to summon Frajstcis- Joseph andTioxoR-EMHAHUER 
to bring their ws and lips at once at the further ends of his 
Telephone. ^ 

“V'OT.^Tery tm^tirfactbry,” te mnimnred, ■when lie had 
resumed his seat oa the sofa. “ "What thall I do ? ” 

Ihe frowa was now something terrible. The terrible face had 
flushed into a glow of swarthy fire under the mingled emotions of 
anger and nnoeirtamty. Suddenly he jumped up with a ary ioy, 
and his brow deaied. He hastily approached another TelepKone 
tube* But even hts iron hand trembled for a moment as he raised 
the mouth-piece, 

exclaimed, as he allowed the 

tube to fall. ^ 

Again the terrible frown appeared as the colossal figure sank, 
almost m coUapse, upon the sofa— a gaunt, grim, giant Deroair I 

“ Bismarck,” he cried, at last, “ be a man 1 ” 


Beobmbbr 1, 1877*] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


Pulling himself together, he again approached the range of 
Telephone tubes, and, in accents which quivered with suppressed 
emotion, asked, — 

May I speak to him ? ” 

“ Certainly not,” came the reply— with a cxtrtness suggestive at 
once of hark, bite, and boredom* 

“ But I won’t detain him a moment,” urged the Iron Chancellor. 

“ Tell him it ’s Bismabck— poor old BiSMAncK, and in bucTi a mess.” 

“ Shan’t ! ” was the surly answer. 

The beads of perspiration stood thick upon the Statesman’s brow. 

“ Oh do, cfo beg of him to come to me,” he cried, earnestly. “ I 
won’t trouble him again for weeks to come.” 

“ Oh, you ’re always bothering him,” was the ungracious response. 
And then the speaker added, “ But if you really are in a mess, I 
will see what I can do for you. You may wait.” 

BismA-UOs: uttered a burst of earnest thanks, and listened intently 
for an hour. His patience was at length rewarded. 

“ Now then ! ” came at last through the Telephone, ** I told you, 
when you had this wire put up, that I and I alone was to use it.” 

“ I know you did, Sir,” replied Bismaeck, apologetically. But 
the fact is ” 

“ Well, never mind—I forgive you. You want my advice-state 
your case.” 

« eit « # 

What followed has been, or will be, or is now being written in his- 
tory— in letters of blood and iron. But the time for giving it to the 
world in words of type and printer’s ink is not yet. 

♦ 

“What a wonderful creature t” murmured the reputed Wire- 
puller of Europe, when Ms ear had ceased to drink that marvellous 
flow of guiding wisdom. 

“ And now be off! ” said the voice through the Telephone. “ I 
have told you what to do — do it.” 

Biskabck kissed the mouthpiece, in a flt of grateful enthusiasm 
rare to that granite nature, as ne murmured, in a voice that thriEed 
with intense emotion, “ A thousand million thanks, Afr. Pm.ch ! 
Hoch^Geehrteatery ^rUuchtester ! You have saved the peace of | 
Europe I ” 

STAGS AND SUFFERERS. 

^ HE^pleasures of the 

g.j jp; 1 .1 than its pains, judging 

^ ^ out pr^ence^of a 

ll course is a stag denoted 


-7 ,- .-s=f .-^r — huatsmanfbutEDRTJnjthe 

— “ first whip, was still unable 

to ride,” 

Still perhaps labouring tinder the effects of a hunting accident. 

“ The stag first led the field to Southall, where I^ord HAnnwiOKB, the 
Master, was thrown over hiB horse's head, by reason of the animal stopping 
dead at a fence.” 

Dead, but not killed, though. Not hunted to death yet, at least— 
as you will see ;— 

^ << His liordiMp, it was feared, was bsfily injured, but all anriety was soon 
dispelled by his remounting and continuing the chase. Mr. To^ Talbot, 
of LondMi, a well-known follower of the pack, was soon afterwards thrown 
with such violence that his collar-bone and some of his ribs were firactured. 
He was removed to filouthall Station, and conveyed home as soon as pos- 
sible. The stag was ultimately killed by the hounds on the Watford side of 
Harrow.” 

“ Killed ” of course is merelya phrase. Toung Captain was not 
tom to pieces by the hounds. They only overtook tiie gallant Stag, 
between whom and themselves there exists no doubt a perfect under- 


standing. If permitted to touch him at all, they doubtless caressed 
Mm. So, let no plebeian dog-fancier and fighter want to know what 
is the difference between keeping a hack badger to be baited, and a 
hack Stag to be cMvied. 

Had Young Captain literally been killed by hounds indeed, a 
street-boy might have some reason to wonder why he should be sent 
to the treadmill for setting a bulldog on to worry a cat. And the 
case might be considered one for the Society for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Animals* But as it stands, rightly interpreted, the only 
creatures concerned in it whose sufferings can enlist the sympatMes 
of that sensitive association, are those poor pursuers of the Stag 
who came to grief in riding after a quarry accustomed to enjoy the 
excitement of rrjiming away from them. The chase that is fun 
for the Stag may, as above instanced, sometimes prove serious for 
the hunters. 

A GEOWING AET-GALLEEY. 

Ob course, the nsnal placards and posters at the advertising sta- 
tions, railway and other, announce that the convicts Beistson and 
Ktjbb have been added to Madame Tttssaud’s Collection. That 
repository is increasing apace by the frequent addition of such 
criminal celebrities. The newspapers have for some time past 
reported a murder almost daily, and an execution about once a 
week. 

This state of things, however, is not so bad as it might have been. 
The Legislature has suppressed prize-fighting, and interacted the 
lower orders, at least, ficom sports and,pastimes consisting in cruelty 
to animals. There has been what is called a renewal and awakening 
of religious life, and great activity is evident amongst all the various 
denominations, especially in their mutual antagonism and much 
sneaking. But for these immense improvements in our social con- 
ations, how many more notorieties would the criminal classes con- 
tribute to Madame TussAim’s I 

The grouch nf crime is declared by grave and reverend anthorities 
to have coincided with that of intemperance, and both appear to I 
have been concurrent with the rate of progress evidenced by public 
meetings, platform-oratory^ and the efforts and agitations of Tem- 
perance Societies. Were it not, however, for the effect of [their 
exertions and declamations against drink, what a much greater 
number of criminals than the present would have accumulated in 
the Chamber of Horrors ! 

; No doubt the morease of Madame TusaAim’s Collection in that 
■ department has supervened upon the humanising legislation and 
t labours above-mentioned. But only the shallow cynic can ascribe 
it to them. Post hcec is no t pr opter hcec. Nevertheless, if convicts 
. continue to augment the waxworks as of late at Baker Street, 

) Madame TussAun will very soon have to enlarge her premises. 


RITUALISM AND RECTITUDE. 

Hoitoub to the honourable ! The Reverend Mr. Tooth has vacated 
Ms benefice for conscience’ sake. He deserves to be called the 
Honourable and Reverend now. Although of orthodoxy in Ms own 
opinion perfectly sound. Tooth has done all that could be reasonably 
required of an unsound Tooth. He has drawn himself. It would 
be too much for Protestant parisMoners of St. James’s, Hatoham, to 
say of their ex-Yioar that 

Nothing iu Ms Hying 
Became him Hke the leaving of it,” 

Everything seems to have become Mm highly, Ritualism apart, 
in Ms living. Still, leaving it became Mm Mghly too. Mr. Tooth 
could not submit, so he has resigned. He has recognised the neces- 
sity wMch for pointing out to the President of the French RepubHc 
M. Q-ajoetta was prosecuted and sentenced to gaol. Let every 
Ritualist Parson adopt the course that Mr. Tooth has taken, and 
Marshal MacMahoh hasn’t. 


Vegetable Confidences. | 

The Duke in As You Lihe It who found “Tongues in trees, books 
in the running brooks, sermons in stones, and good in everythmg,” 
^eems to have a humble parallel in a North-country Commission 
Agent, who advertises in aNewcastie paper of last week, that — 

“He is honoured with the oonfidence of twenty and thirty tons of best 
Carrots and Mangolds weekly from Norfolk for Sale, put on Rail at the ^uay.” 

Xiord Beoconafield bm a PasNsee. 

{Verb and HSfom,) 

His Tense— anything but Past. (See Fast,) 

His Mood — Conditional. 

His Gender— Neuter* 
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AWKWARD. 


Alge'^non FitztopsawyeT {•who has 7Lot caicght Ms P(X,rt'iier*s name), **Ab.k yoxt— A. GOIKQ TO thb ^Piqsttm t 

His Partner {by name ^Miss Hogge,* whose Parents wre abont to give a great Ball), “ Qg, yes 1 I AM One OF the Litter/ 


TIGHTENING THE GKIP. 

Habet! Descending from Ms nortlieni lair, 

Down on Ms fated quarry crept the Bear, 

A sinewy Mute, hnt slow. The quarry rose, 

!N’or quailed before this f ellest of his foes ; ■ 

But grimly closing in relentless strife, 

I'onghtj.as a wolf at bay tozll fight, for life. 

Surprised, the slow brute staggered, half let slip 
His deadly hold, but soon the tightening grip, 

’Midst counter-clamourings of foe and friend, 

Gives pause to hope, and presage of the end. 

A brave defence ! The Turk’s admirers raise 
Laudation loud, nor need his foes grudge praise. 

If Justice ooMd for valour’s sake condone 
Age-long oppression, too outrageous grown 
For more endurance, then the Turk might claim 
A sympathy unchecked by doubt or shame. 

And, as an answer to aU charges, hold 
For all-sufficient, ‘‘the^Ofiender’s bold.” 

“ A sheer barbarian ! Yes, but sure no slave ! ” 

“ Cruel and lustful I Granted, but so brave I ” 

“ He cannot govern : heeds nor ruth, nor rigfht.”— 

“ Well, that may be, but see how he can fight ! ” 

“ The Land he snatched he spoils.”— But then he ’s game 
Against all comers to uphold Ms claim.” 

“ His rule is robbery, lust and murder are 
His oMef auxiliars.”— “ But he shines in war ! 

Commerce and Culture are not in Ms line, 

But as a killing animal how fine I ” 

“ IJnoivilisable.” — “ But bad to beat ; 

How can so brave a race be called effete ? ” 

A more cbmpendiouft answer who could crave ? 

And so the hordes of Genghis Khan were brave, 


Brave were those tigers of the Parthian brood. 

Whose hearts ran hot with their fierce Scythian blood ; * 
Brave were the followers of the ** Scourge of God.” 

The race of whom ’twas said that where they trod 
Never grew grass again, are now as then — 

The valiant but all-blighting foes of men. 

Brutedom incarnate, with enough of brain 
To lengthen not to humanise the reign 
Of ruthless valour and of dauntless wrong— 

Are these fair themes for modem Minstrel’s song, 

Or the applause of English patriots ? Brave ? 

Not bare beast-doggeiiess alone may save 
Oppression from opprobrium. So men wait 
The hoped-for issue, that comes sure though late, 

Of freedom for the Captive. If suspect 
The hand that snaps the shackles, to reject 
A present hope because, to selfish fear, 

Phantoms of danger lurk in Victory’s rear, 

Were coward folly. Though alarmists prate, 

We. dare be just, and brave the after-fate ; 

And if with him, whose grip seems tightening fast 
Upon the Turk, the Briton too, at last. 

Must measure strength, will England prove less strong, 
Because unbuttressed by a hoary Wrong ? 

* “It is not the Mstory of a nation, not even the history of a dynasty of 
rise, though despotic, rulers. It is ouly the chronicle of a camp, the annals 

' mt.^ -n 4. u ^ a/!* 4-Iia 


that military ferocity which characterised their barbarous Scythian blood. 
'When they had conquered a noble kingdom, they could leave no mark upon 
it. They had neither religion nor culture, art nor skill in handicrafe.^' — 
on the Parthians^ 

Awful Pbospbct. — Oh Lord! If the oontrihutors to Hunches 
waste-paper basket once take to using the Telephone ! 
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EUM lELLOWS AT EOMSET. 

Tjbcb town of Romsey in Hampshixe, famous for its 
Abbey, is also renowned for its vicinity to Broadlands, 
whien latter circnnistance may in part account for tbe 
title adopted, as appears from a paragraph, of local news, | 
by a subdivision of one of the convivial Orders of — i 

“ Oddpbllowship.— O n Thursday evening a Lodge to be 
called the Palmerston Lodge of the intedLlnviaii Order of Odd- 
fellows, was opened at the Swan Hotel, of which Primo W. 
Young, K.M.O,, is the host,” 

A Palmerston Lodge of Oddfellows at Hornsey is an 
obviously intelligible association, but why does the Order 
bear the name of Antediluvian? “Palmerston” and 
“Antediluvian” seem incompatible terms, Lord Pai.- 
MERSTON was a Statesman credited with being in advance 
of his age, and never supposed to be possessed with obso- 
lete ideas. It was not Paxmeeston, but Mettebnich, 
who said Apres mot le Deluge^ 

Moreover, Hornsey may be considered to be, physically 
if not morally, a diluvial rather than an antediluvian, or 
at least an alluvial soaky kind of place— a wet town. 
It is irrigated by the Hiver Test. Old inhabitants of 
neighbouring towns and villages call it Hornsey on the 
Mud. They wax wroth with anyone who may happen 
unawares to ask them if they have been to Hornsey. 
Having “been to Hornsey” is, in their language, a 
phrase for having partaken of too much beer. It 
implies that he who may have walked to Hornsey 
straight, has returned walking zigzag, or been con- 
veyed back in a state of inability to walk at all. Hence, 
to be sure, Hornsey, in one particular at least of manners 
and customs, may be supposed to remain pretty much 
what it was in onr grandfathers^ good old times, in a 
sense antediluvian, as the saying is. In that sense, 
possibly, an Order of Odd Pellows may have assumed 
and may glory in the title of “ Antediluvian,” and one 
of its Lodges at Hornsey may be deemed to nave been 
established in the right places. 


“the pig that pays the RINT.” 

i^row. the Qlimcdlor of the Excluguer'^s point of view,) 


THE SAME CAUSE. 

The prosecution and acquittal of Mr. Tooth may both 
be attributed to Clerical error. 


THE COMING AGONY. 

(Or what we are promised — if they can only manage it,) 

Scene — Interior of a new District Telephone Office during the 
busiest hour of the day. People waiting to dispatch or receive 
private speeches f lounging about on handsome drawing-room 
furniture. In the centre^ standing on a rich Persian rug a buhl 
table, on which are lying daily papers, a copy of “ Elegant 
Extracts, a pronouncing Dictionary, a decanter of sal volatile 
and several bottles of smelling-salts, A Cultured Official and 
Staff engaged at bach. 

Cultured Official {adjusting apparatus, and looking with an in- 
quiring smile round Office), The Lady in Demerara is quite ready. 
Would the Gentleman kindly step forward ? 

First Private Speaker (rising). Oh, that’s rne. (Confidentially,) 
I suppose you are accustomed to this sort of thing ? I want to send 
rather a fervid declaration, followed by a proposal of marriage. ^ 
Cultured Official, Q,uite so. We have dozens of them daily, 
(Indicating Instrument politely,) Would you begin ? 

First Private Speaker (throwing himself into it, and at some 
length breathing forth the one vital question on which the happiness 
or misery of his whole life is hanging. Recovering himself, and 
addressing Cultured Official huskily). How — much is that?^ 

Cultured Official (referring to register), that will be eigbteen- 
penee, Sir. But perhaps you would like to pay the answer ?_ Gen- 
tlemen sometimes do on these occasions, that will be three shillings, 
unless the lady has hysterics. In that case it would be a little more. 
The scale is ninepence for every extra five minutes. 

First Private Speaker (putting down four and sixpence), I am 
ready I 

^Seizes ear-piece and listens earnestly to the curt and cruel 
blighting of his brightest hopes,^ Me staggers back on to an 
ottoman, assisted by sympathising strangers. 

Cultured Official (accustomed to such scenes, addressing Second 
Private Speaker) . I think it is your turn, my Lord ? The trial for 
murder on the Northern Circuit r The foreman is waiting. 

Second Private Speaker (putting down paper), Ha I the verdict, 


of course, (takes up ear-piece and listens). Just so. “ Guilty.” A 
proper finding. 1 can ^ass sentence here? It won’t look odd? 

Cultured Official (smiling), Hot at all, my Lord. It ’s frequently 
done. The usual form, I presume ? That wiU be ninepence. 

[Second Private Speyer puts on black cap, passes sentence, 
takes up change, and makes way for Third Private Speaker. 

Third Private Speaker (irritably). This is really disgraceful! 
Here have I been waiting at least half an hour to sing a comic song 
to my Uncle in China, and can’t get attended to. Such mismanage- 
ment is simply monstrous ! {^Murmurs of approval. 

Cultured Official {officially). It’s no good parties complaining. 
They must take their turns. Why, it was only yesterday an old 
Gentleman, who wanted to curse a distant relative, no farther ofE 
than Margate, had to wait from half -past nine till four I (Address- 
ing Fourth Private Speaker), But, I think. Madam, you are the 
Lady who is waiting an interview with your htisband in San Fran- 
cisco. The Gentleman" intimates that he is at the end of the wire 
with a revolver. 

Fourth Private Speaker bitterly). The Gentleman! 

\^Approaches apparatus, and after a painful and violent alter- 
cation of twenty-five minutes, is carried screaming in a dead 
faint to a sofa. 

Cultured Official (encouragingly). It ’s nothing. We have lots of 
them. She ’ll come round all right presently. (Referring to appa- 
ratus,) Is any Lady or Gentleman here expecting full details of a 
case of lumbago ? Some symptoms are coming in a feeble voice 
from the Antipodes. 

Fifth Private Speaker (springing up). Ah I now shure they must 
have been for the Medical Gintleman who left half an hour back 1 
And it ’s my turn now I So, bedad 1 get my Grandfather at Cork at 
the other end of the line, and it ’s meself that let the ould boy 
knownclane and olare, what it’s meself do be thinking ay him ! 

[Dashes at apparatus, and is being cut off with a shilling, “ by 
Telephone f as scene closes, 

“ Bt Sea to Siberia ” ouTDONE.---(-d[ feat for the Metropolitan 
Board , )— “ By Land to Lambeth,” 
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A YOICE TEOM THE ANTIPODES. 

In the belief that it may interest JPunch^s readers to know what 
one of oTir bold peasantry, Ms country^ s pride, who some time 
since emigrated to Queensland from the neighbourhood of Swindon, 
thinks of life at the Antipodes, we reprint verbatim et literatim^ a 
g^mne letter from a “ settler ” of tMs class, guaranteeing that it is 
what it purports to be : — 

Peaje Tom:, ^ 

I Write these fue lines to you hoping to hnde you in good 
health as it leaves me at preasent and I shmd have wrote to yon 
Before But I wanted to know a Bout the Cuntry ferst and I will 
tsll you for thear no Oonfarts out her ther ’s plenty of hard Work 
and I shnld Wish you to keep your foot in Old JEngland for if I had 
?• ™ow as much a fore I left I shnld a stay thear myself for thear 
w hundreds out of work and all most starving and I cant tMnk 
Wot England a thinking a Bout a keeping a sending more out hear 
mr theainiot Work a knuf for them too as is out hear and the last 
Back as Come out her is glad to Work for thaye tucker and I tbinka 
as it IS to starve them and Tom you may go in the Bush and see 
grat of Derte and yure Walke up to it and see Wat it is and 
you Will see some Bones of some pore Greater as Ware starve to 
Beth and a nother have Came a long a put a Bit of Derte on him 
jeste as he Wase for they Dont t hink much of one Dieng and I 
^ant stay hear no longer than I can for I have a see some hardshif 
I have had to sleep under a Bush for I had no money to pay for 
a bed for I Culdent get enything to do and a Shert tide in my 
hankeef Was my piUowe and the Moan Was my Blanket and that 
m Coaming to a pmse to Do Better is it I thenks it a Doing Wars and 
Wat Do yon say, thear hundreds out of Worke and all most starving 
as mey Cante get nothing to Do and I see in the paper as th^ar a 


then they hare in England theare is notMng Chape But the mate 
and the Beef is 3d a pund and muton 4d a pound and the Bread 2 
shillings a galon and egges 2 shillings a dozen and the Butter 2 shil- 
lings a puna and I thinks the rest as it is in Old England. 

i should like for you to see some of the ugly varments yon Wuld 
Bless yont self for I never see such Ceraters not in all my life and I 
will send yon the names in the nex letter for I will hask some one 
to tell me and the Begish part of them are Bison if they Was to 
Bite eny one and ther no curing of some of them I never tuches 
non of them for fear I mite luse my life for I Dont Want to Die out 
hear for if you Die one morning you are Buried the nex a Bout 12 
or 1 a clock and they Donte keep them long and you hask if I ham 
a going to have a Black W oman lor my wife I ham not agoine to have 
one Wile I ham out hear nither Black nor Wite for they are all to 
fond of the Drenk and that Woldent Do for me. And I will tell 
yon more nex time I Writs and you must forgive for my bad 
spelling and please Write as soon as yon can so no more at present 
from your afexnate W. H. 

aOOD TEMPLARS. 

A NXTMBEOtrs assembly of Members of the United Kingdom AUir 
anoe was held the other night at Exeter. The Times reports it in a 
paragraph headed “Riotous Meeting.” That is commonly the 
character of a Temperance Meeting convened to olamonr for paternal 
legislation. But what rendered this concourse of Teetotallers re- 
markable was that they met ^ “ under the presidency of Bishop 
TDpiCPiiE.” Now then it is possible to conceive the sense of a deno- 


them self a hapatite and to onrkle their blood. 

I must tell you a Bit of the Cuntry that the things is Darer hear 


invidious comparison wim the Knights Templars of old, or any of 
the present residents in Pump Court and its purlieus, hnt a compli- 
ment to the Bishop of Exetee, ascribing goodness to Tbmpxe. On 
the occasion of holaing a Chapter of their Order, and a Symposium, 
an appropriate toast-and-water for the Good Templars would be 
“ Temple and Teapot ! ” 
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“ NAYAL nSTTELLIGENCE.” 

{From JBesika Bay,) 

The Hamers had a good day 
on "Wednesday last ; killing three j 
hares in the open after very brisk 
runs. Sub-Lieutenant Jones was 
thrown, and sustained some in- 
jury to his right arm. 

Birds are very plentiful. Lieu - 
tenant Browk bagged fifteen 
brace of Snipe to ms own gun, 
on Thursday. 

Admiral Jinks is anxiously 
awaiting^ the arrival of his ferrets. 

On Friday two severe accidents 
happened, owing to the number 
of sportsmen out. Lieutenant 
Snooks accidentally shot Com- 
mander Eobinson in the leg, 
and Purser Webb was badly hurt 
by a stray shot from Lieutenant 
Smith. Commander Eobinson 
and Mr. Webb are at present in 
the ship’s hospital, and we are 
glad to say progressing favour- 
ably. 

Captain Cxjfe, who was badly i 
shaken by a spill while out with 
the Harriers on Saturday, is pro- 
gressing, though slowly, towards 
recovery. 

Admiral Heavtstebn is at 

g resent without a mount, his 
orse having been lamed through 
stepping on a scorpion. 


DISCUSSION 


CHARACTER. 


INSECTS IN EXCBISIS. 

At a recent meeting of Mem- 
bers of the Entomological Society, 
it was remarked that an interest- 
ing event which came off at the 
Oratory, Brompton, on the pre- 


I BELIEVE THAT ChABAOTBE LIBS IN THE NoSE. 


ISrosB BE Slowed ! 


tB3 IN THE Nose. ‘ Give me plbhtt of Kobe ! ’-as Napoleon 

^ ^ T T . „ Norfolk Howards. Happiness to 

Chabaoteb LIES IN THE Cbin AND LowEE Jaw ! * their sheets I 


YAGITION SPEECHES. 

{ Unparliamentary,) 

Paterfamilias, I tell you what it is, my dear. You had much 
better have let all the Oirls go to their Aunt’s, as I suggested, 
instead of taking this ill-furnished, hadly-ventilated house for 
three months. You may stay on if you choose, I go back to town 
next week. 

Mamma, Whenever you like ; hut you know there must he new 
curtains, fresh stair-carpets from top to bottom, and one in the 
drawing-room and dining-room, to say nothing of the new conser- 
vatory and kitohen-range. These things must he done, and you 
know you ’ve promised me some more old China. But I ’m ready, 
of course, whenever you like. 

Miss Beatrice, Oh, I have enjoyed myself so much at Auntie’s I 
The lawn tennis was so delightful, — and Captain Cavendish did 
play so beautifully. 

Captain Cavendish* Capital fun down at the Old Girl’s,— really 
capital ! 

The London Tradesman* A very had q.uarter, indeed. Well, Mr. 
Quills, you may make up the Christmas accounts and send them in 
now. 

The Newspaper Editor, Nothing to* complain of whatever. A 
capital dead season, and we can certainly hold over that corre- 
spondence on the domestic habits of the Megatherium for the Easter 
Recess. 

The Theatrical Manager* Bother the Provinces! The sooner 
they all come back the better. 

The Member of Parliament, I wish the holidays were over. 
How delightful not to have to open my mouth again till next 
August ! 

And the Beadle in the Burlington Arcade* J’y suis, j’y reste I 


A Modus Yivendi.'— Cat-and-dog. 


EXTRA ATTRA.CTION. 

A VAST field for invention is opened up to public entertainers by 
the example of Miss Ada Cavendish, who has given a reading of 
Tennyson’s Charge of the Light Brigade^"* with the additional 
attraction of trumpet-calls by a trumpeter who himself bore a part 
—a trumpet part, of course— in somebody’s glorious Blunder of ' 
Balaclava. We may expect, before long, such announcements as the 
following 

Mr. Ievino will read “ The Lay of Eugene Aram*^ A descend- 
ant of the executioner’s assistant who tied the wretched usher’s 
hands behind his back upon the scaffold will be present on this 
occasion, to prompt our popular tragedian. 

Mr. Santlet will sing " The Death of Nelson*" The music wiU 
he held, during the soug, by the last surviving Greenwich Pensioner 
who was present at the Battle of Trafalgar. This interests relic 
has, unfortunately, only one arm, but compensation has been afforded 
him in the shape of two wooden legs. 

Mrs, Stirling will recite The Bide to GhenV\ A charming 
addition to this great attraction will be exhibited during the recital, 
Mrs. Stirling having kindly consented to send round for inspection 
in the Stalls and Reserved Seats a lock of Mr. Browning’s hair, 
cut from his baby head by a friend of the family, and tied with blue 
ribbon by a devoted admirer of the Poet. 

At Mr. E. A. Freeman’s next Lecture on “ The Impossible Turk,” 
will be handed round a Chip of the Old Block, being a s^inter from 
the tree felled at Hawarden by the Right Honourable W. E. G., in 
presence of the Bolton Deputation. 


NATIONAL DEVELOPMENT. 

The situation in France should interest Dr. Darwin. It is a 
political instance of “the struggle for existence.” Let ns hope it 
will end in “ the survival of the fittest.” 
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piADING- SATTCE ! REABINC SAUCE I READING SAUCE is 
Ai» nothing to EEADINC FVNOWS FOOKBT^BO OK fox 1878. Just 
out. 

W HY GIYE MORE ? wEen the price of BumVs Pocket-BooTc is only 
two and sixpence. Half-a-crown each, on taking a q^uantity, and a 
considerable reduction of your capital on taking a quantity. 

“DREAKFAST IH BED. — ^To the luxurious and the physically weak 
Xj nothing is so delightful as this meal in the bed-room. But to make 
the enjoyment perfect, and to exhilarate the mind as well as refresh the body, 
while taking your tea and toast read Bunch's JPocket-Booh for 1878. 

TMPROYED CHEST-EXPAHDER. — ^Nothing is so healthy as to 
X expand the chest with a hearty laugh. Buy Bunch's Booket^Booh, 
Puce 2s. ea. Just out. 

D oes your hair TURU GREY?-Of course it will, unless you 
immediately purchase Bunch's BooheUBooJc for 1878. 

T O LADIES IK POLITE SOCIETY. — ^All the latest fashions, and 
all the intdligence absolutely indispensable for the most entertaining 
oonyersation, is to be found in Btmoh's Boehet-Booh for 1878. 

T he simplicity billiard table provides you with the 

_ opportunity of losing £1000 any day of the week, but this you will not 
do if, instead of playing billiards, of which you know nothing, you occupy 
yourself with BmohU BocheUBook for 1878, which only costs 2s. M, Kow 
ready. 

rpHE LUMIKARIUM. DAYLIGHT FOR THE MILLTOK!— 
X Everyone daylighted with Bunch's BocJccUBook for 1878. 

r E IKEXTIKGUISHABLE IS JUST OUT ! I !-This scientific 
phenomenon can only be explained by purchasing Bunch's BocheUJBook 
for 1878. Price 2s. 6cl. 


COMHSTG OK OR OFF. 

The recent feat of walking four thousand quarters of a mile in 
four thousand consecutive periods of ten minutes having failed to 
kill Mr. Gale, the following interesting ‘‘ events ” are in course of 
arrangement ; — 

Mr. Alderman Gohbie to eat thirty-six basins of turtle-soup, 
thick and thin alternately, in thirty-six hours. 

Miss Floea Dashawat to dance forty-six round dances before 
supper in the same evening. 

Herr Ilii-Robhe to cross from Folkestone to Boulogne and back 
eight times in a week. 

Mr. A. S. DB Longeaes to stay a month nnder water in the diving- 
hell of the Polytechnic. 

The Hon. Mrs. Q,hiveeish to attend all the mnrder trials at the 
Old Bailey for six Sessions of ^ the Central Criminal Conrt without 
fainting, or the use of a smelling-bottle. 

Miss Skippbe to read one hundred and thirty-six new Kovels from 
Mudie’s, in a fortnight. 

Captam De Boots, of the Horse Guards Green, to ride two thousand 
consecutive journeys on the knifeboard of an omnibus between 
Brompton and Islington. 

Mrs. Ltiley Patntee to dye her hair ten difierent shades between 
May and August, with, such nice gradations as not to justify a 
remark. 

Mr. and Mrs. Scatteecash to live at the rate of three thousand 
a year out of an income of three hundred, for three consecutive 
Seasons, without winding up in the Court of Bankruptcy. 

And Mr. Hanwell be Colnet Hatch to live twenty-nine years 
in'^a bathing-machine moored ofi Herne Bay,^ and at the end of 
the time to produce an Index to a complete edition of Beadshaw’s 
Railway Guide from the first year of its publication. 


^^Wlien shall we Three meet again 

Op all unlikely advertisements commend Bunch to one in last 
Saturday's Times^ addressed to all ‘^descendants of Richaju) 
Beinslet Shbeldah, dramatistj who married three wives, and died 
about 1816 .” The advertiser might have added, “ after writing the 
School for Scandal and other plays which had some success in their 
time, and even in ours.” This wonderful advertisement is headed 
“ Sheridan Money,” (!) and it directs applications to “ Ireland.” 
Money, and Shbeidan, and Ireland, is a “ concatenation not 
“ accordingly,” but disaecordingly. 


Bettering the Instruction. 

■When Bismaeck shut up Paris 
“ Cuire dans son propre fus,^* 

He little dreamed the Marshal 
Would from him take his cue. 
And leave the Chamber of Deputies 
In its own Ge^vy to stew. 


What's in the Name? 

The Marshal's new Minister of War is General Rocheeoitet. The 
name is a compound of Roche, Rook, and Roue, Mud. Is the man 
I like his name, and is that name prophetic ? If so, which of its 
I elements should tell most— the Rock— of resistance to political right 
and reason the Mud— of going down in a quicksand that gives no 
foothold? 


THE EEAL CHAEIOT OP VICTOEY. 

Ih her Triumph, for hearing 
The trophies of Mars, 

See Russia preparing, 

At last, inside Kars I 


History Repeats Itself. 

We owe the following interesting piece of information to a Con- 
temporary: — 

“ "Who would have thought that Spain would start the newest idea at the 
French Exhibition next year, and that of a decidedly gay if not ‘fast ' type. 
The beautiful women of the world are to be invited to send their portraits, 
which will be on view in the sections appointed to different races, and a 
jury of artists and poets, consisting of two members from each nation repre- 
sented, will pronounce -fee verdict.” 

This wiU, indeed, be another “ Judgment of Paris,” on an Inter- 
national scale. 


The Government of Combat. 

Katoleok the Thteb’s despatch after the battle of Forbach began 
with the announcement — “Xe MarSchal MacMahoh a perdu me 
hatailleB That loss was no discredit to the gallant Marshal. 
He lost that battle fighting for his country. If he loses his p^jesent 
battle, it will be fighting against his country. 


SYNONYMOUS, BUT NOT IDENTICAL. 

Me. a. Sullivan's “ call to the Irish Bar ” does not mean that he 
has joined Messrs. Pabnell, Bigoab & Co. in the House. 
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ONE TO BE WON. 

[Bij one who vMl oiot Woo.) 

Fexbnd, would you know fair Ctntboia’s cliarms ? 
She bears no lapdog in her arms : 

No Tulgar pride of show she feels, 

■Wears no low dresses,^ nor high heels, 

Nor corset in the fashion laced, 

To cause deformity of waist. 

Her voice is ever sweet and low, 

She ne’er talks slang, nor votes men slow. 

She dances with exceeding grace ; 

Ne’er dyes her hair, nor daubs her face. 

Good music she can sing and play, 

Nor practise her six hours a day : 

Can make ^jichu^ catch a dsh, 

Or play a rubber, if you wish : 

Can dine, if need he, on cold mutton, 

Can stew a carp, and sew a button : 

Can don her bonnet in a minute : 

Can pass a mirror, nor look in it : 

Can swim, and sketch, and row, and ride, 

And do a hundred things heside. 

At breakfast she is never late, 

At halls ne’er bids the carriage wait : 

Tor exercise ne’er fears to walk. 

With scandal’s tongue ne’er loves to talk : 

Ne’er simpers, sulks, nor slams the door, 

Nor sighs because the Season ’s o’er — 

Ah ! were I tired of single life, 

I ’d woo sweet Cinthia for my wife ! 


How did He Survive It? 

The writer of an article headed “ The Telephone be- 
tween London and Dublin,” in the Freeman^s Journal 
of November 26, thus describes his sensations : — 

“ On putting the instrument to my ear, I felt somewhat as if a 
- regiment of the line had fired a volley, at a hundred yards, into 
that member.” 

Wheuever orders are received Only an Irish member could have stood that, and yet 

Erom parties painfully bereaved ” survived to tell the tale. Punch can hardly say he would 

^ . , , , , . w..., t m . iihe to know what this feeling is, but he wonders that 

VmtoT {to Friend lately left a Wzdower). ** Hullo, Tom! Teat looks a any one should have lived to describe it. 

STirFiSH Bill you 'vb got thbee ! ” This Telephone, one would think, must have a very 

Tom. ‘‘Ah, how those Rascals of Undbetakbes no Fleece you! They Irish echo lodged inside it. And what an auricular 
KNOW YOU CAN HABBLY HELP YOUESELF ! Of oouesb, IN MY pooE Wifb’s CASE organisation the experimenter must have had who yet 
I WOULD CHEEKFULLY HAVE PAID DOUBLE. BuT ONE HATES TO BE DONE. — XJm I ” breathes to tell a tale SO “ full of souud and fury ! ” 


THE HAZA.ED OE THE DYE, 

{A Petite Comedie now in active Pchearsal,) 

SOENIl,*^2%d Hall of a fanhionahU Mansion^ at the termination of 
a Conversazione, Crowd leaving, Male and a Female Guest 
Widting near door at eloak-roo^n. Footman in attendance 
within, 

Male Guest {imT^atiently), Can’t you find it ?— A brand new one ; 
you can’t help seeing it. 

Footman {froduoing a threadbare^ naplees, yeUowAoohing hat), 
117, Sir, This is yours, Sir, 

Male Guest, On, no ! that ’s not mine. Mine is a brand new one. 
“ ij, M.” on side ; in red, on the lining. 

\_Footman shows him ** J, M,,” inside ; in red, on the lining, j 
Male Gnest {putting it on his^ head. A fine rust-coloured we- < 
cipitate falls over his face and shirt-fron£). Yes, that ’s mine. How 1 


ve^ odd I But what on earth have you been doing with it ? 

Footman, It’s the hat, Bn {smiling). Best “Paris Silk,” Sir. 
They aU go like that with the gas. Sir. 

Male Guest, Dear me {seeing Female Guest attempting to put on 
her miniver and gros-grain capuchon). Pray, allow me ? {PLe 
takes it from her elegantly. It tears right up the haek in Ms hands ) 

Oh 1 I’m really vety sorry ; but * 

Female Guest {who knows what it ts). Oh, never mind. Thanks 
very much. {Pulling it round her. It splits up in several places at 

once,) But I think fliat must be fuy carriage ? 

Male Guest {gallantly). Allow me. 

[Conducts her to the carriage. The elastic on loth sides of his 
loots lursts, and they come off on the pavement. 

Footman (kindly). Step inside, Sir, It ’s astonishing what a lot 
of gentlemen “ goes ” like that. 

{^Picks them up, and hands them to him. 


Male Guest. Indeed ! And I have only worn them once ! (Tears 
off the tops, and puts them on,) Ah— yes— my coat. (Pulls on a 
light coat. The sleeves drop out in shreds, and the collar comes off,) 

And ? Thanks, my umbrella. ' 

[_Puts it up, and walks home under a steady shower -lath of 
hyposulphate of iron and gelatine, as Scene closes. 


ECCLESIASTICAL COMMENTARIES. 

The merits of the Hatcham case, of course, remain untouched by 
the cassation of Lord Penzance’S judgment by the Queen’s Bench 
Division for nullity of iurisdiotion in the Library of Lambeth 
Palace. Mr. Tooth, tried where he ought not to have been, can 
still be considered only as the right man in the wrong place. 

If a technical mistake can possibly be made in an ecclesiastical 
prosecution under the Public Worship Act or any other, it surely 
will. Papal Bulls may not he infallible, but in dealing with 
heretics, schismatics, or simpletons, Rome certainly makes no such 
blunders as Canterbury, 

A breakdown in a burlesque may be all very well, but ought such 
foolery to occur in a Court for the correction of clerical manners ? 

It is no excuse whatever to plead that Lambeth Library seemed a 
suitable place for bringing a refractory clerk to book. 


Extremes Meet. 

{An Incident at the Duke of Noepolk’s 

The Coach of His Grace, 
On leaving the place, 
Was, near as a toucher, 
Dpset by a Bfitoher I 


Toir. xxxin. 


z 
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ANYTHING BUT IN RETREAT. 
























The case of tlie Key. Mr. Maokonochie, flying: m tlie face of Ms 
Bisliop, can. be regarded, Mr* Punchy from anotber tban. the clerical 
point of view. Certainly, Sir, Mr. Mackonochxe’s idea of canonical 
obedience seems peculiar. But how, if the Bishop of Londoe", instead 
of bidding bim to remove a picture and a crucifix from his Church, 
had r€<iuested him to supply it with holy water ? Be that as it 
may, 'Sir, perhaps the considerate Bishop will yet patiently wait 
awhile before instituting le^l proceedings against the “ Priest in 
Absolution” of St. Alban’s, Holborn. 

In that sacerdotal gentleman’s disobedience to Ms spiritual supe- 
rior there is something odd. A Eitualist may be bound to defy 
Lord Penzai^'CE, and the Privy Council, as a matter of principle. 
But that very principle, one would think, must bind Mm to 
obey at least every lawful command of Ms Bishop. In disobeying 
him he betrays an inconsistency suggesting perverted intellect. 
Mr. Maceonochie’s want of a faculty for setting up objects 
of Romish worship iu his Protestant Church made them of itself 
illegal. That is not the only faculty in which he may be supposed 
to be deficient. He never would have wanted to acquire that 
faculty had he possessed the faculty of common sense. A faculty, 
however, which he does not seem to want is the faculty of seli- 
esteem. This faculty may possibly be exalted by disturbance of 
brain arising from disordered liver, and its excess and excitement 
would quite account for any amount of obstinate unruliness. A 
blue pill might be the remedy requisite to bring the subject of those 


morbid conditions to reason ; or taraxacum, or podophyllin, could 
perhaps be exhibited with advantage. Sir. ^ 

When a Ritualist has |:one on too long playing at Popery, he 
may, through impaired biliary function affecting the sensorium, 
finally contract a subjective delusion, induced upon Ms dominant 
fixed idea that he is his own Pope. Before, then, any legal steps 
are taken to coerce Mr. Mackonochib,^ surely some competent 
psychological physician should be appointed to put certain m- 
terrogatories to Mm for the good of his health and the correction 
of his crotchets, if possible. What if the result of such inquiry 
were to be the discovery of a hallucination, which would fully 
explain Ms late display of contempt for the Bishop of Londoe'? 
Suppose the interrogator should be confidentially told that he is, 
in fact, conversing with the actual Pope of Rome ? A case no 
longer ecclesiastical would then be taken out of the Bishop’s hands. 

By the last account of Mr. Maoxokochie, he had wiithdrawn 
himself somewhere into something apparently of the nature of 
au asylum, called a “ Retreat.” He had better he there than at 
St. Alban’s, Holborn. But, Mr, Punch, is it not open to question, 
if that Retreat be the sort of one in which an “ advanced” Ritualist 
can possibly be expected to be brought to his right mind ? This 
you see, Sir, is a medical question. The question might have been, 
if the case had occurred in ancient days, whether the Retreat should 
not he Anticyra— wMther, as you know, certain patients^ were 
usually sMpped to be physicked with infusion, or decoction, or 
extract of Helxebobe. 


KTothing: in It. 

We have received an explanation, which seems satisfactory, of 
the very diffuse speech lately made by the Lord Chief Baron to the 
Civic Functionary. The former (who no doubt had not forgotten 
his Odyssey)* supposed that the latter derived his name from the 
Greek OvSey, Anglice ** Hothing.” So the Judge treated the Magis- 
trate to a speech wMoh was “ much ado about nothing ” — 

“ A tale of little meaning, though the words were strong.” 

All know JEx nihilo nihil jit ” — hence, no doubt, its lack of mean- 
ing to common apprehensions. 

* Where tnys«e3, by saying that his name was Ouns (“ no man escapes 
from the Cyclops* 


p.’s and Cl.’s. 

“ Poets, Professors, Priests, Philosophers,” 

So sum the sneerers Gladstone’s followers. 

One might retort that England’s Bogey-makers 
Are Ouarrel-seekers, Quidnuncs, Quacks,, and Quakers* 
Punch does not find it difficult to choose 
On such a point between the P.’s and Q.’s. 


PROBABLE ENOTJOH:. 

An American politician writes that the more the conduot-cff Mr. 
Conover is conned over the less satisfactory it seems. 
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FASHION'S NEW FETISH. 

Languid Swell loquitur 

** Nil Admit ari ” is a splendid rule, 

Saves such an awful, heap of fuss and bother ; 

Feeling ’s had form ; gusher, one form of fool, 

Fellows who think anght worth a row another ; 

A nd y et, by Jove ! there are eome things, you know, 
Which seem to catch a fellow’s coolness napping : 

That Turk now ! in for him I ’m game to go. 

And— haw !— split my best primrose kids with clapping. 

Give you my word I am. It 's very strange, 

Kever was so worked up that I remember ; 

Get hot and red as— haw l— a kitchen range. 

I never thought there was a single ember 
Of what they call enthusiasm in me. 

To catch oneself in a white-heat— it ^s horrid I 
But to hear fellows slang the Turks, you see, 

Does make a fellow feel— in fact— quite torrid ! 

Trumps— out-and-outers— bricks, those Eed-Caps are I 
“ Larlariam ” ? I dare say. What does that matter ? 
Those tallow-eating Russians, and their Czar, 

Are ten times worse, with their Pan-slavish chatter. 

I rather like barbarians— if they *re brave 
And picturesque,- that is, at a fair distance. 

’Tis British interests Turks fight to save ; 

Why don’t we go and give them our assistance ? 

“ CavCt govern f ” You Ve been reading Febbmaw’s stuff I 
That comes of dashed sectarian animosities. 

They ’ll rule Bulgarian beggars right enough, 

In spite of last year’s row about ** atrocities.” 


Niggers must be kept under, don’t you know— 

And what are Southern Slavs better than niggers ? 
Governing brutes with kindness is no go ; 

The rule they recognise is blades and triggers. 

“ Bloody and lustful f ” Now don’t talk that rot : 

All ruling races have their little failings. 

As if we Britons once poked up weren’t hot : 

What is the good of all these rampant railings ? 
New Constitution ’s hound to set all right ; 

We can’t risk British interests for a trine ; 

Then just consider how the fellers fight— 

See how they handle the Martini ride I 

** Counsels of callousness f and shrieks of fear f ” 
Upon my honour I don’t catch your meaning ; 
Humanitarian lingo is so queer. 

All I can see ’s your strong pro-Russian leaning. 
They ’ee Ruffians, if you like ! I hate the lot I 
“ Bunk is the fount of hate, the nurse of bogies ? ” 
Bah 1 don’t tell me ! — Such talk is simply rot, 

Fit but for Gladstone, Feeeman, and such fogies ! 


Advertising for a Bara Avis. 

The daring of the North Country character is well known, but 
who would bedeve that even the stern North could produce the man 
required to perform the feat itaHoised m this advertisement, from the 
KuddersfiewL Daily Advertiser : — 

W ANTED, for the Sorting-Room of a Rag Warehouse, an active 
MAN, vith a thorough practical knowledge of cotton and woollen rags, 
and salable of mmaging about 80 women. To a suitable party a very liberal 
salary will be given. 

And so there ought to be. 
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IN SILK ATTIRE. 
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•-'** / / “The Times 

' IT A " X ^ ^ , ' ' says, ‘A^oodand 

' durable silk dress 

■ is no longer to be obtained as an ordinary article of commerce.’ 

; I could nave told tbe Times^ that twen — that is, long ago. And 
I if this is not the beginning of the end, I should like to know what is. 

; As stout broadcloth was once the type of an Englishman’s worth and 
solidity, so was a good silk dress the very S3rmbol (in this country^ at 
! least) of feminine Respectability and Propriety, As Respectability 
and Propriety are— a wery/oio, and^ alas! little valued excep- 
extinct qualities, it is, perhaps, but sadly fit that their ex- 
ternal sign and symbol should disappear also. J possess ‘good and 
durable ’ black silk dresses in abundance. I never wear anything 
: else. But I purchased them many and many a— well, before this 
j degrading practice of silk-adulteration had attained its present 
appalling proportions. It is, indeed, a comfort to me— a now almost 
solitary survival from the days when English Ladies were ladies, 
notfiaunting chits, and when silk was sHk, not solidified dye, to know 
that my black silks, at least, wear well.” 

Miss Flossie Feoufeou favours us with the following remarks 
among many, very many others : — 

Dsa^ PmircH, — Shocking, guite too awfuUy dreadful, isn’t it? 
yrhat will the Old Frumps say now ? * One part of black silk, and 
six parts of black dye I ’ It’s enough to make poor Aunt Bomba- 
zine turn in her grave. A show of old-fashioned silk dresses will 
have soon to he added to our Collections of Antiquities. I HI lend 
the one Aunt B. left me as a legacy, and which I have still. It will 
startd ly itself^ which was, I believe, the crowning merit of a silken 
garment in those days, i know when she walked it nsed to sound 
like waves washing up on the beach, and when she was angry and 
energetic it would go ofi in explosive crackles like distant fire- 
works, At least, so Beetie used to say, with that funny exaggera- 
tion at which he is so good. I threatened to put it on one day, and 
he said he had engaged himself to a girl, not a crepitating fortifi- 
cation,^ But, seriously, Mr, Vunch, it is a shame! Qf course it’s 
very nice to get cheap silks, but ^solidified dye, supported hy a 
slender framework of silk thread ’ is— weU an insult at once tolsilk- 
worm and sex,’ ” 

Wood B, Smaetish says : — 

^ “ Dr, Watts requires yet another emendation to adapt his everlast- 
mg lyrics to the changed oiroumstanoes of the age. How will this 
do P (Q,uite an impromptu, you know.) 

How proud we are, how fond to view 
Our clothes, and call them rich and new ! 

While the fine togs that take our eye^ 

Dye-vat and chemicals supply. 

In sjB^en lies and woollen shams. 

Which never came from worms or lambs, 

TTT^ J - * - , m ^ m ■% # 


We deck tMs poor material body, 
Dntil the soul itself grqws shoddy. 


There ! I think that about hits it, and is something Kke what 
the worthy Doctor s ghost would perpetrate if he could revisit the 
glimpses of the moon, and give us a revised edition of his immortal 
works.” 


Our old friend and Correspondent, Mrs. Ginoham, thus delivers 
herself 

“ Which wexatious it is, and right down willanous. Them lying 
merchants did ought to be put down as well as showed up, and as to 
our own bragian lot, I ’d drownd ’em in their own dye-vats like that 
’ere Duke of ‘Claeeeioe, A silk humhreUer now washes into a sort 
of sieve at the very fust shower, and after a week’s wear cracks 
between the ribs like little earthquakes. But Lor’, wot else can one 
expect from devU’s-dust and dye ? Which they say that a Certing 
Party ain’t so black as he ’s painted, and I doubt myself if he ’s ’arf 
so bad as six parts of dye to one of the real article.” 

Miss Lydia Maet Talltalzee says 

“ These revelations ought to create a revolution. Surely, this is a 
question in which Woman may stand up for her Rights without 
incurring the charge of being unf eminine. The Sex should assemble 
in its thousands, and let the Silk-Adulterators have a hit of its 
mind. Who will rally to the soul-stirring cry of ‘ Textile Purity 
and down with Solidified Dyes ! ’ ? ” 

Gextmpus Senior grumbles on this wise : — 

“ Fudge I Women themselves are at the bottom of the whole busi- 
ness, as of all else that’s; bad. Will have ‘ cheap’ (and nasty) 
tlfings ; are mad after * bargains ’ (the devil’s baits to parsimony 
and fraud) ; always eager to out a dash above their proper pocket- 
level, and shine with a false glitter in poor_ imitation of \stars ’ 
beyond their spheres. She who longs to shine in silk when she 
ought to show soberly in stuff, is the root qf the bad business. The ' 
Sex starts with Show ; Trade answers with Shoddy. From sham 
to sham — ^there you have, in two words, the course of modern Society. 
Stop the.demands of female folly, and the supplies of Devil’s dust 
will cease. The Times suggests that shams should be sold as shams, 
duly labelled as such. Lord I what a satire on civilisation and pro- 
gress would our shop-windows then set forth ! But who is p> make 
Shoddy go about with his name on his back, or turn Trade into the 
unprofitable honesty of crying stinking fish r 


POEBIGN-OrnCB EEBRI&ERANTS. 

Qmgim chose Deeby est When it comes to cooling 
down ihot heads in the fiercest fiush of fright- or fight-fever, and 
bringing down high-soaring fanaticism in its top flight, commend 
us to a douche of common sense from the steady hand of the Foreign- 
OfBloe turncock I 

Never was such a cahnaut more effectively administered, or to 
patients apparently more in want of it, than in last Wednesday’s 
reply of the Foreign Secretary to the profound international lucu- 
brations of Lord Steatheden and Campbell, and the mild un- 
wisdom of Sir Henry Hoabe, the Rev. Mr. Blackman, Mr. Maltman 
Baeey, M. Albert BAEAsroKiEWioz, and the other Members of 
those influential but unobtrusive Associations, the “ Society for the 
Protection of British Interests against Russian Aggression in the 
East,” the “ Turkish Defence Association,” and the Polish “ Society 
of the White Eagle ” ! 

Sir Hbney Hoaee, with a suicidal sinoerity, asked Lord Derby 
to disregard the ravings of fanatics, to rely upon the sound sense of 
the country, and to take a hold ^course. Lord Derby took Sir 
Henry’s advice in all these points. He disregarded the ravings'of 
the fanatics who spoke for the deputation. He relied upon the 
sound sense of the country to support him in doing so j and he took 
the bold course of calling folly *^folly,” and nonsense “ nonsense,” 
even in the respectable mouths of a prosy and pedantic Peer, a 
Baronet of a great hanking family, a Reverend Blackman in a black 
coat, and a rampant Pole with a White Eagle atop. The JP, M, G, 
and the J). T, might say, “It had been so wilii us had wa been 
there I ” Able Editors would have had to duck ipider their douching 
along with Peer and Pole, Baronet and Black-man. 

If it is not easy to know What Lord Derby thinks need be feared, 
or ought to he done, our consolation must be that, at least, we know 
now something he thinks need not to he feared,, and aught not to be 
done. 

1. It need not be feared that Russia will iuYude India by way of 
the Euphrates Yalley. JErgo^ we ought not.to go to war to keep her 
out of it. 

2. It need not be feared that Russia wilj attack the Suez Canal by 
way of Trebizond. Ergo^ we need not station a Fleet to prevent 
her execution of that remarkable achievement. 

3. It need not be feared that the Fall of Kars will raise the 
Affghans against ns, and that they in their torn will raise our 
IndSan Mahometan subjects in revolt. Ergo, we ought not to go to 
war to recover Kars for the Turk, or help mm to hefia Erzeroum. 

4. It need not be feared that the Russians mean to oooemy Con- 
stantinople. Ergo, we ought not to take up arms to keep them out 
of it. 

5. It need not be feared that if tks Miziktry don’t go to war for 
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T^key, England will go to wax with, the Ministry. Ergo, the 
Ministry ought not to go to war for Turkey. 

to the war-notes wHd of P, M. 6r., 
E, T,t the passage we here reprint from Lord Deeby^s 
speech is not without its weight of seasonahleness and wisdom : — 

“I am glad, I admit, that my noble friend, at any rate, does not urge ns to 
depart from the line of conditional neutrality vhich we adopted at the 
beginning of the war. I know very weU there are many people who would 
nave liked us to take a different course. It has often been so in the case of 
former foreign wars. I recollect perfectly well the American war, and how a 
eonsideraDle section of the public were extremely anxious that we should take 
part in that, and endeavour to put an end to the struggle. I recollect the 
Eraneo-Grerman war, and how some organs of public opinion, and some public ! 
men also, expressing what was thought by them to be the real feeling of the 
country, contended that England was eternally disgraced and lowered in the 
eyes of the world, because we did, not take part in that war. That may he 
people j but still with regard to both one and the other 
of those cases I venture to say that the great majority of the public of this 
country would now be of opinion that, if we had intervened in either of those 
wars, we should have committed a great blunder, and involved ourselves in 
unnecessary calamities. Of course, I do not say that because on each of those 
occasions the idea of war was popular among certain classes of the com- 
munity, and because those classes were mistaken, that that necessarily 
creates a precedent for the present occasion. £ut I do say that there is a 
strong inelimtion on the part of a large section of the public to rush into a 
contest when they see one going on — no doubt with a natural and honourable 
sympathy for the weaker side--hut without sufficiently reckoning the cost to 
themselves^ or the country. We all recollect how a Minister some years ago 
undertook a great war for the sake of prestige ; and he said he went into it 
With a light heart, but he did not come out of it with a light heart^neith&r 
he, nor his master, nor his country. But for my part, believing that vmless 
a war is necessary it is a crime, I think we ought to be most careful to do amd 
to say nothing that may tend v/nnecessarily to bring it about,** ; 

_ Read, War Trumpeters and War Editors ; read, mark, learn, and 
inwardly digest these words of warning — ^if unwelcome — ^wisdom • . . 
Cea^ cryin^“ Havoc ! ’’ and no longer do your best, To let slip 
the Dogs of War!'’ 


Because it has giveu point to Gtoldsmith’s wit, 

Cracked on those Leads of traitors black and rotting? 

Because the Doctor oft Las gazed at it, 

Or Bozzx, reeling ripe from Mitre sotting ? 

Because mad MoLocks lurking in its gloom, 

Honest Sir Ro<jee Coveklet afirigLted : 

And swept tLe streets— witL sword-point vice broom— 

Of London’s hapless citizens benighted ? 

Such reasons surely should not stay one hour 
The doom o’er this obstructive Bar impending ; 

Or leave it still,, defying sun and shower, 

Alike ’gainst traffic, and ’gainst taste offending. 

“eThis is an age of progress,” we are told. 

Yet wLat procrastination do we stick at ! 

For nigh one hundred years have onward rolled 
Since Pickett * first the Bar began to pick at ! 

Alas I ’tis useless rubhisL that endureth. 

While worthier things to Old Time still have yielded : 

But this is of the nuisances nought eureth 
Save pick and lever by stout muscles wielded I 

“ Pull down this eyesore ; wipe out once for all 
The one had work that Wben’s fair fame Lath, blotted.” 

The Corporation Lears all London call — 

And Demolition is its lot allotted ! 

♦ “ As early as 1790 Alderman Pickett (vfho built the St. Cleijient’s Ai-eh), 
with other subversive reformers, tried to puU down Temple Bar. It was pro- 
nounced unworthy of form, of no antiquity, an ambuscade for pickpockets, 
and a record of only the dark and crimson pages of history.”— Thornbuhv’s 
Old and Jfew London, 


TEMPLE 


THE RIOHT MAH IH A HARD PLACE. 

• ^ Of W. H. Smith all parties may say, as a great opponent said of 

Lord Palmeeston, “ We are all proud of him.” 

Last week’s Westminster dinner in Lis honour was, in the best 
sense, a party for aU parties. TLe fact— for fact it is— is as honour- 

At last condemned to be Mr. Smith has held a position and has pursued a line of conduct honour- 
disbarr’d, disbencL^dl ^-hle to himself, honourable to those connected with him, and honourable to 
Methinks e’en Ween’s constituency which has returned him as its representative,” 

own Ghost must think never has man or Minister more fairly earned the addition of 
It good ^ ^ “Right Honourable.” 

( That from the site it May a portion of the First Lord’s popularity fiow over on the 
spoils it should he Department he has taken in hand ; and, under this Smith’s able 
wren-oh^d I hammer, may our future Iron- clads— designs and designers, hulls and 

top-hamper, rig and armament— for once in the history of the Admi- 
’ Twill never echo more the ralty— not begin their service with being fixed at aU round by critics, 
oaths profane carpers, and hole-pickers in and out of Parliament ! 

Of wielders of the whip, W. H. Smith is, pre-eminently, a man of practical aptitude for 
with tempers waxing any work he sets about. Let him Wt bring home to his Admiralty 



Fierce as their tongues waxed Administration that capacity which he has already brought home to 
foul, when hand and rein his business and his bookstalls, and Punch and Bbitannia will 
The crowd that struggled bless his memory, as they joined last week in drinking Lis health, 
’neath its arch were taxing. 


i ijf Slow nun did its final faU por- 

|!\ I jh Crazy as he* who those queer 

li& (i i I . statues fathered,. 

' 1 -v"" " ii'M*'! Tni-^ate deserved by who could 
! SO offend— 

iliffly = ■ , 'i' ■' A raving maniac he to death 

^ ■ ■ was gathered. 

What right had this Obstraotion to remaizt ' 

Because in sable and in silver sLrotjided 
Wh.en Wklmhotoh’s or Biswh’s funeral train 
Beneath its narrow archway slowly crowded ? 

Because Mob-faVourites, Heroes, !Kmgs, and Q,ueens 
Beneath its grimy portal oft hays wen^d f— 

B^use it kas been witness of the scenes 
That burning Rumps or Papal Giuys attended ? 

Bemuse the Bye House plotter’s grisly head 
Was first upon M srtomit spiked amd spitted 
Gr theirs who our Duteh Wieeiam would have sped — 

A feat that just such loggerheads befitted ? 


ST. AHDREW’S DAT IH LOKDOH. 

(By a Member of the Scotch Btatistieal Society,) 

84,936 Scotchmen said “Slainthe.” 

64.000 Scotchmen did not know what the word meant. 

3,211 Scotchmen assumed the kilt. 

3,009 Scotchmen assumiug that garment had no right to it. 

2 Scotchmen were aware that the existing clan-tartans were 
not ancient or Gaelic at all, hut the invention of an 
Edinburgh tailor during the last century. | 

1,000,000 Tersions of “ Auld Lang Syne ” were sung, 

800 Haggises were eaten by Scotchmen to the dainty horn. i 
4,002 Saxons shut up iu the attempt to follow their example, 

72.000 Bottles of “ Mountain Dew ” were drunk. 

80.000 Scotchmen were ditto. 


mx. PlimsoU at Derby* 


I The Honourable Member attended a Temperance Meeting last 
week, and promised to bring in a Bill to modify the dangers of 
drinking beer by fixing a load-line. The moderate drinkers will be 
de^ly interested iu the Bill, as it is too bad to caR a man by such a 
bad: name as a drunkard, when he can carry better than other 


* BosHKTOii, the sculptor of the four ■tatueB-»-TAAEs tse Feest, Eliza- bad^ name as a drunkard, when he can carry better than other 
BBTH ( mthps ^ OP Dbnmauk), Chaklbs th» First, and Charles the vessels who are leaky, and not fit for such dangerous service, espe- 
SECOND-died a raving mamac. ciaUy with the deck-loads of large families. 
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THE OE WAE.^^ 

PuiL, Prance ; PiQl, Marshal I ” ’Tis a sorry sight 
To see Wrong stubborn in the name of Right. 

To see the choice of Prance set down his heel 
Against the will of Prance and Prance’s weal. 

To see one who aiects the Bayard pose 
As France’s friend in league with Prance’s foes. 

Call it no worse than blunder— though the line 
’Twixt treason and such blunder is but fine— 

Sad to see e’en an honest blunderer do 
The work and will of a dishonest crew. 

“ Pull, Marshal— pull— nor yield an inch ! ” they bawl. 
“ Yield but an inch, and in the gulf you fall ! ” 

So in Law’s cause ’gainst Law he takes his stand ; 

On plea of Peace to ciyiL war lends hand ; 

Invests foul Treason in church alb and cope, 

Gives Wrong too much — and Right too little— rope ; 
Order’s defender digs poor Order’s grave, 

And slays the Constitution he would save; 

In Freedom’s name joins those that Freedom dread, 
And paints her hideous as a Spectre Red. 

Q-ainst his own honour puUs, yet seems to say, 

’Tis honour that forbade him to give way. 

’Gainst France’s progress pulls, and France’s peace— 
France, still so blest with thrift and earth’s increase, 
Could she but break with her long-troubled past, 

Q-et Revolution’s shadow from her cast. 

She must the prosperous paths of plenty tread, 

With graceful port and high-erected head : 

But this ill-chosen guardian still must check 
Her onward march, or guide it at his beck ; 

Must have her foot move as he wills it fall. 

Or, failing his will, wills no move at all. 

So with no treasonous thought, perhaps, before, 

It comes to what we see— “ The Tug of War I” 

On this side, France, that not an inch will bate. 

On that, the Marshal just as obstinate — 

For Rope, the little senatorial band. 

That betwixt Rights and Lefts takes central stand. 

If the rope holds— though sore the strain, we know— 
Small doubt, methinks, which way the Tug will go : 


If the rope break — such ropes have snapped before — 
What follows ?— PmwcA’s Sibyl says no more. 


OFF HIS PEDESTAL; OR, WHAT NEXT? 

Will he publish a shUling pamphlet to prove that all the contri- 
butions to a “ Young Review ” are, ipso facto ^ unreliable ? 

Will he inform a select audience at Hawarden that “ he has it on 
the authority of an oflB.oial at the Turkish Baths, who heard it from 
a waiter at the Alhambra, who gathered it indirectly from a 
Wapping Lascar, that the present Sultan absolutely doesn’t know 
the name of the only recognised Member for Q-reenwich” ? 

Will he appear, on a shilling gala day, at the Crystal Palace, and 
explain, in the midst of appropriate fireworks, the nature of his 
recent quarrel with the proprietors of a largely-circulated daily 
pa^r ? 

WiR he make arrangements to take a part in the after-portion of 
a Christmas pantomime, and, at his own request, carry on a pre- 
arranged conversation with the Clown on the subject of Mr. Aeohi- 
BALD Foebes ? 

Will he, on or about the Fourteenth of February next, publicly, 
in the columns of the Times^ accuse Mttsfexts Pasha of having sent 
him an inexpensive and ribald valentine ? 

WiU he, further, in Parliament, move for the appointment of a 
Select Committee ** To inquire into, and report upon, the present 
condition and future prospects of Ottoman caricature ” P 

Will he, failing to dispose of his opponents and critics by Parlia- 


thus provided, express his opinions in a neatly-written lecture 
accompanied by the piano P 

Or wiR he, ignoring, as he can afiord to do, the crowd of smaRer 
men, leave them to criticise and carp, and mount once more to that 
quiet height of dignity, which his brRRant services have won and 
which his jealous reticence should guard P 


The Recent Gales. — The Sea may be assailed with such epithets 
as greedy, furious, mad, wRd, ragmg, and so forth; but it can 
never be caRed wreckless. 
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OUR WINTER EXHIBITION. 

Sketch No. I.-~SampgATE-oi<r-SEA. rcir November. 

{Communicated hy Our Own Quiet Observer ») 

Towk of Srimpgate 
is a fair - sized, 
ratter primitive, 
but gradually im- 
proving (improve- 
ment being in some 
instances a ques- 
tionable benefit) 
seaport. Its name 
has evidently been 
Sbrimpgate, or the 
G-ate ot tbe Shrimps, 
just as we have 
JBaagate and Lambs- 
gate, now spelt 
Lamsgate, the only 
difference being 
that in these two 
latter instances the 
gate leads to the 
sea for the accom- 
modation, and per- 
haps exportation, 
of the Baas and the 
Lambs (much the 
same), instead of 
leading from the 

sea for the advantage of the Shrimpers and the disadvantage of the Shrimps. 
Except at two or three noted resorts, in and ^ out of England, where they 

are absolutely nothing if not shrimpy, there is no place where shrmps can 

be obtained in such perfection as at Brimpgate-on-Bea. The h has been 
dropped out of the name, but, as it is only an ** h,’^ this is nothing very re- 
markable. Your Q/Uiet Observer is so afraid lest the march of speculation 
should destroy the peculiarities of Srimpgate, that he sketches it whue he can. 

Srimpgate has two piers, East and West, as distinct from one another, 
but as firml y united, as Siamese Twins. Of these the East^ is the lashionable 
resort for promenading. There is an outer harbour and an inner harbour, and, 
at this particular season of the year, there is plenty of what is known about 
the coast as “ Shipping,” which, to a landsman’s eye, when collected in a couple 
of ‘‘basins’’ (where a little soap might be useful, by the way), looks so uncom- 
monly like a hopelessly entangled cat’s-cradle of ropes, lines, and rigging 
generally, that the future extrication of the vessels,^ specially from the inner 
harbour, must present such a problem to the authorities in charge, as might 
drive to despair even the clearest-headed of the^ Elder Brethren of the Trinity 
House, and force the Eirst Lord of the Admiralty, in a fit of desperation, 
to eject them all with torpedoes, compensate the owners with specie equwamnt 
to their temporary loss in coals, ice, and herrings for Billingsgate, and then 
begin all over again on a new principle. ^ , . -r .t. v i 

Your Own duiet Observer has ventured to bring in, as it wwe by the heels, 
or, to put it more respectfully when speaking of high omcials in naval 
uniform, by the cocked hat and epaulettes, the names of those mysterious 
personages The Elder Brethren. Your Observer is not, as a rule, supersti- 
tious, but he has his own ideas about these venerable and, to him (as he has 
never seen them), invisible beings. "Were Your Observer a second Kip van 
Winkle (which he might easily be at Srimpgate— you will notice the playful 
use of the word “ Winkle,” and pass on), and, were he to drop on to sleep, m 
the moonlight, among the ruins of some Martello towers, the wrecks of a f^ 
Admiralty piers, and the broken remains of a rotten breakwater looking like the 
skeleton ribs of some antediluvian monster, he would probably awal^ to find 
himself witnessing a spectral game of throwing for cocoanuts on me sand, 
played ^ grey-bearded, quaintly-attired phantoms, whose solemn leader would 
inform Xonr Observer that he was now, for the first time in his life, in the awfifi 
company of The Elder Brethren. As the^ spectre ceased speaking the dull 
boom of the sea would fall on the attentive ’ear of Your More-Q.uiet-th^- 
eyor Observer, and strange unearthly laughter would seem to echo along the clifts, 
and lose itself round a distant point, as one Elder Brother after another knocked 
the old-fasliioned Butch clay pipe out of the mouth of the grim Aunt Sally. 
Your Observer, recovering his courage, would turn to where a ghostly pur- 
veyor of strange drinks, unknown to Your Observer, was fiUing me cups of 
lie Elder Bremxen, receiving in exchange money of an extmct coinage, and, 
seizing a goblet, would daringly iexclaim, “ Here your health, and your 
family^s, and may they live long and prosper ! ’’—when, scarcely would the 
words have passed his lips, or, rather, soarcmy would the liquor have passed 
Lis lips, for he would not allow a drop to be wasted, than a wild, wwd cry 
would arise, followed hy the sharp rattle of thunder crashing m with tbo pro- 
longed angry roar of the sea, and the whole scene would ^ enveloped m 
totfl darkness! The next morning, a hundred years Your Uuiet Ob- 
server, with a long white beard, a tattered umbreQa of antique wttern, which 
would snap in pieces on being put up, and a very bad hat, would ^a»der Wto 
Srimpgate, which he would find slightly altered of cQUise, but not much, as 



there is no great progress to be made in merely a century 
at Srimpgate, and he would stand on the pier sur- 
rounded by the younger portion of the sea-side visitors, 
with whom the worthy old man would soon be doing a 
pretty considerable business in small change and coppers, 
in retnm for wonderful yarns about the great mysterious 
Elder Brethren, with whom he had spent a night, playing 
Aunt Sally, so long, long ago. 

Excuse this digression. But Your Observer could not 
help it : the subject has a strange charm for him ; and, 
even now, an old Salt has just pointed out to Your 
Observer a trim-looking steamer in the offing, or, to be 
accurate, about half-way towards the offing, which, he 
says, is the Trinity Boat, and “aboard it are, likely 
enough,” — ^buthere he pauses, as though, having abeady 
said too much, he were unwilling to trust a mere chance 
acquaintance with the secret. Your Observer, who, if 
he knows anything, knows human nature, specially at 
the sea-side, presses what at a distance might be taxen 
for a small silver medal, upon the ancient mariner, who, 
thereupon, plights his solemn word to drink Your Ob- 
server’s very good health, and then confides to him, hut 
in a tone scarcely above a whisper, that on hoard that 
steamer there, yonder, out there you see, are, in all 
likelihood, The Elder Brethren I And what does he 
know about these Elder Brethren? ^ If he <bank Your 
Observer’s health again, could he give any intormation 
on tiie subject ? He wipes his lips with the back of 
his hand, and thinks that “when he were a boy, he 
recollected being teached something about the Elder 
Brethren at the Sunday School; but he ain’t no 
scholard,” he adds modestly ; “and don’t rightly oall’t 
to mind, exceptin’ always about Joseph, which he were 
ill-treated by The Elder Brethren, and that’s about the 
first as he ’eard on ’em, and so his sarvioe to you. Sir, 
an’ he ’ll just step round to The Willin’ Sailor,” 
which he accordingly does. 

' Your Observer once for all {perhaps^ for the theme 
exercises a mesmeric infiuence over him) dismisses the 
[Band of Brothers, and resumes his sketch of Srimp- 
gate. 

The harbour, at this season of the year, is quite a Nau- 
tical Babel, Here are Dutchmen, Single, Double, and 
I Flying, in fact every variety of Hollander, dark- eyed, 
ear-ringed Italians, high cheek-boned Americans, sun- 
browned French, whitey - browned Danish, swarthy 
Spanish, fair-haired Norwegians— their conduct ashore 
being, as a rule, as orderly and correct as could possibly 
be expected of jovial sea-faring mariners from foreign 

S arts, whose morals are supposed by the landsman, who 
ves at home at ease and is generally misinformed on 
'most subjects, specially marine, to come under the 
I heading which is borne as a special distinction by the 
I preserved Norwegian Salmon, namely, Lax. 

^ But at this moment the clock strikes, and the waiting 
fisher-maiden enters with the tray, on which, among 
other simple fare, is a plateful of fresh-boiled, tender, 
chubby, large-eyed shrimps, intended for the evening 
meal of Your Q-uiet Observer, who is down 'here for the 
Shrimp Cure, and finds himself progressing favourably, 

' and as well as could be expecteu. He goes from laboim 
[ to refreshment, intending to continue the sketch on his 
I next piece of paper. 


Suitable to si, T* 

The Bulgarian Manchester Merchants, happily resoued 
from sentence of death for doing nothing, as far as we 
can find out, might change the name of Geshoep for 
that of Getoee. 


£500 EEWAHD. STOIEH, &0. 

What we are more interested^ in just now th^ Bul- 
:arian Atrocities are the Burglarian Atrocities. Colonel 
at a distance please accept this intimation. 


Wwi^ Boaot op Won?:s pcopbs to bbcom 
\t fiiUfyr bu ying up thcCpmpgme$ 

Board <4 

it declines to Merfereiwith old Father Thames s 
aiversions in the riverside parishes r] 
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GARRISON INSTRUCTION. 

Tmtritctor {lecturing)^ ** G-uNTL^iMBir, i. Three-Leq&ed Trestib is a Trestle with Three Legs. You had BETrER make a 
IS'OTB OF THAT, Gentlembh.” {InUnse scribllmg,) 

Qemral in Embryo {hut not at present noted for smao'tness), after a pause of some Minutes. “ I beg tottr pardon, Major but how 
MANY Legs did yott say the Trestle had ? ” {Left Httmg.) ’ 


CONTEMPORAEY CAMPAIGIS'S. 

A DAILY paper the other morning annonnced that on the previous 
Saturday, at Shepherd's Bush, the Members of the Gun Club had 
commenced their autumn “ campaign.” So then there are two 
campaigns now on foot in Europe, besides the one going on in Asia 
Minor. The campai^ers at Shepherd’s Bush will have greatly the 
advantage of those in Roumania and Armenia. Their operations 
wiU be only suspended for a few hours by the very wettest weather, 
and will not be impeded at all by frost, howsoever severe. They 
will never need more than a few hours’ encampment on Wormwood 
Scrubs, nor have any the least necessity for a single night’s bivouac. 
Every afternoony as soon as they have done firmg, they wHl all 
retire into comfortable quarters, victualled to a perfection ^unap- 
proachableby any commissariat in the world. The Members of the 
wn Club can never experience the smallest dijQdcultyin getting 
their guns into position, because there is no chance that in the 
memwhile they will ever get under fire themselves. The Turks are 
givmg the Russians a great deal of trouble ; but the Gun Club w^ 
have no such formidable customers as Turks to deal with. A cam- 
paign against Turks has disadvantages and drawbacks which do not 
attend a campaign against tame pigeons. The only danger that can 
possibly menace the assailants in the latter is perhaps a ‘°raid ” from 
the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 


^ ^ POTOO’S POST-MORTEM. 

Poor Pongo / 

So it wasmt late hours, Aquarium malaria, London fog, or London 
roast beef and beer, the excitement of visitors, or the impertinent 
tamilianty of his relations on the Darwin side, that brought him 
®oon on the heels of his visit to us. 

Ihe FosUrnoriem of Professors Virchow and HARTMANN—when 
b^e had a Fmgo two Professors sitting on his remains, and suoh 


Professors! — ^reveals more immediate origines malLmA. quite ac- 
I counts for the present want of milk in his poor black cocoa-nut I 
I His mortal illness was inflammation of the bowels. Its sources are 
not far to seek. A glove-button, iron wire, and pins, were found in 
his stomach I How had they got there ? Ko doubt, Pongo fell a 
victm to his insatiable spirit of inquiry— “ Nihil tetigit quod non 
deglutivitP He touched nothing he did not swallow. His appetite 
was not even above buttons ! 

We can hardly understand the conclusion of the brief paragraph 
which records Fong 6 *s post-mortem, viz., that “ the dissection sup- 
plies valuable information with regard to the treatment of an- 
tluopoid apes,’' unless it means that you are not to tempt them 
with a course of glove-buttons, pins, and iron-wire. We should 
have thought it needed no Pongo sent to the grave, or kept from the 
grave to teach us that, 

MCillionnaire and Half-Millionnaire. 

The Indian Eamine Eund has risen to close on M90, 000. The 
Mansion House Committee has given notice of shutting up shop, 
but money still dribbles in. Let it dribble, says Punch, till John i 
Btol has raised the flow of his aid to India to the full-tide of a 
Mlf-nulliom Then if such giving be, as we know it is on the ! 
Immortal William’s mdisputable authority, twice blessed— as 
blessmg Mm that gives not less than him that takes— the half I 
rn^onwm amount to a million in blessings ; and England’s need I 
—like OtheWs great revenge— has, no less than India’s, “stomach 
for them aU.” * i 


“tooth’s collection,” haymabket. 

A CoBKESBOisrDBasrT writes to know if this is intended for the 
benent 01 ^the Hatoham Martyr? (Not if Mr. Arthur Tooth 
knows It.) 
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HOW TO CALCULATE INTEREST. 

Bear Punch:, 

I CAXCXJLATE that when your 
Beaconseield took to cracking np 
his patriotism, he kinder overlooked, 
the great United States, or he ’d not 
have been so prond of his little game. 

Talk of looking after British in- 
terests ! Let him come and see how 
we look after onrs. Gruess if that ’s 
his notion of patriotism, he 's got 
considerable some to learn. Pll 
tell him the way we fix onr interests 
with the Indians — darn their skins I 

We conclude that their territory is 
necessary for our interests. Waal, 
we ’re patriots, we are. So we make 
a treaty to say we won’t take it. In 
April, say. Then in May we violate 
the treaty. They show fight, those 
cusses, they dew. Then we ex- 
terminate all around. And our 
interests are secured, you bet. 

Now your Beaconseield never 
looked after your interests yet, — 
not to that extent, he didn’t. But 
if that ’s patriotism,— as you bet it 
is,— why don’t the noble patriot 
politioate accordingly, and walk into 
Egypt right away, or annex the Indian 
Famine Fund, and let the population 
sqnar down natural. 

If it ’s not patriotism, snakes and 
pMuters ! what ’s he blowing for ? 
Barn all half measures, says 
Yours truly, 

Elijah Pogram. 


UTILE DULCI.^^ 

A— YOUR Skirt is" quite safe, Mrs, Miniver ! A— prat take my Arm!” 


ON JOINT AUTHORITY 
{()f Cabinet cmd Omnmm Sensed 

The only thing England has to do 
with the war— Help put a stop to it. 


THREE ILLUSTRATIONS OF A THEORY. 

Though dogmatists and duUards long opposed 
His' Theory with venomous persistence, 

Barwin may now consider it has closed 
Its— “ Struggle for existence.” 

To calm research, not fierce polemic raid. 

Truth yields her secrets. After fair inspection, 
The age twixt Science and her foes has made 
A — “Natural selection.”, 

Thon canst not. Zealotry, as blind as hot, 

Truth’s champion slay, however hard thon hittest. 
Barwin outlives detraction. Is this not 
“ Survival of the fittest ” ? 


A PAPAL BENEBICTION. 

It appears the Bug de Broglie yielded not to the crushing vote 
against him in the Chamber, but to a demand for his dismissal 
transmitted from the Yatican. Although Conservative in politics, 
the Buke, it is asserted, is a Liberal CathoHo. Hence we are informed 
that — 

“ When he assured the Senate that his Government had never thought of 
the restoration of the temporal sovereignty of the Pope, the ecclesiastical 
authorities at Rome resolved to categorically demand his removal within 
three days. Thereupon the Due de Broglie was compelled to give way to 
his successors.’’ 

What a pretty picture is here given of French poHtios ! Imagine 
Lord Beaconsfxelb resigning ofdoe at the instance of the Primate, 
or Mr. Spurgeon demanding the dismissal of Lord Berry I But 
we are assured that the Church is at the bottom of the mischief 
which is brewing : — 

“The Pope and his advisers are endeavouring" at all hazards to lead the 
Marshal to solve the existing state of things by force, because they apprehend 
that if M, Gambbtta, or any other Radical, should come to the helm now, I 


France, in conjunction with Germany and Italy, would, after the death of 
Pius the Ninth, an event which is now so imminent, demand from the 
new Pope the most effective guarantees of the acknowledgment by the Papacy 
and the Clergy of the supreme authority of the State.” 

‘‘Force” means a state of siege, and possibly a coup d^etat^ and 
oivil war to follow it, A Christian counsel this to come from the 
advisers of his His Most Christian Holiness, while he is lying on 
his death-bed. What a blessing are such counsellors to a Christian 
people I 


AN ITALIAN EXPERIMENT. 

An incident in the Italian political Brama is thus noticed in a 
recent telegram from Rome : — 

The Chamber of Deputies, after half an hour’s discussion, yesterday 
abolished capital punishment by a large majority, amid the applause of a 
multitude in the galleries.” 

In the British House of Commons the occupants of the galleries 
do not applaud legislation, and, even if they did, are not Hkely to 
demonstrate any delight in the abolition of capital punishment. 
Few of 'them, except Peter Taylor, are personally interested, in 
the matter. The case might be otherwise with the audiences in the 
galleries of some British theatres. In those of Liverpool, and 
Birmingham, for instance, would not the abolition of capital 
punishment, if announced from the stage, be likely to draw down 
entbusiastio applause from the gods F 

The abolition of executions, however,^ in Italy, as an experiment 
in corpore alieno^ may he regarded with interest, if not received 
with applause, by the British Public. 


DARWIN memorial AT CAMBRIDGE. 

It has been resolved, we read, that this memorial “ should assume 
a personal form.” But wasn’t it a Monkey ? Certainly nothing 
oo'md well he more personal than that. 
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A SPORTING PATTERN 

{Suggested hy the last Nm Old Thing in Bonnets)^ 


PEOM THE SPIEIT OE THE GEEA.T SAM. 

Elysian Fields^ November ^ 1877. 

SlE, 

AKONa tlie Spirits most recently arriyed Mtlier from tae 
Englisli upper-world, are a few qualified, at once fiy observation 
and opportunity, to fumish us, wlio are liappily removed from 
terrestrial influences, with information as to the changes in that 
mighty Metropolis which has given its name to one of the finest of 
my poems. Inasmuch as it is your profession, Sir, to inculcate 
morality hy means of wit, irony, and fancy, it is more than probable 
that you are not totally unacquainted with the works of an ancient 
author whose functions, like his figure, resembled your own. I 
allude, Sir, to the famous fabulist and nunehback, Aop. One of 
the most familiar of his apologues concerns an individual who, 
whether from a wanton love of mischief, or a malicious pleasure in 
difiusing alarm among the apprehensive, was wont to startle his 
neighbours by frequently raising the cry of “ ‘W'olf I ” when there 
was, in fact, no such beast of prey in the neighbourhood. Sir, we 
too have our criers of “ Wolf ! ” in these Fields of Asphodel. 

For some years past, these mischievous or malicious Spirits have 
brought us, again and again, unwelcome intelligence of the ap- 
proaching demolition of Temple Bar. Hitherto, such reports have 
proved^ to be mere cries of “ Wolf I ’’ where no Wolf was. Our 
latest intelligence, however, seems to be such as no sensible Spirit, 
however sceptical, would be justified in refusing to entertain. If, 
however, Temple Bar, so long threatened, be doomed at last to faU, 
what I would ask, Sir, as a former inhabitant of your great Metro- 
polis, is to be set up on or near its site, as a memorial of an edifice 
that will scarce be permitted to pass away without some commemo- 
rative erection P While the Bar itself, carefully removed stone by 
stone, and then set up again. Would find an appropriate destination 
at some point in the outer-walls of the Temple, its place in Fleet 
Street should not be left without a memorial of this venerable com- 
bination of the architecture of Wbjen with the sculptures of 
BtrsHitBr.!, 

I understand that yon have lately introduced in England not only 
legislative but practical machinery of Compulsory Education. As 
to the effect this may haye upon your rising 'generation, it would be 
premature, not to say rash, to speculate. To judge by the conversa- 
tion of many of our latest arrivals from England in these Fields, 
the step has not been taken before it was needed. 

One effect snob an enforced development of education can hardly 
fail to produce— a more general acqnamtance with my writings. My 
works, I have reason to believO, are now unknown, except to the 
ourions. My LMon is forgotten; my Etmelae ttotead, or but 
referred to to point the empty braggadocio of a frivolous Minister, 


Such fame as I may still claim rests, I hear, on the anecdotes of 
me, compiled and given to the world hy one, whose reverence for 
me in life seemed alike inconsistent with his nationality, ineomjnen- 
surate with his intelligence, and irreeoncileable with his habits. 
That Sajhtjel Johnsont should owe what reputation he still retains 
to James Boswell, is an instance of the irony of fate as startling 
as any I have employed to point the moral of the most pungent of 
my Poems. 

One anecdote of me, transmitted by my Scottish Biographer, 
recalls a conversation between myself and Dr, Goldsmith on the 
heads which then crowned Temple Bar. Others record my love of 
the great thoroughfare in which it stands; and one of the latter 
connects my name with the observation, at first sight trivial, 
“ Sir, let ns take a walk along Fleet Street ! ” 

Sir, I am not at this distance of time disposed to retract that re- 
commendation. Nor do I think that any one who may have fol- 
lowed it intelligently, will have had reason to regret his compliance 
with my advice. 

I should be glad to learn that my statue was to be set up in the 
Strand, opposite the site of Temple Bar, looking towards St. Paul’s, 
and with these words inscribed on its pedestal. I fear that, except 
yourself. Sir, there are not many now living who know the spirit 
in which Fleet Street should he perambulated, or are capable of 
deriving from their walk those lessons which it is capable of affordmg 
to the observer of men and manners. I was : so was Dr. Goldsmith : 
so was Sir Joshua : so was William HqoAETH. 

Let me hope that such a statue, so inscribed, may lead some to 
walk where I and these once loved to walk, and in a kindred spirit, 

I address this letter to you, Sir, as I understand that you follow, 
at whatever distance, in the footsteps which I left imprinted in the 
Rambler and the Idler, and that, like me, you are at once an in- 
habitant and a perambulator of the most crowded, and, as such, the 
most instructive, ihoroughfare in the world. 

I have the honour to inscribe myself, Sir, 

Your most faitMul, humble servant, 

Samuel Iohnsoh, 


TEAPOT AND TIAEA. 

The Times^ Prussian Correspondent at Berlin announces that the 
German Government, in contemplation of a probable Conclave, 
“ have signified their intention to devise a more amicable modus 
vivendi, it a temperate Pope, averse from interfering with the new 
political arrangements of Germany, be elected,” A “temperate” 
Pope I Nobody needs he told how absurd is tbe insinuation ima- 
ginable in that invidious epithet. It used, indeed, to he said, truly 
or falsely, that Pxo Nono’s predecessor, Ghegoet the Sixteenth, 
was somewhat given to plenary if not sometimes overmuch indul- 
gence in “ intoxicating liquors.” Of his present Holiness, to be 
sure, it may have been truly affirmahle that, vexations notwith- 
standing — 

The Pope he leads a happy life.*’ 

I Perhaps, too, although averse from a political modus vivendi, yet 
personally ever a model of good living, he has habitually so lived as 
to justify the statement that 

“He drinks the best of sparkling wine.” 

Still, nobody has ever so much as hinted that the present vene- 
rable occupant of the See of Petbe was ever in the slightest way of 
being half-seas over. The German Government’s expression of a 
wish that the next Pope may he temperate, may possibly be one of 
Bismaeck’s equivocal jokes ; but to be a more temperate Pope in 
respect of his glass than the Prisoner of the Yatican, the next 
Pope would have to he a Teetotaller. It is on the cards that he 
may be. Time will, perhaps, show whether or no Prince BrsMAECK 
will he able to arrange a modus vivendi with Cardinal Manning, 
and Italy come likewise to terms with a Pope so temperate, that 
he approves of the United Kingdom Alliance. 


“ J’y suis et jy restel” 

IL restera f Will he ? StiU the line ’s ahlock, 
The look-ont, never bright, grows duller ; 

Yet ’gainst the Duke we ’ll back the Gallic cook ! 
Magenta ’s not a staying colour. 


WCSDOM EEOM THE EAST. 

Hebe is a^ndlitary maxim which, it is hoped, the big wigs of the 
Horse Guards have by this time worked into their system : — 

“ The rifle for your adversary, and the spAde for yourselves, are the tools 
of modem war.”—(Colonel Loyd Lindsay at the Westminster Binmr.) 
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HIGHLY CONSIDERATE. 

Little SmithMnidehonairly). “ Object to Smokikg?” 

Korth Briton, “ in' the least, if it dofs na' mak’ yb Sag’ 1" 

[As Little S, said, he cat the old Qad for the rest of the jowrmyf 


SOME EECOMPEiNTSE FOE A WRONG-. 

Mr. PtnsrcBC is Eappy to see that the Gov- 
ternnient, adopting the suggestion of a jurist 
whom modesty forbids him to name, have re- 
oogrdscd the position that a just and generous 
country is bound in justice and generosity 
to make reparation to guiltless persons made 
examples of for their country’s good. 

‘‘The three men named ‘Wild, Jackson, and 
Gbeentvood, who were wrongly convicted of an 
outrage on the woman Blackbuhn, near Burn- 
ley, and who, after being ‘pardoned,* were re- 
leased from Pentonville Prison, eleven days ago, 
each received on Saturday a letter, which had 
been sent by the direction of the Home Secre- 
TARY, stating that, on receipts being sent by 
them, a gratuity of £6 lOfi. would be forwarded 
to them/' 

For “gratuity” read “compensation.” 
Though “compensation” is, perhaps, rather 
a large word ; but in fixing such amounts or 
such sums, the Government must, of course, 
he limited by the means of the nation. 


Well Out of It. 

It was wired from Paris the other day 
that ex- President General Geant, on leav- 
ing the French capital for Lyons, paid a 
farewell visit to President Marshal Mac- 
Mahon. Did the President take the oppor- 
tnnity of obtaining from the ex-President 
advice how to back out of a fix with ease 
and elegance ? Any way, he seems to have 
learnt the secret from somebody. If we 
may' believe the last bulletins which 
Lunch is slow to do — “ II s^est soumis,^^ 
and, being so, II y resfera. 


NOTES EEOM DE. BEIGHTON^S OASE-BOOK. 


Caftain Fiatfoot, aged thirty-five. Smokes all day. Spends his 
time iu billiards and lounging down the King’s Road. Utterly bored. 
Can read nothing but Ruffes Guide to the Turf, Hates ladies’ 
society. Has treated Mmsmf with “pegs” (otherwise glasses of 
brandy and soda-water), taken every haS hour. Prescription— A 
course of lawn tennis. 

Clara Babtkg-tonNash, aged seventeen. W ears a light Ulster with 
three capes to it. Fond of talking slang. Thinks Major Smith 
(who was in the Bombay Heavy Dragoons) “awful fun.” Reads 
Outda’s Novels. Says she smokes cigarettes. Skates at Melli- 
soh’s. Prescription— Two years longer at her boarding school. 

Herbert Teoterfour, aged twenty-five. Spends his day in talk- 
ing nonsense to the Misses Butterfly. Dances all night at the 
Grand Hotel or balls of equal seleotness in other parts of the town. 
Spends about eight times Ms income in the Club Card-room. Neglects 
Ms future and undermines Ms health. Prescription— Immediate 
return to Ms stool in the Government Office to which he belongs. 

Ida Dyaway, aged twenty-four. Ultra-romantic. Deeply in 
love -with Major Brass Farthino. Enjoys moonlight strolls on the 
New Pier, writes two letters daily to the object of her affections. 
Prescription— A good “ talking-to ” from old Dyaway, who made 
! his money out of tallow, and knows the exact value of Major Bbass 
Farthlno, both from a pecuniary and a moral point of view. If 
this has no effect, a lengthy tour on the Continent. 

The Hon. Mrs. Dashalong-, between thirty and sixty. Wears 
dyed hair, Persian bloom, and pearl powder. Smokes. Drives a 
couple of ponies. Calls men by their Christian names. Flirts with 


bristian names. Flirts with 


couple of ponies. Calls men by their Christian names. Flirts with 
the worst known roues. In every imaginable way sets healthy public 
opinion at defiance. Prescription — The cnt^direot. 

1 Frances Flaccid. Aged thirty-eight. Languid, lazy, stout, 
melancholy. Fond of eating. Hates walking. Sleeps eighteen 
hours out of the twenty-four. Prescription— Hard work. 

MR, JPUNCJEC, Age— the prime of life. Hates second-rate shops. 
Does not care for the sea when it is covered with fog or looks dusty. 
Tired of skating-rinks. Prefers to see Town faces in Town. Objects 
to third-rate scandal. Dislikeb ex-soldiers. Cannot tolerate brass- 
bands. Never could believe in ozone. Fond of wMstling “ JSTozwe, 
Stoeet jBEomeP Prescription— London. 

The Worst Christmas Waits.— CMistmas-boxes and Hampers 
at the Railway, Stations. 


IRISH TRIAL BY JURY. 

In the Mitchelstown Libel Case, tried last week in the Irish Court 
of Gueen’s Bench, the Lord Chief Justice concluded his summing-up 
by telling the Jury that the publication of the letters forming the 
ground of action was, he had no hesitation in sayingj “libellous; 
that it was a fool, unfounded libel, and that, considering the time, 
opportunity, and circumstances under which it was published, it 
was a libel of the most pernicious tendency.” On. the only two 
counts of the'indictment on which the Jury could agree their verdict 
was “ Not Guilty.” This is just what a Judge who understands 
Irishmen and Irish pig-driving ought to have expected. He ought 
not to need telling, that the next time he thinks the plaintiff’s case 
proved, he should charge for the defendant. 


Witnesses and Victims. 

“ A Solicitor,” having been subpoenaed as a witness to attend an 
action in a certain Court, complains in the Times, that there heiui^ 
no accommodation whatever provided for witnesses at thatConrr* 
nor any other Court, he believes, of the Chancery Division, they, 
“ are compelled (women as well as men) whenever, as^ frequently 
happens, they are ordered out of Court, to stand about in the open 
air lor days together, in all weathers, which at this - season is not 
only unpleasant but dangerous to health.” If this is so, and any 
unfortunate witness, thus shut out in the cold, should catch Ms 
death, whom should a Coroner’s Jury send to trial for manslaughter — 
the Office of Works, or the Permanent Secretary of the Treasury, or 
the High Court of Parliament, ox the High Court of Justiciary ? 
Somebody must be to blame. 

New Thing in Hats. 

Atv article in the window of a Hatter’s shop iu Fleet Street is 
labelled “ The Patent Bismarck Flexible Silk Hat.” The names 
of great Generals used in other days to be appropriated to boots ; 
but there was never any Blucher or Wellington Hat. A fitness of 
things may be perceptible in the notion of a Bismarck Hat ; as a 
hat is for the head, and head is the Great Chancellor’s strong point. 
It may be difficult, at first blush, to imagine Bismarck in a flexible 
hat. But when one comes to tMnk of it, an inflexible head in a 
flexible hat is not at aU a bad symbol fot the Policy of Blood and 
Iron in diplomatic forms. 
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“ Tab litilb Dcg iat aHBD xo see BtOH 

Pubtch's excellent friend, Dr. Acr-AND, one of Oxford stoutest 
scientific pillars, and of longest standing, has been leotnring before 
the TTnivexsity on “ Rabies and Hydrophobia.” The Yice-Chan- 
cellor, the Dean of Christchurch, Professor Rtrsxiisr, many learned 
Members of the University, and many Ladies were present. No 
wonder. Everybody— big wig or little, male or female— has a corner 
in his or her heart for man’s — and woman’s — best friend — ^the Dog. 
As I write, Toby nestles closer to the waste-paper basket. There 


Spoet. {JJ'nXil ho vm cmgM^ poor follow / ) 

is a nerve-telegraph hetween ns. He knows I am writing about 
his kind, and, as needs must be, kindly. 

Prom animal poisons in general the learned Doctor passed to the 
poison of rabies^ and its mode of action on the nerve-tissaes. Into 
thi« unpleasant field Punch does not eare to carry his readers. 
Suffice it to say, that the rahies-poison produces the most painW 
symptoms of lock-jaw or strychnine-poisoning. The Doctor’s 
description of the disease, we fear, was more masterly than hit 
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MUTUAL JUDGMENTS. 

SoiNE — A Eorse Fair. 


Aristocrat Ya-aj*, he may be a Jewel, a~but totj want too much foe him. He ’s oot shoe an ttoly Head and Legs ! ’ 
Irish Dealer. “An’ faith, Soe, if the Hoeese codld only Spake, he’d be afthee saying as much iv toe Honoite I” 


suggestion of remedy was confident. Seeing tliat we can’t enre it, 
prevention, in this case pre-eminently, would be ever so much better 
than cure. But how to secure prevention ? There ’s the mb. "We 
can hardly feel satisfied with the Doctor’s suggestions— a rigorous 
dog-tax, a collar with the owner’s name and number of his licence 
— fike a Special War-Correspondent— and death to any dog found 
abroad without his collar! 

Hard lines! to be collared for lack of collar by a stem policeman, 
and consigned to the fatal fumes, which are used in Hew York to 
quench the vital spark of the homeless, masterless dog-poor waif 
and stray, who has a master somewhere, if he could only find him, 
and is, nine times out of ten, more worthy of compassion and care 
than of execution. 

But we have a Dog-tax— and we have dog-collars, and, alas, we 
have swift and sudden execution of homeless and masterless dogs — 
more ’s the pity. 

How are we, then— if these precautions are made ever so stringent 
and universal— to prevent rabies ? Here we desiderate more scien- 
tific lucidity from our scientific Doctor. 

One of the kindest, as he is one of the most scientific of men, 
reared in due love and familiarity with dogs, in his patriarchal, 
old-world home at Killerton, he would of a surety recommend 
nothing that he did not believe called for by the emergency of the 
case. And so we are forced to the conclusion that he sees no other 
way for it but death for the dog without a master, or at least, the 
outward and visible sign of one — a collar. 

But it is a stem and a sad necessity, if necessity it be. Punch 
woidd have been loath to believe it on any less gentle, and thought- 
ful, and weU-informed an authority than Dr. ACLAND, As it^ is — 
Toby .... But no—thou art safe. Ho rabies to be feared for 
thee, but the exceeding wrath aroused sometimes over the never- 
ending accumulalion in the waste-paper, basket over which 
thou keepest guard, and thf wrath at the wrongs and hum- 
bugs of the world against whaoh thou seest thy Master uplift his 
Mton, 

ISo rest, rest perturbed spirit, EeqwUseas pace ” in life by 
thy Master’s side, in death in his family grave, not far from his 


A BEMONSTRANCE FROM ROMSET. 

Me, Punch— 8ie, 

Tisn’t ofien as we gets the chance of having a peg at your 
Honor, but summut in your last week’s peaper has give it to me. 
You says that tho’ we may walk to Romsey straight, we med goo 
back walking zigzag like. That med be all tru enof , but you said 
that seame last year. Please read. I han’t got your peaper in 
which it was, but I can recolect near enuf 

“ And though tbe rhoad to Rumsey 's straight, 

’ Tis zigzag back from there ; 

Mind that, whenever y ou goes to dale 
In pigs at Romsey fare.” 

1 think the verses of which the above is one, was called “ Rnm 
uns from Romsey.” Please zee tbe heading to last week’s shove at 
us down Romsey way. 

I wiR now take the liberty of telling you where you be wrong 
about us in some other respeos. G-wain to Romsey isn’t by any 
means sinonimus with gettin drank ; and why ? because we ’ve got 
Squire and his wife at Broadlands, both on um, to their credit, 
workin hard to put down drinkin o’ beer, and tryin wi all tbir 
might to persuade us to drink nothin bat water or tea, and they 
have succeeded so well, that the sayin “ haven bin to Romsey,” if 
it ever were used, don’t now apply to the pleace* 

Where you be most of aR wrong, however, is in caRin of it Romsey 
on the mud. How could a place be on the mud ? Mud ’s mostly soft. 
Besides, here’s a Rttle bit of a rime mead up afore you was bom, or 
me neither, and I ’m older than you, as I can very weR remember 
your fust appearance : — 

“ Rumsey in the mud, 

Tytherley on the stoans, 

Rumsey ate the mate, 

Tytherley picked the boana.” 

I remaiu, Sir, 

Your most obejiant humble Servant, 

A RoMSBX PiGDALEB. 
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GRADQRIND ON GOSCHEN. 

Me. Punch, Sir, 

■ — = ^8 a man of business, I baye 

seldom been more dis- 
i gnsted than I was m 

fi \=:i reading tbe report of the 

— K^jr =^= S 3 speech which Mr. G-oschen 

M \~ delivered the other day 

before the Liverpool Insti- 

===^y [^**'^* 

oier, a possible Chai^el^r 

OT a. writeviov the Family/ 
JECerald, Listen to him ! 

“^hile others pleaded on behalf of useful knowledge .... he wished to 
speak on behalf of the cultivation of the imaginative faculties in the broadest 
sense of the term; and he was not afraid to say this before a Liverpool 
audience, because he w'ould not admit that there was any antagonism between 
business and the cultivation of the imaginative faculties.” 

The deuce he wouldn’t I I wonder the Liverpool audience didn’t 
hiss him out of the hall. 

“He wanted men to cultivate the power of forming ideal pictures.” 

Ideal pictures ! Is this to he borne ? 

“ He did not want them to know only ordinary facts.” 

Of course not. Pacts are the pitiless foes of fudge, 

“ He regretted the theory which regards as stuff and nonsense all that does 
not bear upon the immediate practical duties of life.” 

Of course, Sir, a wholesale dealer in “stuff and nonsense” will 
reject an^ theory that interferes with his trade. 

“ He wanted them to breathe the bracing ozone of imagination.” j 

How, Sir, what, in the nam^ of outraged common sense, is “the 
bracing ozone of imagination ? ” It is not an article quoted in the 
markets of the world. Is it a new quack medicine devised by this 
charlatan ? He proceeds to defend the brain-softening practice of 
reading novels. Possibly, following his own prescription in this 
partLcmar has reduced him to Ms present pitiable estate. He dis- 
parages the only Imd of fiction for wMch a word might he said, and 
that m which daily^ life is faithfully photographed, in favour of 
-that in wMeh imagination is dominant, romance rampant, senti- 
ment supreme. Sir, this is the very perversity of imbecility. 

^ He eulogises Alice in Wonderlands Sir, some pernicious believer 
in * ideal pictures” surreptitiously presented that book to my 
youngest daughter, aged eight, I examined the volume. It is a 
^ssue of the most insane absurdities, that would do credit to Colney 
Hatch. Of course, I burned the book, and put my daughter on bread, 
and water for twenty-four hours as a penance for looking into it. And 
now this---this man of business— publicly praises it ! Sir, he should 


prose. Of course he would. Prose is the language of sense, poetry 
the jargon of lunacy. Haturally Mr. G. prefers the latter. Here, 
however, is his crowning imbecility: “ Imagmation, ia its highest 
and broadest sense, is necessary for the noble discharge of imperial 
duties.” _ Merciful powers I We are to rule India, I suppose, by 
imagmation, instead of the strong hand. Perhaps that ’s why they 
have made a poet Governor-General. A nice mess he will probably 
make of it! Sympathy, imagination, sentiment, in dealing with 
subject-races and alien creeds! Pudge! Why 'I couldn’t keep 
my clerks in order with such maudlin milk-and-water, “ Toe the 
liim, and no nonsense ! ” — ^that ’s the only rule for rulers. 

Sir, this seH^styled “business man” has started a crusade 
against facts. Yes, Sir, incredible as the fact may appear, so it is. i 


He disparages facts. I say there is nothing else m creation worth a 
sucked orange. He defends novels. I would do as Omar Pasha 
did with the lot of ’em, when he burnt the Alexandrian Library. 
He ’d import imagmation into commerce, daily life, even into the 
Art of Euling, possibly— for I really don’t know where he ’d stop— 
into the very Ledher itself ! I wotild confine it to lunatic asylums. 
I am confident that aU the real business men of tMs practical land 
will be on my side. “ Facts for ever, and no quarter to Fudge ! ” 
That is onr motto. It is our homiden dnt 3 r to rally round onr 
standard ia uncompromising hostility to this idiot with Ms “ideal 
pictures” and Ms “bracing ozone of imagmation. Let Mr. 
Goschen give up commerce and politics, and take to rhyme- 
spinning, leaving the all-important, the only important, sphere of 
Facts and Figures to men of the same mind as. 

Yours, uncompromisingly, 

L. S. D. Gradobind. 


OBEDIENTIA DOOET. 

{From the “ Machonochie^s Letter Writer compiled for the use 
of all Congregations who may he in douht as to how they 
ought to address “ all those who are placed in authority oxter 
themP) 

l, 

From a Suhaltern on receiving a Private Reprimand from Ms 
Colonels 

Mt Dear Colonel, 

I HATE received your “ friendly” protest, dated the 3rd of 
March last, and if I have not thought fit to take any notice of that 
communication for nine months, yon are at liberty to set it down 
to the fact that I have been engaged a portion of that time in play- 
ing in a cricket-match in the north of Scotland. With regard to 
what yon urge against my wearing “ the cooked hat of a Field Mar- 
shal and a false nose on parade,” I have merely to point out to you 
that I consider your objections trivial in the extreme. Moreover, 
let me add for your enlightenment in a matter in which I as your 
subordinate, obviously the proper person, am to instruct you, that 
the decay of military enthusiasm can be traced directly to the dis- 
appearance of suitable adjustments of this kind. I shall, therefore, 
continue to appear in them as usual, and not deprive the noble 
fellows, who enjoy the spectacle, of this spur to duty which neither 
yon nor six dozen Colonels shall compel me to relinquish. How- 
ever, believe me, yours considerately, 

A, Flatt {Fnsign). 

H, 

From a JSopeful Child, about to return Home for the FLoUdaye^ 
to Ms anxious Parents, 

My Dear Parents, 

On the eve of that pleasing relaxation from my studies, 

I wMch, with a creditable regard for Ms own pocket, onr worthy 
Principal has this term announced Ms intention of extending to 
the length of six weeks, I am writing you a few lines, and I trust you 
will both find them as palatable as they are meant to he premoni- 
tory. It must he fresh in your recollection that, on a former occa- 
sion of tMs kind, vou took serious exception to the manufacture 
and discharge of fireworks in my bedroom, wMle, if my memory 
does not fail me, there was some sort of protest raised, either by one 
or by both of you, against, not only the preservation of live eels in 
the niter, but even the tuning of the piano with the firetongs, and a 
general attention to the entire clockwork of the house with hair-oil. 

How, it is not for me to have to argue about such obvious frivoli- 
ties (you must pardon my frankness) as are your “reasons ” for any 
abandonment by me of these interesting pastimes and pursuits, and 
so I leave it to your natural good sense and discretion to appreciate 
the position a child, who will he eleven next birthday, should 
assume and preserve in a matter of this sort. Let me tnen con- 
clude, my dear Parents, by simply expressing a wish that I shall 
hear no more of tMs affair, and that my advent in the midst of the 
family circle with five pounds of gunpowder may he hailed, if not 
with open enthusiasm, at least with tacit hut cordial acquiescence. 

WisMng yon, in the meantime, ridiculous though they are, aU 
the usual compliments of the season, I am your dutiful Wt always 
judicious son, 

Thomas BuMRua. 

m. 

From an OpMcleide Player, who is given to extemporisiny, to a 
Conductor of an Orchestra, who has sent Mm a remonstrance. 

Sir, 

The unmanly and insolent protest wMch you have reg^ii^d 
it as your nroviace” to address to one whq ‘Splays unto your 
leadersMp ” (1)» shall meet from my hands the contempt it deserves. 
It would be beneath my dignity, as a musician and as a man, to 
prove to you why it ia not only a recreation, but a duty, to‘ intro- 
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duce long passages a piacere on my powerful instmment into tte 
andante of any concerto, whenever and however I like. No, Sir, 
yon are a mere leader, and nothing more ; and if yon ever wish to 
know what it was that brought about the decline of the great Art of 
which I am a humble votary, you may be enlightened by applying to 
Tours resolutely. 

Your LEAnura Opbicieidb. 

IV. 

From a Stockhroker to a Client who has objected to an Investment 
effected on his Account, 

Dear Sir, 

Yoxr authorised me'to sell out £9,764 Gr : Ind : Peninsular 
Stock at the then current price, and invest the amount realised in 
the Three per Cents. With regard to the latter part of your com- 
mission, it is. as you express it, “a fact that I have done nothing 
of the hind.” On the contrary, I have put the whole lump sum 
bodily into a South Patagonian mine, guaranteeing an interest of 
29 per cent. "Well, what do you say to that ? Am I to invest your 
property to*suit my fancies or yours f Tour astonishment'is really 
ridiculous, and you can take whatever steps you like to “ recover.” 

Yours, &c. 

B. SWA-MP. 

V. 

From a disagreeable Visitor who annoys his Host^ and has had it 
politely hinted to him that Ms room will be wanted shortly, 

1 A.M. — have been turning over since 9*30, the extremely dis- 
courteous manner in which I consider that I have been treated, 
more especial^ by your reference to the fact that you expect the 
, Humpebs on Tuesday fortnight ; and I have only to meet that piece 
of information by another especially explicit. I shall not turn out. 
You asked here on a visit, no doubt, unconscious of the fact that I 


POOS OLD ENGLAND. 

As painted by certain Patriots of the Period, 

I ’m a very fine Old Lady, and the wonder of the world. 

On every sea my keels fioat free, my banner is unfurled; 

But neither pluck, nor power, nor luck, my stout old soul preserves 
From frequent fits of fidgets^ and from bad attacks of nerves. 

Despite my fiag the world will wag, at a perplexing pace, 

A fact, you see, that taxes me to hold the foremost place ; 

It ’s mine by right, but then to fight, and keep up fleets and things. 
Is a burden that no end of work and botheration brings. 

In statu quo f Precisely so. I ’m very well content ; 

As I We all I want at present, new arrangements I 'd prevent ; 

Why can’t all parties do the like, in peace and quiet dwell, 

And BO preserve the state of things that suits my book so well? 


But bless you, no I They want to 
they can, 


*grow”; to grab where grab 


And some have got the cheek to say that used to be my plan ; 
Perhaps, but I know better now. Why can’t they learn of me. 

To settle down on their own lots, and live contentedlie ? 

But when they baulk my little schemes, or get into my way. 

Block paths which I desire to use, or may desire some day; 

It puts lae dreadfully about, it makes me very cross, 

I canH look on at other^s gain which may portend my loss I 

I \e go|; a of lapd about, a longish way from home ; 

Others are bound orpins my paths wherever they may roam ; 

But then they shouldn’t haag about, or settk nqar Biy traoksj 

though they tho^b^ W gaw was gopdi wA au^ed at going 

snaokSf 


It worries me. I do not want to spend a lot more cash 
In all sorts of insurances to save myself from smash. 

Some tell me that to guard my game I must not grudge expense, 
But I hold disarming others is the cheapest self-defence. 

They mustn’t grow so powerful as to give me cause for fear ; 
Wherever I may wish to go all roads must be kept clear ; 

All gateways open wide to me with no one to take toll— 

That’s patriotic policy, and soothing to my soul. 

I ’m a wonderful old woman, but my nerves are waxing weak, 
To hold my own in quietness is all that now I seek. 

Why can’t the nations all keep still, like well-conducted boys, 
And not disturb my peace of mind by kicking up a noise ? ^ 


PAROCHIAL PLUM PUDDING. 



urge one or more of these things as an excuse for your dastardly 
ana ungentlemanly conduct ; but let me teU you, that this is your 
house and not mine, and that once within its walls there I stay. As 
to my violating the duties enforced by tbe acceptance of hospitality— 
nonsense. It is the guest who is to teach the host what his house is 
meant for, — and the sooner you learn with what sort of man you 
have to deal the better, I haven’t been to Holborn for nothing ! 
But I am too indignant to continue, and so close this, (and shall 
ring up a servant,) as I see it is now 3*17 a.m. 


^ ^ POTIEB Dick/’ to the 

^ taste of children in 
^ general, is nicer 
than Suet Pudding, This 
consideration occurred to the 
considerate Birmingham 
Board of Guardians. There- 
fore they desired to substi- 
tute now and then for Suet 
Pudding, by way of a 
change in the Workhouse 
dietary, ** Spotted Dick.” 
Now, the dietary of the Bir- 
mingham WoxMiouse is re- 
gulated by the authority of 
the Local Government 
Board. “ Spotted Dick” is 
a luxury which it did not 
comprise. So, to be enabled 
to augment it with that 
desired addition, the Guar- 
dians had to get permission 
from their superiors iu 
London. According to the 
Birmingham Postj they 
paper, with the wide official 


Ah ! si^aQks, that ij, TWte W loqt a bit of piokia I got 111 
But '^hat thoy *d, Kk® to nibble ati OT waybo bolt the lot. 

They’re vrelcotoe, quite, to foragej&r themselves in other places, 5i 
But, then, they ought to cry ‘"Hold hardl ’’ whene’e^f they ^y 
my traces. 


received, “ written on highly official paper, with the wide official 
margin, and with the regulation official number iu the corner,” the 
following reply :— 

** The Local Govemment Board approve of the proposal of the Guardians 
of the parish of Birmingham to give the children in the Workhouse currant 
pudding occasionally, instead of suet pudding. With regard, however, to the 
formula of the currant pudding, the Board are advised that a little sugar 
should form one of the ingredients of the pudding, to make it more palatable.' 

From' this concluding official remark it shows that a “formula” 
for the 'composition of ' Currant Pudding had accompanied the 
request for leave to add it to the diversities of Workhouse fare, 
and that in the receipt for “Spotted Dick” sug^ was omitted. 
Not to have known the ingredients of “ Spotted Dick” argues the 
Birmingham Guardians to have known nothing of Cookery. Had 
there been a Lady on the Board, then, of course, one of the Guar- 
dians would have been Cook enough to know how to make “ Spotted 
Dick.” It is difficult to imagiue even Workhouse Guardians ac- 
tuated hy mere parsimony in proposing a scheme for “Spotted 
Dick ” without sugar. But if that sort of “ Spotted Dick ” was the 
Currant Pudding contemplated as a welcome ohangefrom Suet Pud- 
ding in the Birmingham Workhouse bill of fare, wbat sort of thing, 
we may wonder, is the customary Suet Pudding ? Perhaps something 
of the kind that Schoolboys in tbe select academies of other days 
named “ Stick-jaw.’’ What a viand must be the Stick-jaw which 
would correspond with sugarless “ Spotted Dick! ” , 

The “ Spotted Dick ” which the Birmingham Pauper Children 
are now destined to enjoy will be sweetened, as the Local Govern- 
ment Board recommend, with a “little sugar.” Let us hope 
that the Birmingham Workhouse “Spotted Dick”— is>ace the Local 
Government Board— wiH be worthy of his name ; the currants not 
too few and far between. There may be economy without stingi- ! 
ness in serving the little Pauper Children with “ Spotted Dick ” 
as their first course, that so, the edge being taken ofi their holiday 
appetites on that, they may afterwards partake with due modera- 
tion of the Boast Beef, Turkey, and other good things which will 
doubtless succeed the Parochial Plum Pudding. 

Tajotg tbe Bisk.— Nowadays it is the buyers of silk goods who 
must “ stand the hazard of the d^e.” 

A VBET Wise Push eor the Turks.— To Tirnova— a new leaf. 




APTLY QUOTED FROM THE ADVERTISEMENT COLUMN. 

Thrifty Wife. ** Oh, Aloerkon 1 Monv ttseless China ! More Money thrown away when we have so little to stare 1 *' 
Amiable Ohincmardac. “ Pooh 1 pooh I my Love 1 ‘Money hot so much an Object as a comfortable Some,* you know I’’ 


A TROUBLESOME PEN. 

Interlocutors— Me. Punch and Sheplierdfl. 

PxmoE. A skittisL lot, eh, Shepherds ? 

First Shepherd {wearily). Ay, indeed ! 

Would we had never introduced the breed. 

They plague ns as overlooks ^em more than flocks 
Of sober muttons of the good old stocks. 

Second Shepherd, Time was when sheep were sheep, and fed 
together, 

Obedient to the lead of the bell-wether ; 

But this queer lot will keep no ordered way— 

Their sole delight to break bounds and to stray. 

Punch, Half-bred of course ? 

First Shepherd, Why, yes, some swear they come 

Through Oxford'crossing with a strain from Borne. 

Punch, Why care to keep them P 

Second Shepherd, Humph ! maybe we don’t, 

If they ’d clear out completely, but they wonH-- 
For though they spurn aU bounds, and scorn to brook 
The mild restraints of collie and of crook, 

You see, they like the pasture. 

Third Shepherd,^ "Were they pigs. 

They could not i)^lay up more cantankerous rigs. 

But porcine obstinacy they combine . 

With a sleek slyness seldom seen in swine. 

Pmch, Hor mnch in sheep ? 

First ^pherd. Well, this peculiar breed, 

Though clothed sheep-fashion, are— ahem!— indeed, 

I do not love hard words. 

Punch, Plain words, my friend. 

May often save much mischief in the end. 

Especially when backed by action bold. 

Second Shepherd, Why, y-e-e-s ; but then perchance a rival fold 
Might snap them np. 

Punch, A right good riddance too I 

Second Shepherd, Humph! — well, we do not quite know what 
to do. 


Punch, That’sawkward— in a Shepherd; for you see, 

Where Shepherds are at fault, stray sheep there ’ll be. 

Second Shepherd, Well, not long since we put our foot down 
hard. 

And built this stronger pen to check and guard ; 

But, bless you ! where ’s the use ? They slip and creep 
Out of the smallest cranny, do these sheep : 

And vault where they can’t wriggle. 

Punch, Where ’s yonr crook ? 

First Shepherd, Nay, if the worst of ’em we try to hook, 

, They simply— knock us over ! Such a lot 
Might make the mildest Shepherd’s temper hot. 

Punch, Ho doubt a breed of bolters is provoking. 

But when you check ’em p’raps they think yon ’re joking. 
And query, is it worth such pains to keep 
Inside the pen such very headstrong sheep. 

If they will break bounds, why not let ’em roam 
Off to the place their cross first came from — Borne ? 

They ’U scarcely find the feeding there so fat, 

But sheep that will bolt must put up with that. 

Cool they may be, yet scarce can claim as due, 

Housing and feed, and right of bolting too ! 

A Crack in, Freemasonry. 

The Gfrand Orient of the Central Lodge of French Freemasonry 
has been striking out of its programme what have hitherto been the 
corner-stones of the Masonic Faith, belief in the existence of a Cod 
and the Immortality of the Soul; so cutting down its Trinity of 
belief to a Unity— the “ soHdaritS of man,” All Punchy thongh no 
Mason, can say is, that if Freemason’s faith be reduced to this, he 
would not give very much for the solidariti of Masonry. 

The English Grand Lodge, through the mouth of England’s Pro- 
Grand Master, Lord Caernarvon, has met to protest against this 
amputation of two of the three legs on which Freemasonry stands, 
and if the Grand Orient persists in this grabbing up of its best, 
broadest, and deepest foundatioB. stones, the end wul be a crack in 
the hitherto solid pillars of Jachxn and Boaz all over the world ^ 
Ahiit omen ! 




AT THE CATTLE SHOW. 

(A TROUBLESOME LOT) 
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PETTING EXTRAORDINARY. 

T he Edinburgh Daily 
Review^ tlie other day, 
informs ns that a young 
American Lady residing in 
that city, "whose name Jfr. 
JPunch does not care to im- 
mortalise, lately 
had, her fa- 
vourite mare 
shod with shoes 
of solid gold, at 
an expense of 
between, four 
and five hun- 
dred pounds. 

This pleasant 
method of “mak- 
ing the mare to 
go,’’ will, no 
douht, find imi- 
tators among 
Ladies who de- 
light to show 
their fondness for 
their pets, and 
who, though not 
restrained by 
common sense or 
shortness of cash, 

have not hitherto been led with proper spirit. This young Lady’s 
imitation of one of the worst of the Roman Emperors should give 
them courage. How delightful to the lover of the lower animals to 
read such announcements as the following 

Miss Selina Hushin&ton has just presented her pet pug with a 
very handsome solid-gold timepiece, in order that the dear intelli- 
gent creature may be able to be punctual in the hours of his meals. 
The timepiece is surmounted by a beautifully modelled statuette of 
her favourite turning up his nose at his victuals or at the lower 
orders, we have not ascertained which. 

Mrs. M. T. Head has, we understand, provided for a very old 
Donkey long attached to the family a beautifully chased silver 
pitch-pipe, to aid him in getting the correct key-note in his bray I 
An elderly unmarried lady, Miss Fitz-GtEBBOn, has presented to 
the Zoological Society a handsomely-bound copy of the complete 
works of Mr. Darwin, as the nucleus of a library for the use ot the 
inmates of the Monkey-house. 

Miss SwEBTLiPS, of Floriline City, Kansas, U.S., has lately, we 
are informed, presented her domesticated Skunk with a most exqui- 
site Yenetian-glass scent-bottle, which the playful little animal 
seems at present hardly to know what to do with, but will, no 
doubt, iu time learn to appreciate, if not use. 



OUR WINTER EXHIBITION. 

No. II,— Sketch oe SRiKPeAiE-oi^-SEA jdn Winter, 
{Damramic View (continued by Our Own Quiet Observer,) 

Srimpgate Harbour, in consequence of being much sought by 
seamen of all nations in difficulties, presents, in anything like a 
boisterous winter time, a most animated and picturesque appear- 
ance. The piers, the harbour, and that portion of the lower town 
which adjoins the harbour, are thronged at all hours by bronzed, 
weather-beaten men in every variety of costume. An Operatic 
Stage-Manager, at a loss for a novelty in grouping, has only to run 
down to Srimpgate-on-Sea, and take in the tableaux at a coup d^ceil. 
Hither come fishermen from all quarters “ when the stormy winds 
do blow,” and from Srimpgate away they “ sail with the gale to the 
Bay of Biscay, oh,” or, to be more correct, for the most part to the 
North Sea fisheries. These hardy mariners are not afraid of the 
water, but they do seem a trifie nervous about soap. Tour Q,uiet 
Observer has sometimes heard of poor sailors, saved by the skin of 
their teeth from a wreck, being “ washed asbore.” But this is a 
very exceptional case, and can only have happened to those who 
have got clean ofi. Washed ashore they might be, now and then— 
Sunday mornings, perheps. But “ washed at sea” must be of rare 
occurrence. Yet, on renection, Your Observer remembers tp have 
heard of “ Tar Soap,” but having his doubts as to this being “ Soap 
for Tars,” he will inquire into the matter, and report progress. 

By the way, just now at Srimpgate the popular nautical song, 
“ Nancy Lea,” is being shouted about the place with such original 
variations as may suggest themselves to each individual singer. 
Bnt with all respect for Mr. M.A. (there could 


not he a better name for the writer of a nautical ballad than 
Weatherly), Tour Observer has not noticed any Nancy Lees 
waiting about Srimpgate Harbour and Srimpgate Clins. Evidently, 
as the ancient hunting ditty has it, “Alibis” (Mr. Weathebly, 
M,A.’s) “ fancy dwells upon Nancy, while he sings ” (in this case, 
not “ Tallyho I ” but) “ Yeo ho, my Boys, yeo hoi ” However, in 
justice to the Author, Your Observer feels bound to add, that, on 
referring to a copy lying on somebody else’s piano, he finds that 
“Of all the Wives as e’er you know” (who’s youf) “there’s 
none like Nancy Lee, I trow I ” — “ I ” is Mr. Wbathebxy^ M.A% — 
and, consequently, this creation of the balladist’s hram is an 
exception. Bnt for exceptions “you” (the unknown “you” of 
the ballad) must not come to Srimpgate-on-Sea, “Yeo ho, my Boys, 
yeo ho ! ” 

“ Oh I if yon wish to meet with Nancy Lee— 

Teo ho, my Boys, yeo ho ! 

Yon must not come to Srimpgate-on-the-Sea— 

No, no, my Boys, no, no 1 ” 

And so on adlibitum-tum-tum, when you (the same “you” as 
before) are not acquainted with any more words. 

While on the subject of the mariners’ costume (Your Observer 
was talking about this before he was led away by Nancy Lee and 
“Yeo ho, my Boys, yeo hoi ”), and putting aside the picturesque 
aspect of the mellowed colours of the fishermen’s dresses, English 
and foreign, and those of the crews of cargo vessels oi all nationali- 
ties, it will strike the observant eye that very few of the maritime 
population— what may he called here the “ fioating population,” — 
are ever measured for their clothes. 

The peculiarity of the marine costume at Srimpgate seems to he, 
that everyone connected with the fishing interest wears everyone 
else’s trousers braced up to the very last hole, so as to come, econo- 
mically, as near the throat as possible, and thus keep the nautical ! 
I chest warm. These nether garments appear to he constructed for 
I holding four legs at once, comfortably. Occasionally, on the jetty, 
bnt very occasional^, there may be seen a person with tight brown 
“ cords,” as closely fitting as a hussar’s cherry-coloured pants, horsey 
jacket and neckerchief, and an ostler’s cap ; from the top to a little 
below the knee he is decidedly groomish, or a help at a livery stable, 
but at this point the groom ceases, and the fisherman begins with the 
boots. Could his dress be adapted for regimentals, there would be 
the materials for a horse-marine ready-made to hand. He is, how- 
ever, a fisherman, though it forcibly strikes Your Observer, that 
being a man of original mind and present resources, he has con- 
cluded an advantageous bargain for his stable suit with an ostler 
out of place, and, being his own costumier^ has fashioned them to 
sea-atrical purposes. Not that it would astonish anyone who knows 
Srimpgate to find a nautical groom loitering about the harbour dis- 
cussing points of the compass, piscatorial prospects, rigging and 
ropes, (and a horsey gent generally professes to “ know the ropes,”) 
on an equal footing with the regular professional old salts ; and, 
being horsey such an individual might, if objecting to be called a 
horse-marine, like to come out as one of the ancient corps of Epsom 
Salts, and give a musical entertainment at “The Willin’ Sailor,” 
when he could delight his audience AUin the Downs or 

Ihe Kumours of the Roads They give' these sort of sing-songs 
during the winter evenings at Srimp^ate-on-Sea, and they merruy 
dance and merrily; sing to the inspiriting sounds of a cracked piano 
(which is Tinny without the Coote), coming out strong in a Chorus 
of this sort— 

“ So here ’s to the health of Old Admiral Bloke, 

And my grog I will drink and my baccy I’ll smoke, 

Fur my ’art it is merry and free.” 

All {with a good long pause on the first note) — 

Fur— -my 'art it is merry and free,” 

Tour Observer has never yet been able to master more of this song 
than the chorus, at present, but hopes to know all about it before 
many years have passed over Ms head. 

I No (to revert), a horsey sailor or a nautical groom would not he a 
matter of surprise here, where all the tradesmen, the nearer their 
I shops approach, or the farther they are ofE from, the harbour, axe 
more or less nautical. Your Butcher at Srimpgate-on-Sea hitches 
up Ms belt and murmurs (but heartily all the same to Mmself ), 
“ Belay ! ” as he takes your order, and fiourishes his hatchet as 
thougfi it wera a cutlass atout to operate on the prime cut of an 
enemy’s carcase* whose Bh,ip he has victoriously boarded, and who 
lies at his mercy stretched out on the quarter-deck butcher’s block. 

The Civil Grocer (all the tradesmen are civil, most civil, ^ at 
Srimpgate-on-Sea, in fact, their ^hops mi^ht be caUed the Civil 
Service Stores as far as civility is concerned) — ^weU — ^the Civil 
Hrocer says “Yes, Sir,” or “.Yes, Ma’am,” as he i4.a^®? 8* 
yonr half pound of tea and two pduuda pt l<>af, and thp usual 
quantity ot currants, hut he too cannot refrain from saying, “ Avast 
heaving ! ” in an undertone to himself, while, if your order m a very 
good one, a large jar and his professional apron are scarcely suffi- 
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A BLANK PAGE. 

Sir Patrick. ** Then, I presume you Know a little about Clbaning Silver, Waitino at Table, and so on ? 

Jmfmvs. “ Kothino whatever, Sir ! But I do not suppose there is anything which Intellect may not Overcome 1 


cient to conceal the hornpipe which he is doing with his l^s only, 
his hands being otherwise occupied, behind the coxoiter. The sta- 
tioner’s boy^ as he brings your pens, ink, paper, and envelopes in a 
packet, arrives at your house merrily shuffling, and Tour duiet 
Observer came upon two of them—two boys, the stationer’s and the 
baker’s— stopping en route, and indulgwg in a double shuffle round 
a corner, wlule a third whistled a nauticfil air. 

Srimpgate being a remarkably healthy place, 'there are, of course, 
a number of invalids, and, conseq[uentIy, plenty of Bath-chairmen 
and Bath-ohairs. All the Bath-chairmen are nautical— in fact, so 
much so (at least to judge from their oouversation, which is mostly 
limited to marine matters), that if G-oyernment wanted to augment 
its Kaval Reserve, it has only got to secure the services of the Srimp- 
gate Bath-chairmen. These worthies congregate every day at the 
Upper OliS rails, and perhaps it is only at Srimpgate that the 
unique spectacle presents itself of a meeting composed entirely of 
Chairmen. ^ 

Tour duiet Observer has yet something more to say about Srimp- 
gate-on-Sea, which he defers till next week. 


LAMP-LTGHTUSTG- AND LAMP-LETTERING. 

The Times gives particulars of an interesting invention which has 
stood the test of eight months’ trial— an apparatus for lighting the 
gas lamps of a district simultaneously by an electric spark. The 
apparatus also turns on the gas which it Indies. 

It is calculated that its adoption will save £100,000 per annum, at 
the rate of an economy of £1 per lamp in lamp-Hghters’ wages and 
eqmpment. Of course, our active and admirably-managed District 
Bouds and Vestries will lose no time in bringing this convenient, and, 
at the same time, economical apparatus, into use in the Metropolis. 

When they have their hand in at the lamps, may Punch be 
allowed to call, their attention to another cheap and most urgent 
improvement ? "Why not paint on the lamps, or, at least, on every 
street-comer lamp, the name of the street— fiiat those who ride in the 
dark may read P 

It would be still better if every lamp were lettered and numbered 


I with the name of the street and number of the house opposite to it. 

I How night- wandering strangers in London, and all diners-out, 

1 strangers or native, would bless the memory of Bumbledom, if, the 
I Vestries would make this much-needed and not costly improvement. 

! Who does not know the loss of time and temper, and tbe damage 
to good dinners, caused by the difficulty of hitting off street or 
number in winter time with a stupid driver, and the shifts even a 
sharp one is put to to find his destination in the dark ? 

The Underground Railway thus marks its stations. All who 
travel by it can appreciate the convenience. Let the District Board 
of Works follow the lead of the District Railway, Why should not 
the disappearance of lamp-lighters inaugurate the appearance of 
lamp-letters ? Or, give us the lamp-letters, and we wiJI bear with 
the lamp-lighters a generation longer. 

Members of District Boards and Vestrymen, when seen, make a 
note of. If School-Board children are to be lettered, why not street- 
lamps ? 

Opportune. 

Many years ago, Punch had definitions of certain words— -among 
mem something like this : — ‘ Agent,’ a Gent acting for another 
Gent. It is derived from the Latin word, Agens, ‘ doing,’ because 
the Agent is continually doing the .Principal.” He is reminded of | 
the old definition by some recent oases both in the commercial and 
theatrical worlds, > 

SANITAS. 

So they call the new antiseptic and disinfectant that is to neutra- 
Iwp ®v®rybody’s smeUs, and make everybody’s fortune. May it not 
—like so many other sanitary panaceas that have served to fioat 
Lmaited Liability Companies— prove Vanitas ! 

TBGE! TELEPHONE. 

To hope for its sncoess there ’s solid ground, 

Since all admit its principle is sounds I 
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AN ILLUSTRATION OF DARWINISM. 

Without Usb, an Oboan dwindles ; with Use, it increases. For instance, the Obgan of 
A Gbindbr who, in the Struggle for Existence, belies entirely on his Instrument, is inva- 
riably LARGER THAN THAT OF THE GrINDIR WHO, IN ADDillON, USES A MONKEY. MOSX OF OUR 
Readers must have noticed this. 


“UTILE DULCL” 

People complain of the useless- 
ness of the fancy articles which 
are the staple of Bazaar-staUs. 
But at Arundel lately they have 
set a better example. At the 
Bazaar about to come oif there 
to defray the cost of a Church- 
Clock and Organ-Case, the pro- 
gramme informs us — 

Besides the usual useful and fancy 
articles for sale, various novelties are 
promised, among them being a litter of 
puppies and a fine young pig.” 

This is something like. A few 
years ago a zealous High-Church 
Churchman was unmercifully 
roasted for placing a pi^^s head 
at the foot of the altar-rails with 
other harvest - home offerings. 
But there can hardly he the same 
objection to a litter of puppies 
and a jSne young pig at a Church- 
bazaar. Puppies, at least, are no 
strangers in such places, whatever 
pigs may he. 


An. Unexpected Pleasure. 

A Laymian having lately writ- 
ten to the Bishop of Lincoln to 
know why the Bishop turned to 
the East at the end of Ms sermon, 
C. Lincoln answers 

“I was not aware of having done 
what you say was the case ; and may 
I he allowed to add that it would not 
have been worth while mticmg if X 
had done it. Life is not long enough 
for debates on such trivialities** 

Hear! hear! hear! That PwncA 
should find Mmself heartily say- 
ing, “ Ditto to C. Lincoln ! 


A COUNTRYMAN ON KILLED SEED.^^ 

A FIELD 0* young turmuts is gay to behold. 

When His yaller all over wi^ patches gold. 

But ’taint all gold glitters like sunshine so bright : 

That there ’s eharlick, unlucky in husbunmun^s sight. 

And the grain-crops, so plenty as sims on some ground, 

When they comes to be ripped med poor projuioe be found. 
Barren wuts to bad farmun be like to be doo ; 

Likewise eharlick unlucky though smilun’ to view. 

But when crops, root or grain, comes up scanty and thin, 

Or broke out in hare spots like a mangy dog’s skin, 

’Taint the fault o* sitch tillidge as ’counts fur the w'eeds : ^ 

On the best land no shoots won’t come up from dead seeds. 

The sower med goo forth Ms seed for to sow ; 

Bat the live seeds is all o’ the kit as ’ool grow. 

’Tis from they that red poppies and carn-flowers prevails ; 

Bat dead seeds he like dead men— they doan’t tell no tales. 

'Now the dalers in seed has devized a deep thing ; 

Mixes up with live seed seed killed dead as wuu’t spring. 

For they goos and they bakes it that no weeds med rise, 

And bear witness agin ’um to nobody ’s eyes. 

To cotton and cloth we know’d tricks was applied, 

And we knows, too, that silk ’s mixed wi’ stuff when ’tis dyed. 
Looramassy, how Progress in craft do proceed I 
There ’s a spacies o’ shoddy now mingled wi’ seed. 

Eogues be rogues, to be sure, aitch and all o’ one strain ; 

But the wust rogues for farmers be them rogues iu grain. 

To chastise sitch offenders no fines won’t ^ervail. 

For their potion I ’d gi’e ’em hard labour in gaol. 

Iu the good times of old rogues like they, up and down, 

At the cart’s tail ’d hen properly whipped droo the town, 

And then set in the stocks their misdeeds to requite, 

Or stood iu the pillory, and sarve ’um aright. 

For the tricks o’ the Seed Trade ’oodat make theeself match ? 
Thee goo, and thee get thee an old llannel patch 


From out of a blanket the Missus med spare, 

Or a petticoat as she no longer wed wear. 

Soak in water loo- warm, nigh the vire let ’a stand, 

Then a hotbed in little thee ’st got to thy hand. 

Sow thy seeds in ’t, all counted ; the live uns ’ool sprout, 
By the dead, wMch they wun’t, the deceiver ’s found out. 

Whensoever I that there ixperiment tries, 

’Tis from few seeds I finds as e’er sprouts fails to rise. 

For I knows honest folks, and I dales where I knows : 
That ’s the way for a feller to rip as ’a sows. 


ENGLAND’S BLACK AND WHITE PAGES. 

If Britannia’s heart is so often saddened by 'certain black pages 
of her own account books, such as the Mdeous picture of vice, 
brutal coarseness, andynot less brutal selfishness, brought to light 
by such an exposure as that of “ Three Weeks with the Hop- 
Pickera,” in last month’s Frazer^ or the statistics of Liverpool 
drunkenness, profligacy, and crime ; or sessions and assize comment 
on the life of any of our large cities, Manchester or Birmingham, 
Bristol or Glasgow, Edinburgh or Newcastle-upon-Tyne— there 
are wMte pages m the same hook, opened before us from time to 
time, to cheer us by their contrast. 

Such a page is that wMch records the dinner given to Sir 
Stafford Northcotb at Exeter, at wMoh the kindliness of old 
acquaintance, the warmth of country neighbourhood and good- 
fel lowsMp, and the cordiality of mutual regard and respect, are 
used to mellow the bitterness of party, and to sweeten the atmos- 

S here of political strife. WMle opponents in the battle of public 
£e can meet on such terms as prevailed at that Exeter dinner, there 
is no fear of cowardly manceayres, dirty dodges, or foul fighting. 
And BO long English public life will be a field for the Gentlemen of 
England to fight m, and for the people of England to watch the battle, 
and take part in it, all on their right sides and in their fit places, with- 
out rancour, mutual distrust, or anytMng hut the good old English 
rule of fair play, “ a clear stage, no favour, and may the best man 
win I ” 
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AT THE AQUARIUM. 

‘ A.VT) WAS THAT WHERE THE POOR WhALE LlYBD, PapA ? 

Did he Blhbber mxtoh before he Died, Papa ? ! ” 


A SCOTCH DOSSIL. 

‘‘Dr. Bego, speaking at tlie Free Churok Commission, Edin- 
burgb., Nov 31, about stained glass windows in churches, said 
‘ He should like to see the people throw stones at these windows.’ ’’ 
■^jSootsmanj Nov. 22. 

‘‘ WoHDEES will never cease,” it ’s said ; 

To Science Embro ’s gi’en a leg-, 

Since in her kirk this fin* been made, 

A Fossil man, ca^d Doctor Begg I 

The Fossil talks, too : through the anld town 
Ye ’ll hear it thunner like Mons Meg ! 

"Wha wants a stane to crack the croon 
Of Pope and Papist ?— Hae, there ’s Begg ! 

Grin any Homan read yon speech, 

Ma certie he wad get a Heg 
When at his head, wP awsome screech. 

Fling itself yon anld Fossil, Begg ! 

A stained-glass winnook ! Losh, it shocks 
His stammach, like an huld shop egg ; 

I trow, the speerit o’ John Knox 
Can stir e’en stanes— see Dr. Begg ! 

Gin scarlet clouts or storied panes 
E’er shock his eon, he ’ll no be gleg 
To set the mob a hingin’ stanes 
As hard and heavy as anld Begg ! 

Three centuries anld, if he ’s a day ! 

Can’t the curators lin’ a peg 
In our Museum to display 
This auld, auld Fossil, Doctor Begg ? 

Or since the Auld Man o’ Babylon — 

He maun be on his latest leg, 

Seeks o’ his partihus'^^ to mak’ one 
O’ Scotland, spite o’ Doctor Begg. 

Fearless o’ Knox and Scottish tongue — 

That used to fetch him mouy a deg ; 

Forgetting the dehance flung 
By Janet Gebbes and Dr. Begg. 

If, there needs fence agin the like, 

For folks that’s gi’en to tak’ a ileg, 

To build an anti-Papal dyke 
Tak’ a few fossils just like Begg. 


SMITHS BEQUEST.^" 

(See the “ Times, December 4 and 5.) 

The Smiths* all dine together twice a year — on the birthday of 
their Benefactor and on Christmas Day. 

The dinner is supplied by a Smith, and cooked by a Smith, and 
the waiters are all Smiths, 

The wealthiest Smith presides, and the latest recipient of the 
testator’s bounty occupies the Yice-Chair. 

The only toast given from the Chair is “the Memory of our 
Benefactor,” which is drunk in solemn silence. This year there 
will he an addition in the shape of “ The Master of the Bolls,” 
which will, doubtless, receive the same mournful attention. 

After the cloth is drawn, the Smiths relate anecdotes of their 
Benefactor’s boyhood, and hand round precious relics, such as 
locks of his wig, fragments of his Alderman’s Gown, a button from 
his waistcoat, his shoe-horn, &o. 

They then expatiate on the benefits they have derived from the 
Be<iuest ; and tell, in tremulous accents, how it has enabled them 
to send their wives and families to the sea-side, to engage accom- 
plished governesses (with a Parisian accent) for their daughters, to 
replenish^ their cellars, to buy new pianos, to enjoy an occasional 
gallop with the Harriers, and to recruit their own health by 
pleasant little trips to Paris. 

The Smith who has last joined contributes Champagne to the 
feast. ' 

^ The Smiths^ write congratulatory notes and send presents (prin- 
oitally t)ortraits of the Alderman) to each other on their birthdays. 
They intermarry, and are sorupiilons in paying the last marks of 
respect to departed Smiths, 

Once a year the Smiths visit the tomb of their Benefactor, and 
deck it with flowers. Afterwards they walk in procession down 
Smith Street. 

The Smiths being reasonably proud of a descent which can be 
traced through nearly two hundred and flfty years, and also natu- 
rally anxious to confine the testator’s bounty to as few Smiths as 
possible, narrowly scrutinise the pretensions of every fresh claimant. 


so that the new Smith, the first time he presents himself, is exposed 
to as many questions as the new boy at school. 

The Smiths felt great alarm when the War broke out between 
Bussia and Turkey, fearing that the latter nation might take to 
piracy again, and that some disagreeable captives would come for- 
ward and claim their share of the Bequest. 

^.The Smiths all hope they shall live to see that happy time when 
the estate will produce £50,000 a year. 

The Smiths do not acknowledge the Smyths, or the Smythes, or 
the SMiJTHs—only the original and genuine Smith. 

The Smiths are strong Conservatives, upholders of things as they 
are, and opposed to all new-fangled ways and schemes. 

Innumerable correspondents, all signing their letters with the 
same surname, write to express their opinion that if the benefits of 
the Chpity are to be extended, it cannot be better applied than to 
the relief of another large and respectable class of the community — 
the Browns. The Joneses and the Robinsons are understood to 
hold similar views. But the Clan Smiths, to a man, woman, and a 
child, consider that British property-rights are bound up with 
Roth’s Bequest, aud that any attempt to alter the appropriation of 
u jMOst nsefully employed of all funds will be “ Confiscation.” 

And so say all of ns — ^the Smiths past, present, and future— which 
our name is already Lot, and will one day be Legion ! ” 

A New Liverpool Horror. 

LiVEKPOoif may well be deep in her own Black Books, may well 
figure on the first page in England’s ditto. Think of a town, where, 
TO say nothing of other offenders against the peace of its unoffending 
inhabitants, widows, those objects of old Tony Weller* s notunreasonv 
able terror, have waxed so daring that one of them darfes to advertise 
in a recent number Of the Liverpool Mercury 

'inn'ANTED by a Yocmg WidowLady, a pleasant and superior Home 
IT in a Widower’s House. 

Talk of house-breakers. This is breaking into house and heart, 
in the same act of burglarious entry ! j 


PEOEMBas 22 , 1877.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 277 



SANDHURST AND ITS MESSES. 

Qcneral JBovmcer {on a Eovmd of Inspection at Bandhurst), ** Atran t Can you 
TELL MB WHAT * MeSS ' THIS IS ?*' 

Cadet ‘‘‘Well, they oaii. it * Mutton/ but I wouldn’t vouch bob it!’^ 


A E^OUNDABOUT PAPER. 

Punch is glad to give the publicity of Ms world-wide 
ciictilatioii to a wonderful tale, not of a tub, let us hope, 
though of a transport, taken from the NavM and Military 
column of last Saturday’s Daily News* The D. N* 
prints the paragraph in small type. In this modest 
; typograpMcal garb the story might escape notice. A 
: history so creditable to all concerned really ought not to 
blush unseen and waste its sweetness on the TniuTTirnTn 
of minion. Here it is : — 

‘^Last week an order was issued from the Quartermaster- 
G-eneral’s Office, directing a^detachment of the idth Brigade 
depot to be sent up to Chatham from the depot at Burnley, to 
join the 30th Eegiment. Instead, however, of the troops being 
sent direct to Chatham, which they could have reached by ran 
in the course of a few hours, they were taken all the way to 
Portsmouth, where they were ordered to embark in her Majesty’s 
troopship Assistance^ which conveyed them to Ireland. On 
ariiving at Dublin tbe Assistance was again ordered back to 
Portsmouth, where, on the arrival of the vessel, the troops were 
disembarked, and i^ally sent on to this garrison by railway.” 

There ! W e'call that something'like a paternal dnarter- 
master-G-eneraPs Office that does not shriDk from putting 
the country to some hundreds of pounds expense, to give 
a deserving detachment the pleasure of an agreeable 
‘I outing,” showing them one of our principal naval sta- 
tions, and treating them to a mn to the Irish capital 
and back. And by sea, too, and in the month of Decem- 
ber ! So nice and bracing for them, dear fellows ! 

We have all heard of the Circnmlocntion Office. That 
belonged to the Civil Service. The Military Service has 
improved upon it, and given us a “ Cireumlocomotion 
Office,” over the door of which might he written, “ The 
longest way round is not tbe shortest way home.” 


Saying and Doing. 

The Sultan talks in his Speech on opening Ms Parlia- 
ment— odd to he opening Ms Parliament at the time it looks 
very like shutting up his European shop altogether— of 
the ‘‘ equality Ms subjects enjoy in the eyes of the law.” 

What Ms subjects complain of is, that they enjoyjno 
equality at the hands of the law, whatever they may do 
in its eyes. Legal equality in Turkey, they complain, 
between Moslem and Rayah, is a matter of eyes alto- 
gether ; being, in fact, aE my eye ! 


JISTHETIC HOUSE-BREAKING. 

The Town — ^with the exception of Messrs. Aonew— heard enough 
last year of the theft of the Beautiful Duchess. 

But ^ we had supposed, notwithstanding the notoriety of that 
sesthetic “ conveyance,” that pictures were still out of the burglar’s 
little game, and that the gems he was glad to collar did not 
include gems of Art. We were mistaken it seems. The taste for 
the Fine Arts seems to have spread to the Cracksman. 

Woodfield Lodge, Clayton, Sussex, the house of Captain Bayn- 
HAM, was lately broken into, and a number of valuable pictures 
untimely ripped from their frames and carried offi, including 
portraits of Queen Heneibtta Mabia, Prince Rtjpeet, the Earl of 
Rochesteb, and members of the Baynham family. Can it he that 
the Burglars were ambitious of planting a family tree, and resorted 
to this means of furnishing a gallery of ancestors ? We have known 
of Mgh-reaching parvenus rummaging the Wardour Street hric-a^ 
hrac establishments with tMs object, and stealing comes cheaper 
than buying, even ancestors. 

But the look-out thus opened is not pleasant for owners of pic- 
tpres. While the taste of the aesthetic burglar is confined to Msto- 
rical and family portraits, he will have only the run of our Mstorio 
houses, and the owners of these are, as a rule, big-wigs who should he 
able to guard their treasures. But if. the taste spread tomodern Genre, 
think of the art-tiaeasures of Manchester, Liverpool, and Birming- 
ham, and all the-manufaotnrmg districts, where the seed of Art has 
been sown broad-cast by the hands of the Agnews I What pretty 
pickings in these places I Then if it rise to Old Masters, ana from 
pictures extend to drawings, think of the plunder of the Devonshire i 
treasure-house, or the portfolios of Malcolm of PoltaRooh, or 
William Russell^ or Ihedericz Looker I Hitherto it has been 
thought that the difficulty of disposing of such treasures was their 
best protection. But sosthetic fences will, no doubt, be developed 
pari passu with aesthetic burglars, and the receiver will soon be 
as good as the tMef at judging an Old Master, or appraising a young 
one. 


We hardly know on which view of the ease to dwell — satis- 
faction that the taste for the Arts should be spreading in this unex- 
ected direction, or sympathy with the picture-possessors who may 
ecome its victims. 

There is one comfort— an sesthetio burglar would be most unlikely 
to use a life-preserver, at least if there he truth in the famous 
couplet and copy-head, 

“ Ingenuas didicisse fideliter artes 
Emollit mores, nec sinit esse feros.” 


Grood Kews for France. 

The Marshal has yielded I His word of command is no longer 
“ All Right— over the Left 1 ” hut ** 3By your Left— March ! ” 

In short— if the last reports may be trusted— the Marshal is, at 
last, out of the mud, and on solid Constitutional ground. While he 
keeps to his present better mind, obeys the orders of France Ms mis- 
tress, and follows the advice of his friends Britannia and Mr. 
Punch, as we wrote last week, “ // y rosier a* ^ 

The stubborn and short-sighted old soldier seems to have through- 
out allowed himself to be made the cat’s-paw of the Due db Broglie. . 
He may congratulate himself on being, at last, out of a hopeless 
im(de)Broglio. 


A SuperfLuous Bieclaimer of a Superfluous Licence. 

Mb. Algernon Turner, in the name of Lord BEACONSEna:.!), 
writes to the Secretary of the Manchester District of the Loyal 
Orange Institution to deny aU knowledge of any foundation for the 
report that the Pope had written an autograph letter, thanking the 
OuBBN for leaving Ms hands free to carve out Scotland into Papal 
dioceses, with the ecclesiastical machinery thereunto appertaining. 
The dear old Pope needed no such permission. His hands are free 
to do his worst in the land of John Knox. He will be likely 
to get more knocks than Peter’s pence by the experiment. 
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THE HIGHER EDUCATION OF WOMEN. 

Jones, “ Dib tob see the Stijt-SHOWBR the other Kioht, Miss Jessica. ? 

Miss Jessica (with a rapid hut comprehensive survey of the Heavens). “Ko. But it couldn’t have been MUCH, FOR there are no 
Stars missing T' * ' . - 


No dinners will be given by tbe City Companies while the work 
of demolition is in progress. 

Tbe Members for the City have all retired to the seclusion of their 
country seats. 

The farewell visit of the Corporation to the Bor is described as 
having been a most touching scene. The Chamberlain pronounced 
a moving oration. The Lord Mator at last had to be led off, sup- 
ported on each side by the Sherifis. Several members of the party 
could with dhOdoulty be induced to leave a spot endeared to them 
by so many tender recollections and associations, and when they 
did tear themselves away, cast many a longing, lingering look 
behind.'^ Bits of mortar and cement, fragments ;of placards, old 
naBs, and other precious mementoes, were eagerly sou^t after, and 
carefully wrapped up in paper, to be treasured as relics and handed 
down as heirlooms. 

The men employed in the work of destruction have been specially 
selected for their good character and known attachment to the City, 
its rights and privLleges. Many of them are Freemen,' or connected 
with Freemen. They were all admonished to execute their task 
orderly, q.uietly, and in absolute silence. Tea and coffee, from the 
still-room at the Mansion House, are served out to them at intervals 
by sympathising Watermen. * 

Every stone as it is removed will be folded in brown paper, and 
sealed with the Corporation seal. When the Bar is set up again, each 
Alderman, Deputy, and Common Councillor, will have the priwege 
of relaying one of these stones, which will be marked with his 
initials. 

Hourly bulletins of the progress of the work will be' despatched to 
the Mansion House. ' 

The staff of Messrs. Chiid’s Bank will put on^oomplimentary 
mourning. , * 

A photograph of the Bar, edged with a deep black border, will be 
presented to every Member ot' the Corporation and of the Lord 
Mator’s household. - 

Many of the female relatives of the Corporation have been hys- 
terical ever since the soi^olding was efeot^. ‘.In their visits to the 
West End, to avoid Fleet Street' and the Strahd, they make.use of 
the Embankment. 


The Cabmen, as they went under tbe Bar for the last time, low- 
ered their whips, to whioh a piece of black ribbon was almost uni- 
versally attached. 

The Shades of Sir Christopher Wren, of Dr. Johnson and Goid- 
SMITH (arm-in-arm) j and of one or two headless persons, have^been 
seen by several Spiritualists flitting about the neighbourhood. 

Telegrams of condolence and sympathy are houny received at the 
I Mansion House from corporate bodies throughout the world. 

The Remembrancer and the Architect have jointly composed an 
Elegy for the mournful pocasion, which will be set-to appropriate 
music, and sung by an ef&cient Choir on the last night of the Old 
Year in the Guildhall Crypt.' 

The Common Crier was left weeping when our despatch was sent off . 


CHRISTMASj WAITS. 

London waiting for Cleopatra’s Needle. , ^ ^ , ... „ 

Christmas Diners-out in town and benighted Cabmen waitmg tor 
lamplight on street names and house numbers. 

The Claimant waiting for Arthur Orton. 

Dr. Ejeneadt waiting for 20,000 sixpences. 

The trees in Hawarden Park waitmg for Mr. Gladstone. 

Messrs. Biggae and Parnell waiting for next Session’s little 
game of obstruction. 

Temple Bar waiting for a new site. . . a i 

Toionr waiting for his Christmas minoe-pies and plum- 

^^^^jlamily Doctor waitmg for Master Tommy. 

Turkey waiting for her second wind. _ t u 

Servia, Greece, Bosnia, and Herzegovma waiting tor their slices ot 
Turkey. And, lastly, . , 

Eve:nr true Briton waiting to wish Mr. Punch a Merry Christmas 
and a Happy New Year. 

•A Hint from: the Navy.*— Colonel Henderson is introducing 
Dog-watohes in the Police. 
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A REALLY NEW CHRISTMAS NUMBER. 

- — ^ (T -ttis time of the 

^ ... yeax the shops are 

^ deluged with 
■ Christmasnumhers, 
in which. Yule-tide 
is painted in the 
most glowing co- 
lours. Snow,roMns, 
and good cheer 
abound in these so- 
eaUed seasonable 
Annuals. For a 
novelty, ilfr. Punch 
suggests that a 
grand extra num- 
ber shall be pub- 
lished, by all the pe- 
riodical -publishers 
in concert, in which 
Christmas shall be 
depicted as it is. 
"Were this done, 
the following cir- 
cular might be 
issued immedi- 
ately : — 

jDeeauy Ohuistmas"! 

Mr, Punch begs to announce the United Publishers’ grand Yule- 
tide Annual. 

Amongst the Illustrations will be found “ A Row in a Family 
Party;” *‘The Doctor’s Yisit to the hTursery on Boxing-Day;” 
“ The Man in Possession on Christmas-Eve ; ” “ The Christmas 
Sermon— T ommie fast Asleep;” “Christmas in Seven Dials — 
Thrashing the Missus;” “Putting up Umbrellas on Christmas- 
Day,” &c., &e. 

The following seasonable Stories have been written for Dreary 
“ How Johnny Kogi-o spent €hristmas-Day in the 
Debtors’ lV“ard of Holloway Prison;” “The Story of the Clown 
who Used a real red-hot Poker;” “How Archie Muddleoash 
found a Writ in a Christmas Padding ; ” “ How a certain Christmas 
was spent in Lodgings at Herne Bay ; ” “ Christmas-Day at Doctor 
Birch’s Boarding-School, and how the Anglo-Indian Scholars 
enjoyed it ; ” “ Why Dan- Pebriwinklb tried to Hang Himself on 
Boxing-Day,” &o,, &o. 

Besides the above. Dreary Christmas will be adorned with a 
magnifilcent douhle-page Illustration, entitled, “ Bringing in the 
Christmas Bills,” printed in blaok and white, with an emblematical 
border of funereal arabesques founded on the famous Danse-Maoabre 
of the Fourteenth Century, in which, instead of Death arresting all 
conditions of men. Father Christmas will be represented leaving his 
bills on representatives of all classes and callings. 



OXIE EEPEESENTATIYB MAN. 

To the Gaiety to see the Grasshopper,, and^ after the Grasshopper ’s 
over, to the Oxford to see an Acrobatic Performance, 

Sir, 

Tbs Grasshopper has been produced at the Gaiety. Those who 
nave eoen La Ciyale in Paris must dismiss that fact from their 
meinory before going to see The Grasshopper in London. La Cigale, 
on her native heath at the Tarietes, began at about eight and 
cJimped till eleven. There was a short piece before it, I fancy, of 
not much importance. La Cigale, however, was the piece de resist 
tancf . It was in three^ long Acts, whereof the first gave promise of 
j future — a promise never subsequently ful- 

nUed. The two French Authors — ^ror in France it almost always 
takes the same number to a piece as to a quarrel— had first-rate 
materials for dramatic work in their hands, and made nothing of 
tnem ; for La Cigale is simply and plainly a very poor piece, aud 
mece, considered apart from the acting in general, and from Mile. 
Cj^mont’s immitable performance in particular. 

weU played all round ; Diipuis good, 
artistes very funny, and the 
OHAraoNT adi^able. The Second Act was mere farce, excepting one 
excellent bit of ^medy between Mile. Chaumont and Lassotjche, 
who, however, finished what he had to do in the Act in the 
?¥ a'^^iience roared at it, because it was 
I suppose, and because they had long before tacitly 
Second Act as a farce, and had been aUowed by the 
about the dramatic interest of La Cigale, 
Act, played in a scene which was a wild caricature of 
an artist s studio, was saved by some wonderful little' pathetic 


sen touches given by Chaxjmont, the unapproachable, who, by the 
5ER. way, had whipped' up the business of the Second Act by her 

X quarrel d la mode de la Mere Angot with the young lady who 

Rbrtna are is HO better than she should be, aud much worse than one likes 

qnTi^ers Cigale is a very unequal and unsatisfactory niece, 

VnlA Hdp fairly answering its purpose, which was to exhibit the wonderful 
ad in the powers and peculiarities of Mile, Celine Chaumont— now grace- 
XT M, now grotesque, aud oftenest an indescribable intermixture of 
^wo. And this is just what The Grasshopper seems to he. A 
better English Grasshopper than Miss Hexly Farren would he 
n these dMcult to find. If she does not do what Mile, Chaumont did, it 
seasonable faicly replied that at the Gaiety the piece and performers 

For a along, and keep moving as rapidly as possible towards 

Wr Punch cHmax of the evening ; that is, the burlesque. For one, I wish 
that a Nelly Farren could have had more elbow-room, hut a 

fra num ^^® gaiety must finish before 9*30, or else where would 

he nnb” ^^® ^iirlesque be, while in these late-dining days few will enter the 
alltheue" before eight, and in view of the early closing regulations, 

tiublishers ^lol^ody cares to remain in a theatre after eleven. Drgo, any first 
which Pi®®®> ^ ®atch an entire audience, must commence at eight, and 
fihflll hp then cannot last more than an hour-and-a-half— a very limited 
^as it is including the “ Waits”— the Christmas Waits 

lis done* now— while the curtain is down. 

winff cir- Grasshopper (without any reference to La Cigale) is a 

lii^ht he piece, in which there is plenty of scope for Miss Nelly 

Lm m e di- Barren’s fun, and opportunity for Mr. Terry to score something 
out of the eccentric part of Flippitt, the harmonist in colonrs. 
M. Dupuis (to refer for once to La Cigale) played this part in Paris, 
iHttisTMAs"! and, with greater opportunities, made less of it than Mr. Terry does* 
and Yule- Mr. Soutar is good as the Manager of the Acrobatic Troupe, and I 
should think that by the time this notice appears the scene between 
a Family Miss Nellie Farren and Mr. Eoyce, culminating in a burlesque 
ig-Day ; ” dance, will go enormously, Mr. Maclean’s old Noblemau is a very 
Christmas good little bit, better than the French original, which was mere 
u Dials— caricature ; aud, by the way, Mr. Hollingshead is to he compli- 
Ihristmas- mented on two good names for his aristocrats— the Bari of Bogland, 
and his son, the Mon, Mr, Morass, The latter struck me as beauti- 
ir Dreary ful all round. Lady Buchram isn’t bad as a name, and Mrs, Leigh 
ly in the a* good realisation of the character. 

ihe Clown So much for The Grasshopper, The burlesque of Dr, Faust ^oes 
DDLEOASH as Well as ever. The trio with Mr. Terry’s “ LuUy Marguerite ” 
Christmas and dance, and then the Zazel business, are the two hits. Also, 1 
at Doctor 9 liiite understand the enthusiasm of the stalls, whose cry, just now, 

, Scholars is la Bayne / 

Cimself on Those who like acrobats, d propos of Grasshopper, should see the 
Wonderful Somebodies at the Oxford, whose names 1 couldn’t catch 
sd with a — that’s either the Chairman’s fault, or the fault of the visitors who 
Ing in the usill give their orders while the waiters are in the room, or the fault 
blematical of waiters who would open soda-water and other popping drinks 
B-Maoabre whenever I wanted to listen to anything, and never would give me 
resting all a programme, so that] I was perpetually kbeing taken by surprise 
saving his throughout the evening, . never knowing what was coming next. 
Well, as I was saying these gymnasts, one female and two male 
gymnasts (if you add these up. Sir, you ’ll find it ’s three gymnasts 
altogether), are wonderful. Seep your eye on the star at the top of 
the hall in the roof, and — you HI see, I won’t destroy the excite- 
ment by telling you what is coming ; all I can say is, Look up I and 
shopper ’s ^ ©i^joy the performance drink^to the health of 
ce. Your Eepkesentative. 


THE GATHEEING OE THE EAGLES. 

Down ! The Bear’s tightening grip has done its work. 
A prisoner, baffied, bleeding, Ees the Turk. 

Down, not dishonoured ; at the victor’s feet, 

Yet who dare say the conquest is complete ? 

A gallant fight I No gladiator, prone 

the net’s folds, too strongly, surely thrown, 

^er better won the generous applause 
Which greets stark courage, in. whatever cause. 

The breathless Bear, all scarred and staggering, stands 
And licks the wounds dealt by those desperate hands, 
Admiring, doubting, jubilant yet grave, 

As the brave should be who have quelled the hrave. 
Down, but not dead yet^I On the darkened air 
Besounds the whirr of wings. The quarry there, 
Prostrate at last, is one which ravening beaks 
Have long been keen to rend ; from far the shrieks 
Of the obscener wiugdd things are heard— 

Eagle and vulture, kite and baser bird* 

The Bear alone the foe has dared coxifronty 
Alone of that fierce batUe borne the brunt. 

But to the field, for rending of the prey, 

Many will flock that never shared me fray. 
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Tor fallen fighter was a general foe, ^ 

And those he spurned wonld spnrn ntm, lying low. 
Some would fain roh the robber overthrown, 

And some would seize the chance to clutch their own ; 
And so, with worse or better cause they flock 
Fast to the fleld, ere yet the battle's shook 
Is surely o'er. As yet the end is not 
To all the weary tale of war and plot. 

Of brute oppression, scarce less brutal zeal 
To grind oppressor 'neath avenger’s heel ; 

Of wrong that dares, of right that meanly shrinks, 
Pretence that struts, and selfishness that slinks, 

And pseudo-patriotism, small in act, 

But large in talk, of self-conceit compact. 

Has Peace no voice that may at last be heard ? 

Justice no claim at length to be preferred ? 

Who '11 st)eakfor honesty and human ruth, 

Fair-play out-clamoured, and scarce-heeded truth P 
Shall we leave Eagles, Kites, and Crows alone. 

To tear the quarry at such cost o'erthrown ? 

Or will the Lion that has kept aloof 
Bestir himself at length in Eight’s behoof, 

Not Interest’s only— stand betwixt the Bear 
And those he came to save, is bound to spare ? 

'Twas Lion’s fault they sought those dangerous arms ; 
'Tis Lion's part to see they take no harms. 


OOBBE TO THE RESCUE! 


she would hardly 

feel justified in proclaiming herself ill. It is a very dangerous 
crisis for afieotionate and impressionable husbands, who often find 
feminine attacks made under cover of la petite santS peculiarly 
irresistible. 

When Miss Cobbe proceeded to formulate the causes for this 
“little health,” Punch can only feel astonished, not that the sex 
should have “ little health,” but that they should have any health 
at all. 

Here is Miss Cobbe's summary : Neglect of exercise, discourage- 
ment of appetite, tight-lacing, sentimental brooding over disap- 
pointments, lack of healthy occupation for mind and body, false 
hair, bonnets that don't protect the, head, heavy-dragging skirts, 
high heels, and pull-backs. 

This is a formidable list, and it might have been made larger— 
as— for fashionable females— late hours, unwholesome excitement, 
crowded rooms, low dresses, sudden alternations of heat and cold, ana 
many more potent causes of the ills that fashionable flesh is heiress to. 

If a crusade against these self-inflicted women’s wrongs could be 
set agoing by the lady-advocates of Women's Eightsj the “ little 
health ” of the Ladies would become larger, and might m time grow 
as large and lusty tn that of their Lords. 

Let us hope that the Cobbing which these fashionable insanitary 
practices have been Subjected to, may lead to still more strenuous 
efforts to punish them with something worse than Cobbing— to their 
effectual putting down ; till at length the British woman, even of 
fashion, can walk abroad without the false symmetry of a tight 
corset, the deceptive elevation of high heels, and the degrading thral- 


OUE WINTEE EXHIBITION. 

No. III.— SkeXCH op SBIMPQAIE-Oy-SEA. JK WlNTEE. 

{Panoramic View continued hy Our Own Quiet Observer,) 

A QUAINT town is Srimpgate. The longer you know it the quainter 
you find it. The two main thoroughfares are constructed on the 
principle of “ One at a time, Gentlemen, if you please I ” In some 
parts, walking on the narrow strip of pavement would he an ex- 
ceEent preparation for tight-rope dancing. Of two foot-passengers, 
meeting, the weakest-minded goes into the road. Hence it may be 
easily imagined, that catching a train, when there are a few coal- 
waggons and a drove of cattle in the way, is a trying process for even 
the most angelic temper. It is only a (iuiet Observer who can view 
these obstructions unmoved. “ Unmoved ” is quite the word, as 
whatever Ms hurry might be^ there he would have to remain, if 
there were only an obstructionist dray before Mm, No objurgation, 
no explanation, no peroration would impress on the drayman the 
importance of the situation. Yet there are Yestry meetings and 
Board meetings, and Magistrates’ meetings, and stormy Town 
Council meetings, and rows and rumours of rows, and Local Srimp- 
gate Newspapers to increase the excitement. But nothing is done, 
or, at least, very little, for the improvement of the thoroughfares of 
Srimpgate-on-Sea. 

Your duiet Observer, venturing to inquhe, “ Why is tMs thus r ” 
— ^wMch he cheerfully admits is no business of Ms— is answered 
mysteriously, “Tested Interests, Sir, Tested Interests.” Why 
can't we have a good broad street r “ Tested Interests, Sir.” Why 
can't that old tumble-down house be pulled down, and {.the way 
cleared, before it comes down of itself with a run? “Tested 
s Interests, Sir.” ^ x- -l i. 

Srimpgate speculators do burst out into buildmg sometimes, but 
I their efforts are made on the outskirts of the town, where you will see 
I occasional rows of modern Cockney villas suddenly cropping up m the 
. middle of waste land, almost aU untenanted, some closed entirely, 
others with plaintive appeals to the passers-by in tbe shape of hand- 
1 bills with such words in big letters as “Freehold— to be Sold,” 

. * * Lease,” “ To be Let, Unfurnished,” for seven, fourteen, or twenty- 
one years,”—** it may be,” as the song says, “ for yearSj or it may 
he for ever 1 ” In tMs quarter may be seen one shop, which started 
wildly. A toy-shop : at least it seems to have begun as a toy-sbop, 
perhaps under the impression that such extraordinary people as 
might be induced to come and live in this out-of-the-way place 
would be in want of amusement. From toys that shop seems to have 
gone in for sweets, from sweets into shop-eggs (a job lot apparently, 
still on hand after several months), and finally into everything^ at 
hap-hazaxd generally, the stock consisting of very little of anything 
at all, but displaying, as a genuine attraction to the accidental 
passer-by, three wooden hoops, five children's wMps, the job-lot 
of eggs aforesaid, some old sweets in dusty glass jars, some dry 
biscuits, a few fly-papers with flies still there (frozen now), and a 
quantity of poor old 3hxivelled-up, second-hand apples. 

But ‘Your Quiet Observer thas wandered away from the sea-shore 
of Srimpgate with which he is more immediately concerned. 

On Ms way round and about and back again. Your Observer 
notices that if an abundance of weathercocks is a sign of a people's 
prosperity, then the Srimpgaters onght to be in the most flourishing 
condition. These weathercocks are not all of one mind simultane- 

• ously, but they get on very well, and suit themselves to the atmos- 
, phere in which ,they find themselves. There is one, on an emi- 
nence, that insists on pointing eastwards, when all the^ others are 
westerly,— but, perhaps, he may have ritualistic tendencies, and so, 

i while all his blooming companions are weatherwise, he persists m 
, being otherwise. .. 

Old Srimpgate, wMch has never in its life until quite recently, 
pretended to anything like a fashionable existence, is not seen at its 
' best, in what is called here, the Season; on the contrary, Srimpgate 

• is then at its worst and weakest. , , . . -i i. a 

But now, in these winter months, when the mornings are bright, and 
it is so deceptively warm in the sunshine, and so remorselessly cold 
out of it, is the time of times for Srimpgate ; that is^ for those who 

• have that true maritime instiact wMch displays itself m piM- 
, jackets and telescopes, and never quitting the shore. Yes, now is the 
L time to see Srimpgate to advantage, when the sea, havmg got rid oi 
. such society as^the Season brought to the sands, throws off all 
i rAstraint. and not havinar to deal gently with bathers, goes m for 


with the buoys, and playing pitch-and-toss with the fisherm^ and | 
the native and foreign mariners. Now it goes in for real sea-horse- 
play, and, breaking through aU bounds, it commences a series of, 
what'may appear to ity as excellent practical jokes, such as knock- 
ing down sea-walls, breaking up vessels, sinking ships, attacking 
the life-boats, banging colliers against piers so violently as to 
smash both ; doing all tMs at night (just as voting larkers of the 
I Tom-and-Jerry period about toTO used to select the small hours 
[for wrenching door-knockers, ** boxing Charlies,” and so forth), 
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and then in the morning looking as q.met, oalm, and gentle as 
a it had neyer "been out rolHcking* abont from midnight to dawn 
in an its life, and as if it couldn’t say “ bo ” to a gull, or upset eyen 
a little rowing-boat, no, bless you, not for the world ! What, that 
quiet-looking sea do all the mischief I Impossible! You can’t 
belieye it. What, that gentle, sunny-looking, sweetly-murmuring, 
playfuUy-plashing sea do anyone any harm I If ever f It can’t be ! 
What, those shy, modest, little baby-waves, which just run a little 
way up the steps of the sea-wall and baok again, so bashfully, so 
timidly, what those break out madly at night and knock down this 
solid nmsonry and carry away the huge stones ? Bah I Impossible ! 
Tact, nevertheless. 

But after a storm how busy is everyone at Srimpgate I Up above, 
on the cliffs, old men are gathered together, their united ages 
amounting to several thousands (they don’t die at Srimpgate,— they 
disappear gradually, and vanish to somewhere— perhaps the offing, 
where they live happily ever after), explaining to one another how 
it all happened, and how each one recollects it worse than this, bless 
you, on a similar occasion years ago. Telescopes of all shapes, ages. 


amount of sweeping it gets from everyone here, professional and 
non-professional, daily. The only wonder is that it isn’t swept 
away altogether. Ifursery-maids, with suffering babies in peram- 
bulators, and shivering, damp-nosed, wintery children, are eagerly 
listening to the tales of 'the old Bath-chair men, all more or lees 
nautioar; shop-boys with baskets, porters with somebody’s luggage, 
not owing a straw abont whether somebody is in a hurry or not, are 
all dri nkin g in the tales of the old salts, who know all abont it, and 
who are deughted at getting a new audience. 

Strange people, these old salts of the Cliff, something between 
ancient mariners and flymen out of place; but ^ey are ready to 
work with a will if necessary, and will volunteer for the lifeboat as 
a matter of course, only to be refused on account of their advanced 
age. There they are on the Cliff, pointing out nothing in the dis- 
tance to one another, each one professing to see it clearer t han the 


other every moment. Then to come down towards the Harbour. At 
the Consul’s office — ^for Srimpgate possesses a Consul, which gives a 
classic tone to the place — ^there is a great deal of rushing up and 
down the steps leading to the Consul’s door. In and out of the Con- 
sulate are constantly passing weather-beaten, foreign-looking men, 
with coal-heaving sort of hats, of very earnest demeanour, generally 
looking nncomfortable and ill at ease, bnt invariably mysterious. 
As Tour Observer watches the Consul’s visitors, it seems to him, 
that every one of them goes in with a pain in his conseienc'e. They 
have the anxious expression of patients waiting for their turn in a 
doctor’s ante-room. When they come out, two at a time, they are 
mostly arguing, in some unknown tongue, and never seem to have 
experienced much relief. 

Your Cluiet Observer, for his part, confesses to have a weat curi- 
osity to enter that Consul’s office. To his own knowledge he has 
never seen a Consul, except in an illustrated History of Rome, and 
that picture has, he fancies, strongly tinged his present ideas on the 
subject. Sometimes Tour Observer thinks to himself that he will 
invent an excuse for penetrating into the sanctum^ and obtaining 
an interview; bnt, when it comes to the point, his courage fails. 
Yet there is a picture in Your Observer’s mind’s ^e (or in the 
mind’s eye of Tour Observer) of what that august Presence must 
be. The classic scene behind those green blinds can be as easily 
imagined as described. Of course there is much red drapery, 
specially as a background to the Consul, who is sitting in a gilded 
chair, on a dais, like one of the Kbmbie family got up for 
Coriolanus Uee old engraving). At each comer of the steps by I 
which the Consul mounts to nis seat on the dais, are two ancient 
tripods, on which hum two classic lamps ; while somewhere, in a 
corner, is a small brasier^ not so much for purpose of warmth as 
for the clerks to throw mcense into, which, ot course, is part of 
the ceremony on the Consul ’s taking his seat in the morning. Two 
Liotors, in fuU dress, modified by the climate of Srimpgatje-on-Sea — 
Marine Lictors, with teleBcope-/a«ces— stand erect, guarding the 
approach : while on a peculiarly constracted chair with bow legs, 
massive elbows, and no back,tsits, arrayed in aE the glory of toga 
and trimmings, the Consul Idmself, Oaiub Planoxts, pronounced 
“ Qwr-ns PiAsrcus,” on account of his having so much to do with 
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SEA80NA.BLE CHRISTMAS GIFTS. 

Por — 

Tojoiie (aged twelve months). A. niimher of new 
faces gathered round the family board, with liberty to 
howl at them. 

Bebojcb (aged ten). A month’s holidays, with privilege 
of turning home into a scene of constant terrors. 

Fannt (aged eighteen). Twelve invitations to Christ- 
mas dances, and twenty-five gushing letters from school- 
fnends. 

Mabt (aged twenty). A long letter from him, 

John (aged twenty-five). A much longer letter from 
her. 

Jack (aged twenty-eight). Twenty-six tradesmen’s 
bills marked “pressing,” and an intimation from his 
banker that he has overdrawn his account. 

James (aged twenty-nine). A cheerful report from 
the^ Steward at his “place in the country,” and a dozen 
invitations to spend Christmas at twelve difierent 
country-houses. 

Fbank (aged thirty). A request from the Committee 
of his Club not to use the smoking-room after 4 a.m. 

Florence (aged thirty-two). A large “ little account ” 
for cosmetics from her hairdresser, and a long visit from 
her dressmaker with a longer bill. | 

Lucri(aged thirty-five). A really useful thing in 
Ulsters, and a cheque to be expended upon presents for 
the children. 

Haeet (aged thirty-six). One shilling left him by 
his father’s will, 

Henet (aged thirty-seven). Ten thousand a year from 
the death of a distant cousin. 

Maey (aged forty). Thirty-six Christmas cards with 
good wishes for the season from as many nephews and 
nieces. 

PATEEEAMiLrAS (aged fifty). Twelve school bills and 
a dozen earnest requests for places for the Christmas 
pantomime. 

Geandeapa (aged seventy-two). An arm-chair by the 
Christmas fire, and an invitation to dance “ Sir Roger 
de CoverUj/^^ with little Bosie. 

Great Gbandpapa (aged ninety-four). A chill, a 
doctor, a nurse, and a hearse. 


r>ANnin LooKiNa at it, 

A CANu D CH LU, CoMMENTiNCon the Marshal’s return to legality, the 

Lamllady's Little Girl. “ Ah, Mother looks Nicer in that Bonnet than Univers says, “ Disaster now begins.” The World says, 

I’-o u DO ! ” “ Disaster now ends, and Peace and Prosperity begin.” 






the Harhonr ; and for “ Plancus,” or “ Aboard,” the reason is evi- 
dent, in the case of a nautical Consul ready to hear maritime causes, 
adjudicate between pilots and pirates, investigate scuttling, report 
to Lloyd’s, to the Board of Trade, and communicate intelligence to 
all the Consuls in various parts of the globe. 

This picture may be purely ideal, but, for the classical honour of 
Britannia, Your Observer hopes it is not. Britannia, in her robes j 
and helmet, ought to be served by Consuls in the Toga NauticalU, 
whom she could stir up occasionally, when expecting them to do 
their duty, with that otherwise useless Trident which sbe always 
carries. Why the Trident ? Useful for periwinkles. 'Were Your 
Observer a certain celebrated glove-maker, he would adopt, as his 
trade-mark the figure of Britannia with a “ Try BenV^ in her 
hand. This yew de mot is one of the results of the Shrimp cure at 
Srimpgate. 

But, d pro'poB of “ Consul,” if this surmise is incorrect, then would 
it not be better to drop the title of Consul altogether, while retain- 
ing the olfice, which, in a seaport town, is no sinecure ? but what 
the new name is to be let the Great Elder Brethren decide. It falls 
not within the reach of Your Observer’s Observations.- 


I A GORDIAN KNOT. 

Thebe has been a discussion lately as to the relative intellectual 
standing of the Celt and the Saxon. .The Celtic superiority in 
quick-wittedness seems to be generally admitted. Like other Irish 
oharaoteristioB, this appears to extend to inhabitants of the Pale, to 
judge by the following advertisement which has lately been re- 
peated in several issues of a Dublin paper. It is evidently addressed 
to a very (j^uick-witted public, as only such a public could exta^icate 
the advertiser from the hopeless tangle in wMoh he has mixed 
himseltup with his late and future employers : — 

B utler in a Small Family. — A young Man, Protestant, wishes to 
procure a situation as above ; my last master gave me an excellent dis- 
charge as Butler, and trusted the keys of wine and wine cellar, and acted as 
Valet, and made myself generally useful and most obliging ; strictly sober, 
and honest, and all the excellent recomcuendations ; also an excellent place for 
the past ninety ears : another noble lady who has received an excellent (maracter 
of me, and she is anxious to enclose it to any Lady or Gentleman who may 
engage him as a trustworthy servant ; wages, £20 a year, and find my own 
dress clothes, or £16, with two suits in the year. Please address county 
Carlow Post-office, will be heard for a week. 


Hydrocephalous ? 

“ Many supposed that there was a lack of water in India, but there was 
only a lack of bi-ain^.” — Sir Arthur Cotton at Manchester, 

“ Without irrigation our system is rotteu ” ; — 

With conviotiou to Manchester so preaches Cotton : — 
CJotton’s teaching in Manchester can’t he in vain. 

But e’en water may harm when it gets on the brain. 


Beyond the Pale op Redemption.— T he Ottoman Defence Loan. 


Something like a Bargain. 

Who says London has got nothing by way of equivalent for the 
millions spent on her Sewerage Works ? Ask Captain Calvee. She 
has got a cesspool between Gravesend and BlaokwaR— names not of 
pleasant omen — eight miles long, 750 yards broad, and a yard and a 
half deep, brim-full of odoriferous and oscillating sewage ! 

Call that nothing ! If it needed a Calvee to reveal this cheering 
fact, how huge a oalf must be the Metropolitan Bumble whom this 
Galteb has brought to light in our Cloaca Maxima, the Thames I 
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CHRISTMAS ON THE CARDS AND IN THE 
CRACKERS. 

lthouoh the flowers of 
summer have never hither- 
to been coaxed into blos- 
som in onr Christmas gar- 
dens, such a phenomenon 
is, at least, on Christmas 
cards, and in Christmas 
crackers, l^ever do we 
remember such an out- 
burst of floral splendour 
as now brightens the sta- 
tioners’ windows, thanks 
to the unprecedented ac- 
tivity and ingenuity of 
such spirited Christmas 
gardeners as Messrs. De la. Eue, 
Marcus Ward, and their rivals. N’ot 
only do these magicians make all 
sorts of flowers blossom at Christmas- 
tide, till the old-fashioned evergreens 
of the season with their monotonous 
relief of red hoUy-berries, and pale 
neutral-toned fruits of the mistletoe 
bough, are fain to shrink into the 
background, outblazed ; but they can 
people their floral Christmas world 
with all manner of birds and beasts, 
actual and antediluvian, with gnomes 
and elves, nixies and pixies, and 
even with Watteauish little men and maidens in the most charming 
costumes, and the prettiest groups, of that good old time which is a 
^eat deal too good to have ever been true. King Christmas has, in 
fact, <3[Tiite detfironed Saint Valentine. 

Punch is but too conversant with the Postman, and knows better 
than any one the all-engulflng capacify of the waste-paper basket. 
But for some days past he has been sitting patiently under an unceas- 
ing down-pour of Christmas books from publishers whose name is 
legion, Christmas cards, Christmas calendars, Christmas‘wall-deco- 
rations, Christmas pocket-books, and Christmas purses showered 
on him by the liberal hands of De la Eue, Marcus ward, and their 
fellow caterers for the Christmas market. And then comes the 
bombardment, fitted to these days of war, of whole volleys of 
crackers and cosaques fired by Captains Carman and Smith, from 
the most ingeniously contrived batteries, concealed in portmanteaus, 
trunks, Eau-de-Cologne bottles, blue china mugs, and scores of 
other forms as quaint and far-fetched, till he is literally buried in 
flowers and embalmed in sweetstufl before his time. If only Punch 
could deal out all these cards, use all these diaries, keep all the 
Saints’ days of all these calendars, pull all these crackers, plunder 
all these cosaques, and fill all these purses I As it is he can only 
show his admiration of the grace and prettiness of these mementos 
of the moment, meant apparently, like sugar-plums, to take out of 
themouth the bitter of Christmas Bills, by denying them the dishonour 
of the waste-paper basket and the closing ceremony of cremation. 

All must admit that never before was so much grace of design, 
brilliancy of colour, and fertility of invention employed for the 
honomr of Old Father Christmas and the delectation of his votaries, 
;5rouiig and middle-aged. Our Schools of Design have done something 
for the Art of the Christmas card and the Christmas cracker, as wefl 
as for the papers on our walla and the china on our tables. 

Mr. Cross might take “Our Christmas Cards and Crackers” as 
the text of Ms next sesthetic sermon. Nay, John Euskin, our 
aesthetic Jupiter Tonans, in Ms Olympus of Ooniston Old Man, may 
even now be forging, out of their disjecta membra, thunderbolts for 
the luckless heads of Ward, De la Eue, Cadman, and Smith, and 
lesser oflenders of the same stamp. 

Let them look out for squalls if that monarch of aE he surveys 
in the Arts proceeds, as our American cousins say, to “ give them 
thunder.” Meanwhile, Punch can only admire, as he abides, the 
“peltmgof the pitiless storm,” while he feels that there may be 
such a thing as a deluge even of the most delectable Christmas Cards, 
and Christmas Crackers. 


THE SHORTEST DISPATCH OE THE WAR. 

Mv dear Czarevna, 

We We taken Plevna. 

Yours, 

Alheandbb Nicholalevioh. 


“Eooues. in 0:^tAiN.”— The seUers of “killed” seed. 


AN INFLEXIBLE VEEDIOT. 

Punch asked — when the Injiexibl^s stability was doubted, 

And Eeed roared loud, as Eeed does roar, and Constructors’ critics 
shouted, 

And Barnbt and the Admiralty were generally scouted — 

“ Will she swim, Obadiah, will she swim ? ” 

Punch— M.P. for G-reat Britain— saw her model in its tank, 

With his own eyes saw her floating, thought her anything but crank ; 
But the great Eeed wasn’t satisfied, and hinted hanky-pank 
Had been tried on to persuade us she could swim. 


Theu came tall talk in Parliament, hard hitting in the Press, 

And things seemed getting in a snarl, poor Ward Hunt in a 
mess, 

And between the black and white both ways ’twas mighty hard to 
guess— 

“ Would she swim, Obadiah, would she swim ? ” 


So they named a Committee, the tip-toppest that could be, 
An Admiral, a Doctor, an F.E.S,, and a C.E., 

To sit on the Inflexible infiexibly, and see — 

“ Could she swim, Obadiah, could she swim? ” 


And now that Committee has sat and made report, 

Which comes down on each question with, sharp clause, if not 
short, 

And Constructor Barnbt may on ex- Constructor Eked retort — 

“ She will swim, Obadiah, she will swim.” 


If the dicta of Hope and Woodlet, of Eendel and of Froud, 

With scientific specialists and unscientific crowd 

Against J. E. Eeed his dictum their due weight are allowed, 

“ She should swim, Obadiah, she should swim.” 


Of course Eeed isn’t silenced. — it is not his way to be. 

He has the last word in the Thnes ; won’t let things drop, not he ; 
’Gainst Constructors and Eeporters he has set forth his decree — 

“ She shan’t swim, Obadiah, she shan’t swim.” 

But, in spite of Eeed Ms roaring, let’s hope Barney’s not 
depressed. 

And that no 'gost^mortem grumbling can break poor Ward Hunt’s 
rest. 

And that Britons all may chorus, under E. J. Heed’s protest, 

“ She will swim, Obadiah, she will swim ! ” 


MAKING A CLEAN BEEAST OF IT. 

“A numerous population, non-combatant and inoffensivo, women and 
children, whoso life and honour ought, according to the usages of war, to 
have been respected, have been subjected to cruel treatment, revolting to 
humanity,” 

This is a passage from the Sultan’s Speech on opening his Parlia- 
ment. It is gratifying to find the Padishah so frankly avowing the 
horrors of Batak, Olti-keni, and Philippopolis. All the more, when 
he adds— 

“I am pleased to hope that in the future nothing will prevent the truth in 
that respect from coming to the light.” 

After tMs fresh confession, we may indeed say, “Never too late 
to mend.” 


The Difference to a T. 

Majority won’t vote supplies ; 

MacMahon swears that he won’t trudge it. 
UnM you budge ’’—the Chamber cries, 

We, as purseholdera, will not budget,” 


Protestant Degradation in Ireland* 

indignant Irish Protestant writes to us— “ Talk of the equality 
Protestant and Papist before the law since Gladstone’s sui- 
cidal measure of Disestablishment! Look at this— a public adver- 
tisement cut from the Dublin Daily Express of the 7 th instant ” 

W ANTED, a steady, sober, and respectable Protestant to drive in 
single harness ! 


R3SASSUEINa. 


®ho^ surely have o^uired to the aminds of the owners and 
other pa;^es interested, that the protracted absence of the lately 
missing Atlanfeo steams h&re been accounted for by the 

fact that The City of Perhn was on the Spree* 
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HARD TIMES. 

JPnnci2 ) ccl , ‘‘"What abe tub Tium’s Requiebmentp, Mb. Sobewgy?” 

ITcad Glcrh House wakts foxtb. new Shoes, Siji.” 

Princii'tal. ‘‘ ’That all ! Hum ! Wkite for Tenders to three or four 

OF THE PRINCIPAL HOUSES — SHOES TO BE DELIVEEED AT OUR ‘VVORICS — STATE 

UTMOST Credit — And how much in Cash they’ll allow for the Old 

ONES ! ! ! ” 


CHllISTMAS PPlESE:STS. 

{Off the CIiTistmas Tree,) 

The Earl of Beaconsfibld,— Fiye pounds of Ita-hat- 
la-koum (lumps of Turkish delight), wrapped up iu a 
Sibylliue leaf. 

Mr. Secretary Cross. — A Detective’s staff aud bull’s- 
eye on improved principles. 

The Earl of Cabnarvon. — A dozen of best Cape cham- 
pagne, and a set of Caffre head-ornaments. 

The Pdght Hon. "William Henry Smith,— A model of 
a ship-of-war, warranted to ffoat without a Commission 
of Inquiry (ffexible material). 

The Earl of Derby.— A bottle of the new non-marking 
duid, with pen and paper to match, for despatch- 
writing. 

Eight Hon. Sir Michael E. Hicrs-Beach,- A Home 
Rule, with the measures marked in orange and green 
a,lternately, and a group of the Kilkenny cats in hard- 
bake. 

The Marquis of Salisbury.— The new game of Over 
the Frontier y with counters and forfeitsj'completej being 
an Indian iorm of the popular Japanese entertainment 
Go-hang. 

A TALE OP TERROR. 

Dear Punch, 

I SE 13 a Novel advertised, called The Mu&mcj 
Will, The title is suggestive of a henpecked husband’, 
-xnd I, for one, can sympathise most fervently with the 
poor fellow, for I am sharing his sad fate. My own will 
has been missing ever since my marriage, and I have 
small hope of recovering it, except by a divorce. Perhaps 
the tale may be intended to warn men who are trem- 
bling on the brink of matrimony, that a man’s Will 
surely vanishes before a woman’s Won’t. 

I conclude in some alarm, for I hear my wife’s voice 
calling me. 

Sampson Shakbrley. 

P.S. — Except in certain eases, a Lady’s will is legally 
not valid after marriage. A pleasant legal fiction this, 
as many a poor yiotim has found out to his cost. 


FRENCH NATIONAL “ DEYELOPMENT.” 

The Crisis in France has been a struggle for existence 
of Parties, and it has ended in the surviyal of the 
fittest. 


GHAZr OSMAN AND THE NEWSPAPERS. 

^ For daring fabrication of false news, and unscrupulous propaga- 
tion of such news knowing it to he false, the present War stands, 
we would fain heliere, alone among the collisions that in onr time 
have enlisted unscrupulous journalism. But on this side the Chan- 
nel, at least, the Turoophile and Russophobe Press can boast a proud 
pre-eminence in suppressio veri suggestio falsi, discolouring and dis- 
tortion of facts, invention of fictions, and every other device of men- 
dacity which greatly-daring partisanship can employ for the advance- 
ment of its ends, 'or blind and besotted prejudice can accept and avail 
itself of, nnder the comprehensive cloak of pious fraud. 

One of the most striking illustrations both of large liberty in lying, 
and of bigoted readiness not onljr to swallow the Re, but to moralise 
on it after the writer’s own one-sided fashion, is to he found in the 
circumstantial story of Ghazi Osman’s suicide, which reached this 
country through the channel of ‘‘ Our Special— very Special— Corre- 
spondent” of the Turcophilest of Turcophile journals; and the 
comment upon it in another equally rabid organ of rampant Russo- 
phobism and savage Slavodium. At once accepting the story of the 
gallant Ghazi’s death, as intrinsically probable, the indignant 
journalist proceeds : — 

“ Such a man, sorely wounded, bitterly disappointed, and despairing of his 
cause, miglit well have felt the cup of Humiliation filled to overflowing when 
he found himself an object of high ‘magnanimous courtesy’ among the 
superior persons of the Russian camp. To be fed, paraded, and patted on the 
back by Russian and Roumanian generals must have been torture to a man in 
his situation and with his spirit. It ought to surprise nobody if he died of it. 
or through its operation.” * ^ ! 

More authentic, and of even date with the circumstantial He tele- 
graphed home by the “ Our Special Correspondent,” is the conquered 
General’s own despatch to his brother— just what the letter of 
such a man might be expected to be, straightforward, simple, 


calmly accepting and recording defeat and captivity, handsomely 
and gratefully acknowledging the chivalrous recognition of courage 
by the victorious enemy, and the “ benevolent ” treatment of prisoners 
and wounded by their captors : — 

“ Our provisions being totally expended,” writes the Ghazi, “ I determined 
to make a supreme effort to break the iron line surrounding us on every side. 
You know the result. I am a prisoner, with the remnant of my brave army. 
The courage and intrepidity of my soldiers have been highly appreciated by 
the Russian Emperor and his brother, the Grand Duke Nicholas. All our 
soldiers are prisoners, and are treated with benevolence. Our wounded are 
cared for with kindness. I am slightly wounded, but am in good health. My 
place of residence has not yet been named.” 

■Which is most creditable,— the plain unvarnished narrative of the 
Turkish hero, or the uncharitable, unfair, and malignant comment of 
his hig-mouthed friend in the English newspaper-parapaph ? 

Ghazi- Osman, if he he cognisant of this kind of sympathetic 
“patting on the back.” from his newspaper partisans in London, may 
well add “ Save me from my Christian friends ” to the 
tions of his Moslem prayer. 


other pe'ti- 


ChLristmas Crackers. 


To pretend that you only go to a Pantomime for the amusement of 
the children. . , -r. . 

To assert that Brighton is improved by the presence of the Boxing- 
Day excursionists brought down to spend a happy day at the seaside 
for five shillings and sixpence. 

To say grace in a hypocritically thankful spirit over Christmas 
Turkey and Plum Pudding. 


Domestic, if not Foreign.— An accomplished fact* 
pending Partition of Turkey. 


The im- 
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PLANTING THE HUGHENDEN TREE. 



mu is Aylesbury’s fame for dairies, 

Hififh is Aylesbury’s fame for ducks, 

But High- Wycombe enjoys greater glory, 
The most-favoured borougbi in Bucks I 
The renown of a Hughenden Manor, 

The luck of a Beacon^ield nigh, 

To shed on its dairies and dwellers 
A light from an Asian sky. 

One industry that little borough 
Has based on her fair beechen woods, 

The making of chairs, pails, and platters, 

And all sorts of “turnery ” goods. 

All fashions of backs and of bottoms. 

Of arms and of legs— four by four — 

That from kitchen and bedroom-use rising, 

To Windsor, in apogee, soar. 

At length to that neat little borough 
Whence so many Windsors take frame, 

In this blessed month of December 
The Lady of Windsor there came ! 

Yictobia, m propria persona ^ 

To Hughenden Manor drove o’er, 

With Hughenden’s Lord to take luncheon,— 
A grace deigned few subjects before. 

Sore travailed the brains of the borough, 

Of Aldermen, Town-Clerk, and Mayor ! 
Who shall tell of the meetings and motions. 
And appeals — as of right— to the Chair ? 
ITow should High Wycombe rise to its highest, 
Its loyal invention to show, 

In building an archway triumphal, 

For the (in men underneath it to go ! 


Christmas evergreens, holly and laurel, 

Were there, but such archways were stale ; 
Mere battens, distemper, and canvas, 

Were all in the common-place pale ; 

Till ’twas planned— who proposed it we know not, 
His bln&es posterity spares— 

Both her trade and her loyalty Wycombe, 

Should proclaim in an archway of chairs I 

Of all arches ever passed under 
By Boyal Procession before, 

Hever arch displayed loyalty greater. 

And none e’er struck Itoyalty more. 

There was but one feature a- wanting. 

What a crown of the arch had been there, 

In Lord Beaconsfielt) posed, emblematic, 
A-poising a neat Windsor chair ! 

Pass we o’er the address and the bouquet. 

Guard of honour drawn up on the green, 

And drive on to Hughenden Manor, 

Where its honoured Lord welcomes his Queen, 
His Empress— to whom he has added 
A title was ne’er Queen’s before, 

And now, his full cup over-brimming, 

As his guest sees her darkening his door ! 


Did the Czae in far Bucharest shiver ? 

Did Goetschakoee thrill with a dread ? 

Did the Sultan in Stamboul feel smoother 
The thorns where he pillows his head ? 

As from luncheon in Hughenden Manor 
The Queen and my radiant Lord B. 

Walked out to the lawn, and proceeded 
To plant a memorial tree ! 

Oh, what was the tree my Lord ordered, — 
Ox was it the Queen that bespoke P 

Was it poplar, or alder, or laurel, — 

It could scarcely have been British Oak ? 

Or a tree of some Asian order, 

Till now to our siha unknown, 

From a Hebrew root shot np in no time. 
With a coronet-flower, newly blown? 


Was ’t a growth from the islands Paciiic, 

Or a shoot from some battle-fed seed, 

With red roots and red flowers for the hearing, 
Good for lance-wood and gun-stocks at need ? 
Whatever the tree that was planted 
At Hughenden Manor that day, 

To what e’en her Queen plants ’tis the usage 
That England has something to say. 

There ’s war on Bulgarian mountains, 

And war in Armenian plains, 

But to England, that watches the battles, 
Thank God ! blessed peace still remains ; 

And ere she takes hand :foom the ploughshare 
And loom to lay hand to the sword, 

Be assured she will w'ell weigh the reason, 

With due faith in her Queen and my Lord. 
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MONEY “TIGHT.^^ 

British Subaltern, ** By-the-by, Smith, can yoh Lend mb that Sotebeign I gave you this Morning for a Christmas-Box ? ! ” 


SATING THE EMPIRE. 

(Or, how a Spirited and JSrnotional, hut Intelligent Minority 
would manage it for us if they only had the chance,) 

Scene— -4 s^ot in the centre of the Metropolis^ during an out- 

burst of patriotic enthusiasm. Throngs of all classes of the 
community^ wild with excitement, crowd every available inch of 
space, while several distinguished members of a War Minis- 
try who have held office for some hours, and have clambered 
on to the base of a convenient column, are addressing those in 
their immediate vicinity, 

A Secretary for Foreign Affairs {concluding a stirring perora- 
tion), And, lastly, Q-entlemeu, that we may meet the forces of an 
opposing world, let us, with a united front, destroy all pitiable 
party differences, and bury the animosities that spring from greed 
of place in the common grave of a wide and generous Coalition. 
{He embraces a couple of Obstructives, in tears, amidst hud and 
prohnged cheering,) Yes, G-entlemen, Union is Strength. Home 
Rule is an accomplished fact ; and in order that all men of all shades 
may rally round the flag of our beloved country, we have no hesita- 
tion in accepting the principles of these worthy patriots en masse, 
{Shakes hands wanmy with the authors of several Parliamentary 
Bills for the Abolition of Public^ Houses, the Disestablishment of 
the Church, the Extension of the Franchise, the Division of Pro- 
perty, cii’c., (^c.) And now, finding posts for those who should never 
be suffered to wither in the chill ^oom that lies beyond the bounds 
of ofiice — [buttonholes several influential ex- Cabinet Ministers ) — and 
thus conciliating all the clamours of faction, we are prepared, with- 
out fear of criticism or reproach, to consult the interests of the great 
Empire it is our privilege to serve, and to face the worst I {Enthu- 
siastic cheering,) And now we will hear the splendid news that has 
just reached us from the Yioeroy. 

A Secretary for India {waving^ a hnythy telegram above his head,) 
Splendid, indeed! By dint of indomitable perseverance we have 
succeeded in bringing about five frontier wars at one and the same 
moment, while Thibet, Upper Tartary, Japan, ^ and the whole of China 
Proper have been threatened with invasion simultaneously. 

A Secretary for Foreign Affairs {shaking him by the hand with 


much emotion). Thanks I Thanks for the welcome news. That is 
the way in which a spirited Government should obviate any possible 
danger at Calcutta! {Great cheering,) And those approving shouts 
embolden me to announce that with a view to our doing to-day what 
our fathers* have done before us, we have thought it as well to send 
an ultimatum to every Court iu Europe! Yes, Gentlemen, Her 
Majesty* s Government are determined that Wap ping shall be 
secure {deafening cheers), and it is thus that their ardent patriotism 
wisely anticipates events. [ Great cheering, 

A Secretary for War {pushing to the point). Excuse me, but 
these are emotional times, and the tears fiow freely from my eyes 
with joy as I announce that the country will not find this depart- 
ment unprepared! {Renewed cheering,) All males between the 
ages of thirteen and ninety will instantly be hurried to the front. 
The pipes of all the leading gas and water companies will he dug up, 
out into lengths, rifled, and served out to active volunteers to use 
them as they can, while a picked corps of seven hundred half -pay 
generals, under the command of the editor of a daily paper of world- 
wide circulation, will forthwith be despatched secretly to some 
important spot upon a foreign coast ! The crisis demands great sacri- 
fices, but when the hour of danger strikes, this is not, by any 
means, the department to avoid them. [Renewed cheering, 

A First Lord of the Admiralty, Spoken like a spirited Minister I 
And I have only to add that the whole of Her Majesty's fleet, to- 
gether with the entire mercantile marine of the Empire, is now 
steaming down the Channel under sealed 'orders to blow up and 
utterly destroy every seaport town in the two hemispheres. This, 
of course, as an initial measure of defence. I am no sea-lawyer, but 
I hope I am enough of a diplomatist to appreciate the necessity 
of maintaining untarnished the splendid memories that still linger 
round the name of “ Trafalgar.*’ [Enthusiastic cheering, 

A Foreign Secretary, Just so. And I think, Gentlemen, that 
perhaps with that we may conclude the programme of our arrange- 
ments for this morning I 

[Left speaking as a great and united people march off to defend 
in the most irrational manner something somebody has called 
^Hhe mighty heritage bequeathed to them byfheir sires ;** but 
what, nobody has any notion. 
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must bear bis initials on tbe top, surrounded by a plain 
circle, and be baked before noon by a woman who has 
never been on the Continent. ^ ^ ,1 , 

In the Isle of Man, on New Yearns Eve, they drink 
elder wine flavoured with rosemary, and eat buns soaked 
in warm ale. When the clock strikes twelve the com- 
pany all rise, link little fingers, dance round the hearth 
on one leg*, and singf ** ^TitQ>Yiyi%Q> I ^ to the accom- 
paniment of the hand-beUs. ^ 

The customs and superstitions of the Ohannei Islands 
at this season are a mine of interest to the antiquary and 
connoisseur. The horror of carraway-seeds, the respect 
paid to the magpie, the indispensable ingredient of 
ccwiciv^ in the mince-meat, the shouting the names of 
dejiarted ancestors down the streets at midnight, and 
the curious practice, among the lower orders, of pelting 
each other with hard-boiled eggs (painted bright orange) 
on“Boxing Day, may he cited as a sample of the old- 
world usages which still linger in these delightful re- 
treats. 

In North Wales it is held to he lucky to eat an egg 
from the wrong end on New Year’s Day. The egg must 
be a turkey’s egg, and stained purple, and the person who 
takes it out of the nest must have blue eyes and a 
majestic countenance. . .i 

In South Wales ill-luck is considered to attach to the 
man who does not either wear a new hat on Christmas 
J)ay, or part his hair down tbe middle, without si)ealdng 
a word to any one, before breaking his fast in the morning. 

Doth in North and Soutli Wales, to spill the salt at 
table on Christmas Day is lot)kcd upon as a particular 
misfortune, which can only be remedied by^ the trans- 
gressor standing at the open street-door, during the rest 
of the meal, ■with a blood-orango in each hand, stuck 
with chips saved from the last Ciiristmas Vulc Log, for 
presentation to the first Bishop who passes by tbe housci. 




iiLiiSTMAS has its own su- 
perstitions. In the Isle of 
Sheppoy ic is considered 
most unlucky for any Mq XV 
iierson above the age of * ! 

fourteen to partake of a 
Christmas plum-pudding Yotii 


OUE WXNTEE EXHIBITION. 

Two Eifunucs, SJK^:T^'llEH fiiom vSuimpoatk.- 
The Fnisr jmiNG ak Old Salt Asuokk. 


( c-f.n If e* Christmas pium-pudding Yotm Quiet Observer has two sketches on hand which 

) which does not contain an will conclude his Srimpgato subject, ihc first is of a 

odd number of raisins, weather-beaten Old Salt, who lounges about tho pior. 
The universal cry through- and whose tales of wonder, which have long since ceased 

out the Island is — ^Have the plums been counted (by a fair woman), and what is to astonish the natives, must be taken by visitors cum 

their total amount ? gratia salts, ^ not, however, to bo supplied by the oicl 

The inhabitants of Lincolnshire, and Nottinghamshire, where those two Balt himself. • i - j * \ t 

counties border, cling tenaciously to a (quaint custom which they are believed to Bill Bolder has been to sea in his day ; in wiiut 
have derived from the Danes. The mince-pies made in Lincolnshire for con- capacity has perhaps nevor been exactly clofu*, e.xcopt to 
sumption on Christmas-Eve and Day are sent (in a •willow basket lined with his contemporaries. It is dilliculc to get ui tlic truth 
tiffany and covered with holly-leaves) into Nottinghamshire to he warmed about Old Bill ; it is more than diuicult to extract it 
before they are eaten, and, vice versa, the Nottinghamshire pics are conveyed from Old Bill lumself, lie is the very type of tho sort 
into Lincolnshire with the same ceremonies. of on-shore^ mariner, previously described by xour ()r»- 

In the Lake Country, the robin-redbreasts at this season wear rufls round server in his picture of Srimpgate. lie is all boots and 
their necks made of gilt-edged note-paper. These ruffs are put on the birds on trousers, which latter might be termed * breast- works, 
Chxistmas-Eve by the Churchwardens, and taken off on Twelfth-Night by the as with a very little trouble, he could pull them up over 
Ministers of all denominations.. The beginning and end of the ceremony is his head and goto sleep in them, nob only witiiout ex- 
announced by the firing of cannon. perieneing the slightest inconvGnien(}e, but with a consi- 

In the remote parts of Essex, there are three things which it is held to he derable amount of personal comfort. ^ They realise the 
unlucky to do between St. Thomas’s Day and New Year’s Eve— to make your slang term some time ago applied to this article of dress, 
will, to ride a white pony, and to marry a second cousin. The same supersti- namely, “bags.” His hat would be equally suitable for 
tion prevails in Devon and Cornwall, but with these differences— you may make a Dustman, a Coalheavor, a Mud-eorie(ttor, or a oea- 
your win, but not a codicil to it ; you may ride a white pony if it has a chestnut fisherman. ^ There is rather a determined expression on 
star on its forehead, and you may marry your second cousin if she has no Old Bill’s face, as if of a man, who having told a story, 
false teeth. meant to stick to it against all comers. He has an index - 

In the borough towns in Dorsetshire, the Mistletoe is gathered at sunrise by nose, so to speak, which seems to be always pointing 
the Town Clerk, who rings a muffin-bell and blows a hunting-horn (alter- seawards. His nose does duty for his hands as far as 
nately) in the woods for half an hour before the ceremony begins. He is pointing is concerned, his hands being either in his ca- 
assisted in his duties by all those of the inhabitants, between the ages of pacious pockets, or engaged in holding a big telescope, by 
eleven and twenty-one, who were born on Christmas Day. which Bill Bolder makes his livelihood. 

In Yorkshire and Durham the parish Binder performs the same office. He Old Bill’s trade is confined almost entirely to tho 
wears a cocked hat and a sword, and distributes the branches in the twilight, summer season^ when, without stirring from ono and tiie 
singmg the National Anthem all the while, and accompanying himself on an same spot on the pier, he does a marvellous amount of 
JEolian Harp. ^ fiat-fishing and flat-catching. The flats of Deal are 

Tn Suffolk, an acidulated drop, in the shape of a true lovers’ knot, is inserted nothing to the fiats that comb down from London to 
on Christmas Eve in the turkey stuffing by the hands of the last-born child in Srimpgate-on-Sea in the summer. For them Bill Bol- 
the family. Whoever has: the good fortune to get this drop, when the bird dee has Ms choicest stories and his heartiest and most 
comes to table^ is certain within the next twelve months either to find a trea- impressive manner. For them Bill exhibits Ms tele- ; 
sure of gold corns in a ploughed field, or to sit in a window-seat eating medlars scope, and gives what is, in its way, quite a leeticpre on 
and reding the best metaphysical work of the year. the marvellous powers 01 this tmequailed glass— which 

The Staffordshire man or hoy considers he has not faithfully discharged the unequalled glass, by the way, leads to many other 
duties of the Sekspn unless he eats a portion of pork-pie (stuffed with raisins) glasses of a very different character, Bill’s capacity as 
every day from Christmas Eve to New Year’s Eve (both inclusive). The pie a swallower being only rivalled by that of his Cockney 
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audience, whose open montlis would take down the Sea Serpent 
itself, if Old Bill only insisted that he had seen it himself, and 
that if they got the glass in the right focus they could see it for 
themselves out there, bless your dear eyes, in the offin’. Woe be 
to the venturesome person who would dare dispute the merits of 
the telescope, or throw a shadow of a doubt across the brilliant 
narratives of William Bolder. “’Spose you think as that ain^t 
true what I’m a say in’ of,” retorts Bill, with intense irony. 
“’Spose you think as I didn’t do one ’arf o’ what I’ve been a 
tellin’ you ? ’Spose you won’t believe as this here werry telescup 
warn’t give to me by a great naval hoff’cer for savin’ of more nor 
two hundred o’ lives at sea ? ’Spose you ’ll not b’live Bill Boldee’s 
word, not when he shows you the inksfeeipshun itself wot is in- 
gurved on this here werry telescup. Now then — I ” and 
triumphantly he exhibits the polished brass of the telescope, where- 
on is engraved as plainly as possible information to the effect, that 
“ This glass was presented to William Bolder, by a Lieutenant of 
the Royal Navy^ for having saved two hundred lives at 
Then the telescope is shut up, and so is the person who had dared 
to doubt the word of Bill Bolder. How the shillings and half- 
crowns come out after this, not only as further testimonials to the 
unexampled bravery of the gallant old Tar (and no further questions 
asked), but also to soothe the ruffled feelings of the hero who has 
lived to hear a slur east upon the integrity of his hitherto unblem- 
ished character ! It takes a great deal of liquor to wash out such a 
stain as this. But Bill Bolder manages to get over it, and in half 
an hour more he will be going through a similar performance before 
another audience, and with undiminished success. No one has yet 
inquired the name of the geperous Lieutenant of the Boyal Navy 
from whom this tribute of admiration originally came. Atiall events, 
his good deed is written in Bill Bolder’s brass. Bill makes his 
hay while the sun shines, from May till October, when he retires for 
the winter, and enjoys his well-earned repose, until the first 
warmth of spring, and the appearance of the bathing-machines 
induces him to quit his retreat, when out he comes fresher than ever. 
Oh, rare Pill Bolder ! 


THE pOj^PLIiyiENTS OF THE REASON. 

Or, the Christmas Letter- Writer, 



I. 

S IR, —For the eighth 
time I must re- 
quest your im- 
mediate payment of yonr 
outstanding three quarters 
parochial rates. 1 am not 
unaware of your Christ- 
mas engagements, hut if 
my demand is not at once 
complied with, I shall he 
compelled to forward you 
an oblong slip of paper, 
inviting you to meet Al- 
exander Edward Cock- 
burn in the Queen’s Bench 
at Westminster within 
fourteen days. 

Yours, &c., 

J, BmiBLESON, 
Vestry Clerh, 

II. 


Sir, — I am much obliged 
to you for your promised invitation, but I regret to add that I shall 
not be able to accept it, as owing to some hasty remarks once 
delivered at the C. U. B. by the Lord Chief Justice in relation to 
myself, some mutual embarrassment might be caused by our being 
again thrown together. By the time this reaches you 1 shall have 
followed my Doctor’s advice, and have sought a more genial clime. 
Letters can be addressed to me, Poste llestante, Monaco. 

Yours, &o., J. Diddler. 

III. 

My Dear Madam, 

When this epistle reaches your hands your offspring will he 
in your arms. It is with pleasure that I am enabled to give a re- 
port of your son which will doubtless be most gratifying to so 
admirable a parent as yourself. Your son’s scholastic attainments 
are of the highest order, and I can scarcely decide which is the most 
remarkable, his devotion to the lai^guagcs of .Greece and Rome or 
his love of modem hlks Uttres* He is a most gentlemanly boy, and 
deservedly popular* 

I enclose the term’s account of £84 18^. 6d., and beg to call your 
attention to the fact that the college wiH reassemble on the 18th 
prox* Yours very truly, I. SwistiExm, 


IV. 


Sir, 

My son has returned with a black eye, and smelling strongly 
of smoke. I do not yet know what may be the sura of his school 
acquisitions. Up to the present he has displayed two— a large 
gnmea-pig and three white mice in his trousers’ pockets. Your bill 
is exorbitant, and my son will not return next term. 


Yours, &i3., Cornelia Grakuds. 


V. 

My Darling Sister, 

According to the promise you made when you stopped here 
for three weehs in the summer, the girls and I are looking forward 
to a slight visit to you at this festive season of the year. The two 
girls are much grown, and Ann being fourteen and ^ Eliza now 
twelve, are quite old enough to mix under your tuitmi in the great 
world of London. They can play the ‘‘ Sweethearts' Waltz, both as 
a duet and a solo, and will thereby be able to amuse your guests. 
Mudborough is very dull I'ust now. Your loving sister, 

Jane, 

P./S'.— I have forwarded you a hamper containing a hare. 

VJ. 

My Darling Sister, 

How provoking of you not to have reminded me of my pro- 
mise before. You must know what a perfect wretch of a inemory 
mine always was. I have asked onr poor Aunt here for Christmas. 
She is devoted to my two boys, but, of course, I shall put in a good 
word for your girls. J am not covetous of her money. Poor, dear 
children, how sorry I am they cannot come to town for the holidays. 
But time soo7i passes, and next Christmas you must all come. 

Yours everly, Emily. 

P.iS'.— The hamper was unpaid, and the hare was— well I This 
muggy weather ! I ! 

VII. 

My Dear Sir, 

YotTR well-known generosity as a Theatrical Manager alone 
tempts me to ask you a favour. I have several friends from the 
country who have never seen a Pantomime on Boxing Night. Will 
yon please send me by return of post, seven stalls, or I don’t mind 
dress circle seats, if they are in the fi.rst row ? If you have any 
tickets for the pit, I should like to give my servants a treat. Ex- 
cuse my asking, but I met you at an evening party at Mrs. A. 
Mathews once, and consider you quite in the light of an old friend, 

Yours sincerely, Julia MeCnoBSUS, 


virr. 

The Manager of the Polyolbion Theatre presents his compliments 
to Mrs. McCRUiisus, and is glad to say that every seat in the house 
is engaged for Boxing Night. The Manager regrets that he has for- 
gotten Mrs. A. Mathew’s evening party, and the delightful 
meeting alluded to by Mrs. McCrgisds. 

IX. 

Messrs. Jewitt and Teazbr beg to enclose Mr. (I’Mclligan’s 
account with their clients, Cool and Peabody, (which has now been 
running three years), with their charge for theiiresent apxdication 
amounting to £3 105 . (hZ. Messrs. J. and S. have to state that 
their clients have been compelled to stop payment, that their affairs 
are in course of liquidation, and that prompt settlement of this 
amount will prevent the accrual of legal expenses, 

X. 

Mr. O’Mtjlltgan begs to inform Messrs, Jewitt and Teazer 
that he is in the same position as their clients. His allhirs also being 
in liquidation, ho begs to refer Messrs, J. and S. to liquidators 
for their own demand, as well as that of their cliouts, Messrs. Cool 
AND Peabody, and hoijes they may get it. 


The History of a Life. 

IN FIVE SITTINGS. 

ifiodicated to the Author of^^Lothair*') 

A Lawyer’s Stool. 

An Author’s Library Lounge* 

A Parliamentary Seat. 

A Treasury Bench. 

A Triumphal Arch— of Windsor Chairs I 


AccErTALLE New Year’s Giet.— M arshal MacMahon’s Hrmnes -^ 
Return of Constitutional Government to France. 
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CHURCH MILLINERY. 

Waitted at Madame Ctjnegondb’s Establishment eor beady-made Ybstmbnts, Regent Stbbet, two ob ’imm tall, gbntkrl- 
’ LOOKING Young Men, of Olerioal Asteot, for the Trying-On Depaiitment. 


GEEAT INVESTJttENT-XJNEIVALLED OFPOETXJNITY. 

TtTRKEY-IR-EtJROPE COMPANY, LIMITED. 

Capital Piye Hundred Millions, in Twenty Shares of Twenty-Fiye 
Millions each. Formed to buy up and utilise a most important 
Property,in the East, the present holders being compiled to 
wind up. 

Directors* 

Alexander Eomanoee, for Russia. 

Francis Joseph Hapsbitro, for Austria. 

William Hohbnzollebn, for Germany. 

Yictor Emmanuel, for Italy. 

George Augustenburg, for Greece. 

Milan Obrenotich, for Servia, 

Nicholas Danieloee, for Montenegro, 

(With power to add to their number.) 

Secretary for the East — His Highness the Khedive of Egypt, 
Secretaries for the Western Board* 

Messrs, Bismarck, Ignatieee, Andrasst, Komondouros, Eristics, 
and Petrovich. 

Bankers’— K powerful Syndicate from the Directors of the National 
Banks of Berlin, Yienna, St. Petersburg, Athens, Belgrade, 
and Cettigne. 

A more detailed programme will he shortly issued* 

It is understood that the Director Alexander Romanoee has a 
Mortgage of One Hundred Millions on the property, of which, how- 
ever he is willing to take payment, principal and interest, in paid- ; 
up Shares, besides giving his valuable aid in the management of the 
property— which will be taken as a going concern. 


COMEORT EOR ERANCE. 

Republicans of France, dismiss your fears : 
You may be Gfi:6vr-eyed, yet have no Thiers. 


HOLLINGSHEAD ON THE PLACE OF CARICATURE IN 
THE ARTS. 

Mr. Hollinushead disclaims all intention of personal disrc'iiiect 
to Mr.iWHisTLEE in his introduction of a caricature of him and lus 
pictures in his successful adaptation of The Grasshopper* 

Mr. Whistler, he says, attended the last rehearsal, and like the 
Russian Commandant de Blace on the Ooblentz Column that re- 
corded the invasion of Russia by the French, inscribed his Vu 
et approuve par nous, WHISTLER,^' below Mr. Pkllk<uunFh 
^Uharge*^* In fact, it was in answer to an invitation from Mr. 
Hollingshead for thislpurpose, that the Artist wrote playfully back, 
“ Whistler, and I come to thee, my lad I '' 

* * PeUegrini,’ ^ in English, means ‘ ‘ Pilgrims.’ ’ Mr, W h istlkr, wo 
understand, playfully congratulated his caricatui'ist on his Pil- 
grim’s Progress,” attributing that Progress to the inlluen<re on the 
Pilgrim’s style of even an attempt to turn him (W.) into ridicule* 
Pellegrini, as Whistler triumphantly remarked, cannot even 
satirise the author of Colour-symphonies without giving his own 
miserable art a shove up. “ Such is the oifoct,” added the great 
Colour-symphonist, “ of poking fun at genius, even with the wrong 
end of the stick I ” 


A Proclamation. 

Sheep I 

For many years yon have been oppressed by the Wolf. 
Last summer yon defied hiin, and would assuredly have been eaten 
had not the Shepherds interfered on your behalf. Then the Wolf, 
in spite of his teeth, was forced to retire, and you promised to leave 
him alone. You have chivalrously kept your promises. As the 
Wolf had teeth, yon wisely waited until they should be drawn. 

Sheep I— noble, patriotic Sheep!— thanks to yonr and strong 

friend, the Bear, the Wolf ’s teeth are drawn and nis claws dipt! 
It is, therefore, now your bounden duty to go and kick Mm^ and 
when it comes to cutting np, to take as muon of Ms carcase as the 
Bear wiU give yon. 

Given at Oni Court of Belgrade. {Signed LaMBKHT. 
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HOW FATHER O^SHEE LAID IN HIS CHRISTMAS COALS. 

Yourg Patsy Hollo y was as purty a toy 
As was ever of widdy tlie pride and the joy ; 

And as for his Ass, sure no baste could surpass 
That beautiful basjje, but for pne fault, alas ! 

"When she felt she ’d a load, you might kick and might 
goad, 

But the deuce of a foot would she ^ove on the road, 

Till you ’d tickle her bones wid a handful of stones — 

And that hint she ^d take, the desateful ould toad ! 

^ 4C- i 

The "VYiddy, half dead with could, looked in the shed, 

But sorra the peat could she find, so she said, 

Bure I clane out of fewT, and the night 's could and 
crew’l ; 

Tako the baste for a Ipad of Walls ends, Pat, my jew’ll ” 





So Pat made a start, wid the coals in his cart. 

But the baste wid her tantrums well-nigh broke his heart; 
Por never a stip would she move, the ould rip ! 

But she stood like a pig wid her legs wide apart. 

“ Ochone ! wirra-’stnrue I Arrah, what will I do ? ” 
Cried Pat, as he sat in a terrible stew. 

Then he called on the Saints, and he called on the d 

( [ won’t say the word— sure it wouldn’t be civil !) 

To bring him a stone to bestow on the baste— 

When, troth I at that moment up strowls an ould Praste I 

And who should it be but Father O’Shee 1 

And he says, “ My son Patsy ! my son Pat I ” says he, 

“ Sich language is really shocking to me. 

Sure, what is the matther ? ” “ The mattlier ! ” says Pat, 
“ Now, saving your prisence, by this and by that I 
The murthering baste will not budge the laste taste.” 
“Then why don’t you bato her?” replied the ould 
Praste. 

“ Is it batin’ ? ” says Pat. “ By the Saint in my hat I 
’Tisn’t hatin’ she cares for— ooh I not in the laste— 

Ochone and ochone ! if I ’d only a stone ! ” 

‘ ‘ A stone I ” says the Praste— ah thin, wasn’t he artful ?— 
“ A stone I Why, ye Omadhaun, look at yer cartfull I ” 
“ Thrue for you 1 ” Pat sings out ; “ them ’s the jockeys 
’lido,” 

And clutching two handsful with joyous “ hurroo,” 

He let fly in haste at the back of his baste, 

That not likin’ the taste, started off as if chased 
By the ould one himself, for a good rood or two. 

But Pat knew the thrick, and whenever she ’d kick. 

Or stop in her canther, the coals would fall thick 
On her ribs and her back, till the road was astrew 
Wid best Wallsends, and Patsji’s poor baste black and 
blue ! 

f »* }. .K 

A few minutes later the Praste you ’d have seen, 

Wid his shovel and crate, and his party colleen. 

“Colleen dhas,” said the Praste, “sure ’tis wicked to waste 
The goods of this world— ’tis the best Wallaend coal— 
Take it up every lump, if you vally your soul ! ” 

k 

As for Pat and the widdy— I will not be guessing 
What he got— but I ’ll go bail ’t wasn’t a blessing ! 




PABTUEIUNT MONTES. 


Cabinet Councils I Royal Yi sits! Rex)orts that contradict each 
other on the most undoubted authority 1 Gossip at high tide I Gole- 
ymmeherie in full swallow ! 


The Mountain of Official Resolves is in labour. What will it bring 
forth— Mouse or EaTth^uake, Dispatches Demonstrations or Defi- 
ance, Big words or Great Deeds, muster of armies for war and move- 
ment of fleets for battle, or only bandying of big words and bran- 
dishing of oificial pens, with no bloodshed behind them ? Thus far, 
there is hut one birth of the Labouring Mountain which England and 
the world knows of— the Meeting of Parliament three weeks before 
the usual time. But whether this will be to sanction wary resolves or 
warlike, to vote money or ships and soldiers and ratify resolutions 
of action, to open a safety-valve for pent-up popular steam, or to pro- 
vide hulfors of tall talk for Ministerial responsibility, to strengthen 
weak hands and brace up tottering knees, or to show strong arms 
ready to strike in, and our Collective Wisdom chorussing Mr, Mac 
Deuaiott, to Toyesl divided counsels, or to announce the welded will 
of a United Nation, it is for time to show—not for Punch to x>ro- 
phesy. 


Some things, however, he will say, believing it timely and even 
urgent to say, them. 

If Parliament meet but to promote peace, and assert Beitahnia’s 
right to a voice in settling its terms^ then “well met ” says Punch 
to Parliament. But if all hands he piped to shift H.M.S* Britannia^ s 
neutral anchorage-ground, and bring her within the drift of the 
war-current, then it will he in an ill hour that the crew were 
“ roused up,” because it will be with half a heart and a divided 
will that they will obey— if they obey— the boatswain’s whistle. 

That the Parliamentary Bull’s-eye should just now be turned on 
to the Cabinet-room, the Parliamentary BuU’s-ear held close to its 
keyhole, the Parliamentary Bull’s- voice heard by way of clear and 
concordant undertone in its deliberations, and the Parliamentary 
Bull’s-foot set down unmistakably and with a wiR— that is reason 
for Punch and his Great Britain to he glad and thankful, whatever 
is to be hoped, or feared, of the labouring mountain, whose travail 
the Clubs are so loud about. 


Nattteej’s “ Compliments oe tee Season.”— “ A muggy Christ- 
mas and a sloppy New Year.” 
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WHAT HE HAS LAID HIM8ELE OPEN TO. 

In spite of Hs refusal to enter into a tree-felling contest, Mr. 
Gladstone eontiimes to be oyerwhelined with challenges. He has 
been hind enough to forward us a selection of a few typical ones 

No* l.’^Fostmar'k^ “ Lower Tooting 

PsoEESsoR Brown’s compliments to Mr, Gladstone, and Professor 
Brown understands that Mr. Gladstone is fond of delivering 
Lectures. The Professor for the last forty years has been taking his 
celebrated entertainment, “ Five-and-twenty Minutes with the 
Cannibals,” round the Provinces. The Professor will be happy to 
lecture against Mr. Gladstoijb for ten pounds a side. Each lecturer 
to bring his own dissolving views and character costumes* 

No. 2. — JPostmarh^ Hackney, 

Mr, Penny A. Liner begs to welcome Mr. Gladstone as a brother 
contributor to periodical literature. Mr, P. A, Liner desires to enter 
into a friendly competition with Mr. Gladstone, Say for ten shil- 
lings a side. Both authors to furnish an article. The subject to be 
chosen by the Editor of the Hackney Morning Thunderbolt^ who ! 
might also act as Judge. A card by return of post would oblige. 

No. Z.—Tostmarki “ New Yorh.^^ 

Eldbed E. Slooum presents his compliments to the Eight 
[ Honourable Privy Councillor Gladstone, M,P., and would be glad 
to maJce a deal with him. Eldred E. Siocdm has seen pictures 
of the Right Honourable Privy Councillor Gladstone,' M.P., in 
many positions as a woodcutter. Eldred E. Slocum begs to say 
that a Lecture Entertainment in that connection would pay over 
here. Eldred E. Slocum is prepared to conclude an engagement 
with the Eight Honourable Privy Councillor Gladstone, M.P., for 
the regular lecturing round of the United States and the Canadas 
with “ A Lecture on Lumbering by a British Ex-Leader.” Mr. El- 
deed E. Slocum would find the lumber, hut Privy Councillor 
Gladstone, M.P., would be expected to bring his own axe and jaw. 
Cable terms* 

No. 4..-Po8tmark “ Pam.” 

' Tjsce Author of The History of a Crime sends his paternal 
greeting to the Feller of Trees. Art converses with Toil. A grand 
sight ! The Author of The History of a Crime once insulted a 
legiiaent of soldiers out of an omnibus window. The Feller of 
Trees has been photographed in his shirt-sleeves. Both have showed 
to an astonished world that they possess a delicate sense of the 
ridiculous. Why should not these two contemporary illustrations 
unite in a record of their trials, tributes, triumphs, political and 
personal ? It would be a glorious work I It would be more. It 
would be a curiosity. 

No. 5. — Postmark “ HuhlinJ^^ 

Mr. Pat Mollot has noticed that Mr. Gladstone has lately paid 
a visit to Shillelagh Wood. ^Mr. Mollot has been told that Mr. 
Gladstone cut an elegant sprig from that same wood. Mr. Mollot 


has himself a very well-balanced and well-seasoned selection of twigs 
of the same timber, and is game for a friendly quarter of an hour with 
Mr. Gladstone if he ’ll do him the honour to tread on the tails of 
his coat, or allow Mr, Mollot to perform the same pas on the tails 
of Mr. Gladstone’s. Each Gentleman to bring his own ali)oen, and 
find his own plaister. 

No, 6. — Post7narh Fleet Street. 

Mr, Punch has noticed with much pain that Mr. GladstonKj since 
his retirement from olfioe, has been in the habit of placing himself 
in undignified and, occasionally, ridiculous positions before tho 
Public. In his youth, Mr. Punch was in the habit of making a 
show of himself in the public streets. On reaching years of dis- 
cretion, Mr. Punchy remembering that it was infra dig, to posture 
before a gaping crowd, adopted a bearing more in keeping with his 
years, antecedents, and character. Mr. Gladstone cannot do better 
than follow his friend Mr. Punch's example. 

But this correspondence with the Eight Honourable W. F. G. and 
the hosts whom he excites to emulation, has not been tho only elfiict 
of Mr. Hopkinson’s challenge. It has led to the making of a series 
of similar offers in other and. scarcely less distinguished quarters. 

The following, a few out of many replies, may possess some 
interest for those to whom the lighter recreations of noteworthy men 
afford matter for philosophic refiection 

l. 

From the Earl of Beaconsfxeld, on his being vnvited to paint a 
Pantomimic Transfonyiation Scene, 

Sm, 

I CANNOT hut regard the challenge you have been so good as 
to send me as a naive and notable compliment ; but I at once give 
in. The excellence to which I have attained in the art of opening 
out, as5t]were, on the astonished gaze, sudden scenes of striking and 
unanticipated splendour, is not such as to enable me to enter myself 
as the rival of those whose triumph may be said to consist rather 


circumstances I must he content to leave you to your laurels, and 
subscribe myself Tour faithful Servant, 

Beaconsfield. 

II, 

From the Emperor of Pvssta on his being offered several points in a 
game of Beggar my Neighbour, 

Sir, 

I AM commanded by my Au^st Master to inform you that. 


at “Beggar my neighbour,” he regrets that he is quite unable to 
accede to your request through an hereditary ignorance of the 
nature of the game to which you refer* Accept, &c,, 

Gortschakofe* 
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CASE OF MOESSITT. 

The Italian House of Commons has voted the Penal 
Code proposed by the Minister of Grace and Justice, 
Signor MANcrisn, which, besides abolishing capital punish- 



Ip, 

7/y^kW$i 


A CHRISTMAS CATECHISM. 

{For the Use of Infant Schools.') 

Who made the first Plum-pudding, and did he take a 
pill after it ? 

Was kissing under the Mistletoe in fashion with the 
Druids, or were they more in favour of kissing under the 
rose ? 

How came it that St. George was long esteemed the 
patron Saint of Snapdragons ? 

Why is it that a Headle always gets a Christmas-box ? 
Do you think that RoUnson Crusoe in all his foreign 
travels ever climbed a Christmas-tree P 
Who invented Mince-pies, and how many did he eat ? 
Are you fond of Christmas Waits, and which do you 
like best— the long Waits that occur between the scenes 
on the first night of a Pantomime, or the short Weights 
that occur when you buy a pound of plum-cake, or an 
AM APOlOfiV ounce of sugar-plums or toffee at a street-stall? 

uuuu . Where were Harlequin and Columbine when the 

Chinamaniac Mntrm {with tears in her Voice). Mary, what tour limelight went out ? 

OARiaESSNESS HAS DONE ! YoU HAVE BROKEN ONE OF MY FAVOURITE CUPS I ” =====================^^ 

Maid. ‘‘Yes, M’m. I’m vert Sorry, for I’m very partial to old China 
MYK jaF ! ” Servia Rechristened.— Time-Servia. 




ment, amid the applause of the galleries, admits neces- 
sity or uncontrollable impulse— /orjsa ^Vres^s^^6^7e— as an 
extenuation of crime. This, in the event of bein^ finally 
enacted, will indeed be a saving clause for criminals. 
If, according to our English form of indictment, Italians 
commit crimes because of “ being instigated by the 
i devil,” and necessity is to extenuate crime, and “needs 
1 must when the devil drives ” — who can ever be hanged ? 
! Luckily, Italy has a House of Lords in her Senate, as 
well as a House of Commons in her Chamber of Repre- 
sentatives. The Senate may be safely trusted to veto, if, 
indeed, it have not already vetoed, Signor Manciiti’s 
rather rash and risky if benevolent measures, and leave 
forza irresistible still face to face with the gallows— to 
try i conclusions which is stronger, the' irresistible im- 
pulse that leads to cutting throats, or the fear of the 
penny cord that compresses them. Punch, on the whole, 
backs penny cord — particularly in a land where most 
men carry knives, and where assassinations run to the 
tune of thousands per annum. 


From Mr. Parnell, on his receiving a Challenge fro^n the Proprietor 
of a damaged Steani’- Roller, 

Sir, 

I am not surprised that, provided you can got your machine 
on its side, lengthways across Temple Bar, you should back yourself 
to stop the entire traffic of Fleet Street. But I am not accustomed 
to entering into trivial contests of this kind. Get a couple of Cir- 
cuses, half-a-dozen Furniture- vans, and a Wild Beast Show into Pall 
Mall Place, and back, and then I may look at you. 

Yours, &c,, S. 0. Parnell. 

IV. 

From Marshal MacMahon, on 7iis refusing to be fired, for a Wager, 
from a Cannon, 

Monsieur, 

Your challenge, inspired doubtless by my recent situation, 
has been made under a complete misconception of the circumstances 
which surround and direct me. It is true that, notwithstanding 
that the gunpowder was ready in the Chamber, I have reposed for 
some time with my head looking from the cannon’s mouth. But I 
had no intention of being fired off. No. That is the business of 
acrobats, not of Presidents. I have, therefore, got out. 

Accept, Monsieur, the assurance of my distinguished consideration. 

MacMahon. 

V. 

From Prince Bismarck, on being invited, by the Stationers^ Company, 
to write a Prophetic Almanack against the Bditor of ‘‘ Old 
fiXooreP 

You want to know what ’s going to happen next ? Try your 
own Sphinx. Yours, &c., Bismarck. 


A REMARKABLE PROCLAMATION. 

{From the “ Qlasgow PLerald,") 

Here is a startling piece of intelligence from the Glasgow Herald, 
We should scarcely nave expected it to reach us via Irvine 

“Irvine. — Harbour Trust. — The Harbour-Master reported that the north 
pole had been washed away, aud he was instructed to have a temporary one 
erected at once, and to make arrangements for the erection of a permanent 
one.” 

This will naturally he annoying to Captain Sir G. Nares, Captain 
Stevenson, and their gallant shipmates of the Alert and Discovery, 
They can never hope to “ pick up ” the old Pole now 1 On the other 
hand, the erection of a temporary substitute, and then the provision 
of a permanent Pole, will furnish agreeable and useful occupation to 
the Arctic voyagers of the future, whom we presume the Harbour- 
Master of Irvine will at once proceed to enrol. It is a very flattering 
commission for a provincial official, and one hitherto, however 
respectable, certainly not prominent. 


Christmas Games (for European Powers, Big and Little). 

Ammo-HumAny , — The Race Game. 

Fngland,--(jxom Guestions and Crooked Answers. 
i?’r«nce.— Consequences. 

Beggar my Neighbour. 

The Krieg-Spiel. 

Servia,’-'F6ll<m my Leader. 

Greece * — Catch as Catch Can. 

Twr/cey.— Forfeits. 
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of the^ Admiralty, 

a 3 to witbiu what time an expeditionary force of twenty- five thousand men could 
be fed, mustered, eq[mpped, and embarked for the Mediterranean. 

They have received no orders, and had no special inquiries, either at the War : 
Office or the Admiralty. 

The Fleet has been ordered to enter the Dardanelles. 

The Fleet is to remain at its old anchorage-ground in Desika Bay. 

An expeditionary force will sail for Gallipoli before Parliament meets. 

The Mediterranean garrisons can’t spare a man. It would take us, at least, 
three months to equip and set twenty thousand men in line of battle within 
si liking distance of the Russians. 

The Quebit told Ticeodoke Maetin, when he dined at Windsor the other 
day, that she considered the behaviour of the Russian quite as had now as 
before the Crimean war, and that she didn’t see why this country should i)ut up 
with it any longer. 

Her Matestt told Lord Beaconsfield at Hughenden, the other day, that she 
considered the immediate summoning of Parliament the best guarantee for the 
preservation of European peace, and that she was confident it would not he 
disturbed. 

The Cabinet is hopelessly divided. Bbaconspield is nobody— has quite lost 
his nerve. The Marquis of Salishtjey all but snapped his fingers in his face at 
the last Cabinet Council, and he did not seem even to resent it. 

Beaconspieii) is master of the situation. Absolutely leads Dbbky by the 
nose. Salisbtjey is nowhere. He and Caenaevon have been completely 
snufied out; Staeeoed is flaccidity personified; and Ceoss daren’t call his 
soul his own. 

They are going to ask Parliament for six millions. They have offered 
Russia an ultimatum. 

You mark my words. Ministers only want a Parliamentary buffer between 
them aud the Impractioables, in and out of the Cabinet. Bless you — they don’t 
mean to do anything. 

Europe will be in a blaze in two months. 

The three Emperors will settle everything off their own bats. We shall 
bluster a bit, but it will all end in ink. 

We mean to take over the Turkish Fleet from the StrLTAir, nominally as a 
guarantee for the bondholders —of course, to keep it out of the hands of the 
Russians. 

We^ve told Goetschaeope we shall consider his insistance on the passage 
of the Dardanelles for Russian war-ships a cam% hellu 

Ministers axe quite ready to discuss the terms on which ships of war may 
pass the Straits— on the principle of “ One down, another come on.” 

It has been decided that we are to defend the lines of Chekmedje. We have 
had ten Engineer Officers planning the works there these eight months, and 
laying out the camping ground. All the commissariat contracts are made. 

XX. Cabinet have kept us quite clear of the mess so far, and depend upon it 
they ’ll bring us through it without war. 

The Government means to put its foot down, and is satisfied it has the 
country at its back. 

The Government has not the most distant idea of fighting. They admit 


they’ve a divided country behind them; and Lord 
Debby said to a friend of mine only the other day, that 
he had never known a war hut the first thing that went 
was the Ministry. That don’t look much like meaning 
I business. 

And so on, da capo— Russophoheand Turkophile, Black 
and White, Peace and War, Right and Left, Ding Dong, 
Hammer and Tongs— right in each other’s teeth— hut 
All alike on the Best Authoeity ! 


EEGENERATB EUSSTA. 

The ex-Premier has added another to the series of 
letters which have recently won him such special cele- 
brity. 

“Did you really, illustrious William, in the year 
1854, deliver the subjoined sentences touching the 
Crimean War, on your legs in the House of Commons ? 
Because if you did, they seem rather to falsify your pre- 
sent position : — ” 

I apprehend that what we think to secure hy the war is not 
the settlement of any question regarding the internal govern- 
ment of Turkey, as this will be a work for many years, but there 
is the danger of the absorption of the Turks by Russia, which 
will bring U3 greater evils than those which already exist. This 
we are called upon to resist by all means in our power.” 

I To the question substantially proposed as above by a 
I “ Sheffield Liberal ” our William thus replied 

“ Sill,— I do not doubt I said, and it w.is quite true if T did, 
that the immediate object of tlie war in bS-U was to repel the 
{iggresfiion of lltwsia upon Ttirkey. Russia nu»de a demand at 
that lime which did not (joneern the redress of the Christian 
grievances, but in the opinion of all Europe attacked Turkey in 
violation of public law. The war ainunl at repressing that 
violation of law, but with it were combined measures wliitdi were 
then believed to be realities, and to provide for the redress of 
guevances. — Your faithful Servant, W. E. Glai>.stonh.” 

Thus completely sweet William, that ilower of States- 
men, shuts up the questioner of his consistenoy with his 
old self, and his former speeches. Ho doubt in 1854 Bri- 
tannia went to war with the object of repressing Russia’s 
violation of public law, though not altogether irrespect- 
ively of British interests and of the circumstance that 
she then had France for an ally. Kow she means to wait 
till she is sure British interests are in danger. Who can 
say that they will be ? In 1851 Czar jN’tcuolas did not 
profess to have any other object in attacking T’urkey than 
territorial conquest. C’Zar Alexander in 1877 has pro- 
fessed as his object the enforcing of good government for 
the Sultan’s Christian subjects, and disclaimed any other. 
There may he those who hope shortly to see tho Port e con- 
cede this demand, and there an end ; peace restored early 
in the Hew Year— perhaps before Parliament meets on 
the 17th of January— who knows P 

In that happy event, the business for the despatch of 
which Parliament is summoned to meet on that early day 
may be whittled down to a talk about tho terms on 'which 
peace has been made. This will be an eminently Parlia- 
mentary occupation. At any rate, no debate whatsoever 
can arise on any Russian’, stipulation for “ material gua- 
rantees ” involving territorial acquisition, or on ;any 
demand for an exclusive right of passage through the 
Straits for Russian ships of war. It wiU by that time 
have been proved to the satisfaction, if to the confuta- 
tion, of Turcophile alarmists, that the Christian cause 
was not a mere pretext for the present war, and that 
although in 1854 Russia j warred for mere spoliation, in 
1877 she did battle from an exalted sentiment of 
Christian sympathy. It may he so. Nicholas was one 
Czar, Alexander another. May tne moderation of Rus- 
sian proposals very speedily demonstrate such a differ- 
ence between the two Czars, and their respective Russias 
and policies, as will triumphantly attest the discernment, 
as well as the consistenoy of our most excellent William. 


Permutations and Combinations j 
Or, Tmifiou v. JOufmtre. 

Macmahon,^ in his reckoning on a coupi 
Employed, in combination, one four two ; 
But finding France that figure taouki ignore, 
He tried, in permutation, one two four. 
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A PRECAUTIONARY MEASURE. 

** IToW GO TO SoHOOJj, AND B?S A GOOD BOY, And MIND YOU 

don’t use any rude "Woeds 1 ’ 

** Bude Words ! Ti^ll me a yjsw, Mummy, and then I shall 

KNOW^ YOU KNOW ! ” 


I GOOD WOMAN^S WORK. 

PuNOit lately uttered words of wisdom on the “ little health ” of 
the Ladies. He is reminded in good time of the Ladies’ Sanitary 
Association,” * whose business it is to spread the knowledge of those 
laws, by observance whereof — 

** Those may get health who ne’er had health before, 

And those who haye little health may make it more.” 

In 1857, a few wise women, impressed by a sense of the wide- 
spread ignorance of the laws of health, and the vast amount of pre- 
ventible illness and death thence arising, set to work to get together 
and circulate plain knowledge on the subject. Some wise men 
helped the wise women. They began with Lectures to Ladies, and 
went bn with Tracts. Never was a more praiseworthy or helpworthy 
tractarian movement than that which sprang from the “ Ladies’ 
Sanitary Association,” in words of wisdom on The Worth of Fresh 
Air, The Use of Pure Water, The Value of Good Food, Jffow to 
Nurse the Sick, The Health of Mothers, How to Clothe and 
Manage a Bahy, The Power of Soap and Water ^ &c., &c., &c,, 
and other such homely truths, which haye circulated in swarms 
from their eighty-six thousands to their tens, doing as purifying 
and sweetening a work as the insects who spread the pollen of the 
flowers. 

With an average yearly income of £350, the Association has, since 
1857, published seventy such tracts, edited by scientific men but writ- 
ten in simple language. The publications of the Association have 
had a circulation of nearly two millions, have been translated into 
several languages, welcomed at hospitals, working-men’s clubs, 
lending libraries, mothers’ meetings, and schools, and distributed 
by Clergy of all denominations, Scripture-readers, City Missionaries, 
Sisters of Mercy, Bible-women, and Sanitary Missionaries. 

The paper on Omrworh served to prepare the way for the 
“ Earlj Closing Association.” The Dance of Death helped to call 
attention to the use of arsenic in ball-dresses, flowers, and wall- 
papers, Dress and its Cost, pleaded not unsuccessfully for over- 
ta&ed seamstresses, working weary hours in ill-ventilated rooms, | 
and from the same source came the present effort to obtain seats for 
shop-women, who suffer so mueh by long hours of standing behind 
counters, which is procuring relief for them steadily, though slowly. 

The delivery of practical lectures ou health, sanitary improve- 

The Office is 22, Berners Street, and its Secretary is Miss Bose Adams. ! 


ments, and domestic economy, formed another principal feature in 
the Ladies’ crusade. Some seventy courses have been delivered on 
physiology, public health, gymnastics, chemistry, cooking, and 
nursing. Branch associations have been formed, day nurseries 
have been opened, houses cleaned, cleansing materials lent, clothing 
clubs formed, and even a company for building suitable dwellings 
for the poor. Poor London children have been fed, cared for, and 
made happy, in a humble way, ^ Baths, washing-tubs, pails, brooms, 
and brushes, disinfectants, cooking utensils, and nnrsing appliances, 
patterns of garments, made and unmade, text-books on domestic 
economy, models of filters, drain-traps, ventilators, invalid cooking 
and nnrsing appliances, have been kept and lent for purposes of 
illustration. 

The Association has helped to introduce into schools text-books 
of domestic economy, and in its last tract. Our Schools and Public 
Health, has tried to draw the attention of all engaged in training 
the young to the importance of teaching physiology and the laws of 
health. 

In the face of the needs pressing and the work accomplished, the 
Association may fairly take credit, in its own words, for having 
laboured, “ by G-od’s blessing, to secure happier, purer, more intelli- 
gently-managed homes for England, and a healthier, more tempe- 
rate, truer manhood and womanhood for her sons and daughters.” 
Punch, at this Christmas-tide, can have no fitter function than to 
point to what these Ladies have done, and to ask all his Lady-readers 
not only to wish well to, but to join and aid, their wise and kindly 
efiorts, 

NEW YEARNS LEATES. 

{That might he turned over^^ with advantage,) 

On and after the First — 

Lord Beaconsfield might abandon the oracular diplology of 
Delphi for plainer English. 

3M&r. Bright might look rather less to the points of his oratory, and 
rather more to the accuracy of his data, 

Mr. Gladstone might leave the themes proper for the stump to 
the mountebank who is in place on it, and preserve unimpaired the 
hard-won dignity of a great name. 

Lord Dekbt might manage to see less than seven distinct sides to 
every <iuestion, and, when occasion rec^uires, might even bring his 
great mind to a definite statement in black and white. 

Mr. Lowe might relinquish his taste for political calisthenics, and 
try six months as a farm labourer without the franchise. 

The Emperor of Russia might give up a military parade or two at 
St. Petersburg, and try an experiment in “Civilisation without 
Gunpowder.” 

Mr. Mackonochie might deny himself a little bit of trimming, 
a vestment, a mop and a mow, and a flower-pot or two, and inculcate 
by his practice some of the obedience and respect to authority which 
he preaches. 

Marshal MacMahon might avoid being tbrnst by his advisers into 
contemptible situations, accept accomplished facts, and brush up his 
best cocked-hat for the Opening of. the Coming Exhibition. 

The British Mason might gather from experience that his Em- 
ployers were not created solely for his convenience, and, the next 
time he has a chance of a job, not be fool enough to hand it over to 
a set of Foreigners, because he is too dense to understand a simple 
sum in Rule-of -Three. 

The Turkish Government might give up a hopeless contest with 
the “logic of events,” and set about the more rational business of 
paying up arrears to the Holders of its Foreign Debt, together with 
a hanasome bonus. 

The Patriotic Alarmist might fall asleep without thinking out a 
Government Plan for the Defence of the Isle of Dogs, and define 
“British Interests ’’without either referring to Pm, quoting 
Palmerston, or using a rhyming dictionary, and 
The Man who takes a Common Sense Yiew of It, might pay a 
little less attention to the scares of the hour, and quietly wait the 
Opening of Parliament. 


Misnomers. 

Who would expect to find our War-deprecating and Tree-felling 
ex-Premier in a seat inscribed “Hal War-den I ” while his rival, 
who never handled an axe, sits in ‘‘ Hughen-den ” ? Surely the 
names must have got transposed. Or is it merely a brace of cases of 
the right man not in the right place P 


. SHAKSPEARE TO WIT. 

Science has lost a distinguished follower in Herr Ruhmkorpp, 
the inventor of the famous “ coil ” which bears bis name. Herr 
Euhmkobpe, who was as benevolent as he was scientific, has just 
“ shuffled off this mortal coil” at Paris, at an advanced age. 


D D 


TOL. ixxin. 








January 5 , 1878 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


303 


Funch fain would hope, in common gain 
To her whom they both serve, may issue. 

May both those wreaths still intertwine 
Britannia^s brow, and bloom upon her : 

For one of safety is the sign, 

The other is the crown of honour. 

Here Euss and Turk, whilst Yule-bells chime. 
Pull angrily in hostile fashion. 

Alas, that at this holy time 
Eeligious zeal means ruthless passion ! 

But see the oEve-branch and scaleB 1 
May their fair omen find fulfiJLling. 

Where Justice potently prevails. 

Peace is a handmaid prompt and willing. 

France and her Marshal foot to foot 
Tug hotly ; they should pull together, 

France wins I May Freedom’s tree take root. 
All winds defy, all tempests weather. 

The Phrygian Cap ! Who dreads it now, 

Save foes to Liberty and Progress ? 

France fits it calmly on her brow, 

And fears>o more the blood-stained ogress. 

Priest pulls ’gainst priest. A sorry sight 
That little fits the genial season. 

Punch bids them heed the rule of right, 

And listen to the voice of reason, 

Or bonds wiU snap ne’er to reknit. 

Like New Year’s crackers rent asunder ; 

And a Fool’s cap be found to fit 
The heads of all these sons of thunder. 

Labour and Capital at strife, 

Tug, till Trade’s vital ties seem riven, 

A foolish fight I War to the knife 
Is not the watchword sense had given. 

Make friends, or wealth may flee our land ; 
Hard times with every strain grow harder. 

Two symbols all should understand, 

A leaking purse, an empty larder ! 

Fool Fashion pulls ’gainst Common Sense ; 

In so-called Science ‘‘ism” ’gainst “ism,” 

While ignorance, purblind or dense, 

Leads the wild dance of school and schism. 

So Punchy the sage, whose mirthful page, 
Eanks him with Eeason’s stoutest backers, 

Commends to a discordant age 
The morals of his New Year’s Crackers. 


EEASONS FOE THE EAELY MEETINd OF 
PAELIAMENT. 

Because England may find it necessary forthwith to 
despatch an ultimatum to Eussia. 

Because England is anxious to utter a distinct reitera- 
tion of her neutral policy. 

Because England purposes the immediate annexation 
of Egypt. 

Because England wishes to reassure the Khedive 
against reported intentions of aggression on his realm. 

Because Lord Beaconspield wishes to open the way 
to his contemplated resignation. 

Because Lord Bbaconsexedd intends to lay down a 
more vigorous line of action for the Government. 

Because Austria has expressed her determination to 
go hand and glove with England. 

Because Austria has revealed herself as the uncom- 
promising ally of Eussia. 

Because India is in danger. 

Because it is necessary to prove that India was never 
safer than at the present time. 

Because it will annoy Prince Bismarck. 

Because it will relieve Prince Bismarck of an over- 
whelming sense of responsibility. 

Because the Militia can be called out at once. 

Because we are so thoroughly secure, thanks to our 
Yolunteer Forces. 

Because Lord Beacokspieu) likes surprises, and no one 
expected it. 

Because Lord Beaconspield has such perfect con- 
fidence in the nation, and everybody was anxiously 
waiting for the announcement. 

And lastly, because Mr, Punchy after mature de- 
liberation, thought— but stop, this is divulging a Cabinet 
secret. 


“the state of public feeling.” 



OVEBNMENT not having deigned ex- 
planation of the early re-assembling 
of Parliament, Mr. Punch hastens 
to allay anxiety by stating the real 
motive. 

Immediately upon the opening of the Session, the Government, anxious to 
gauge public opinion on the Eastern Guestion, intend to propose a Select Com- 
mittee to ascertain the ojnnions of those “who know all about it.” These 
persons will not be sought in Parliament itself, but in a select circle of London 
Clubs, drawing-rooms, and newspaper-ofGLces, The Committee will examine 
and report on the opinions of the loudest of the witnesses. Specimens of the 
evidence likely to be produced are given by anticipation : — 

The Hon. Noodle Fitznoodle, examined “ Am in favour of the Turks, 
and hate the Eussians. Why i* Well— really— you know— the Turks are such 
gentlemen, and the Eussians axe such blackguards. Oh, yes, have heard of the 
Bulgarian atrocities. Never believed in them much. Had a sort of idea they 



sharp— take a fellow up so. Well, I dare say the Bulgarians massacred a few 
Turks, and then the Turks massacred a few Bulgarians, and then Gladstone 
said it was all the fault of the Turks ; that ’s my notion. Dare say the Bul- 
garians deserved massacring ; dare say they are a low Eadioal lot— Communists 
— that sort of thing — don’t you know ? No, have never read any history ; don’t 
seem to care for it much ; don’t read newspapers much, either. Have a general 
sort of idea that a Eussian is a savage, eats tallow-candies, kills Poles wherever 
they come across him, and flogs people who won’t go to his church. Am rather 
tired of answering questions ; makes one so confoundedly dry, don’t you 
know P ” 

Colonel Slasher {late of the Forty ^First Smasher Was never asked to 
give reasons for my opinions before ; think it rather impertinent to ask my 
reasons for advocating war. Am told the Eussians want to take Gibreiltar, or 
India, or some place. Don’t know the distance between Kars and Calcutta; 
should say about a hundred miles, perhaps more. My advice is, send our fleet 
to Constantinople : land a few thousand men ; occupy Bulgaria and Armenia, 
and then the job^s done— nothing plainer. Don’t know anything about our 
Transport Service. Allies? No, never thought of them ; am not aware that 
we have no allies, and don’t see why we need any, if we haven’t. Loss of 
lives P Well, what is the good of soldiers if they can’t fight P Sacrifice 
myself? Oh I I’m retired, or should be happy; must stay at home to keejE> 
up popular enthusiasm — ^British prowess— au that sort of thing. Why, it 
would be something to come down to the Club for— something to talk about ; 
no excitement in life now.” ^ 

Mr. Leo Eampant. — * ‘ Am a rising politician, and a writer of Leading Articles, 
Am considered rather an authority on the Eastern Ouestion. Give Russia a 
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‘ piece of my mind ’ every morning:. Am satisfied I have plenty 
of the commodity to spare. Believe that the voice of the Mmtary 
Clubs is the Vox Dei. Enow that ‘Society' is in favonr of the 
Turks. Consider that the Upper Ten Thousand is more likely to 
be right than the Lower Thirty Million. Believe tlmt Lord 
Beaconsfield is a second Chatham:. W&s not aware that Lord 
Chatham called Russia ‘ our natural ally,' If so, a-m of 
opinion it was a slip of the tongue for Turkey. Am aware that 
the most eminent historians agree that the Ottoman Empme in 
Europe is doomed. Do not believe in eminent historians. Prefer 
mystery to history, and hysterics to ^ both. Believe the Liberal 
Papers to be in the pay of Russia. Believe I am justified in saying 
that a High Personage favours the Turks. Have heard ,so from a 
friend, who heard a friend say at the Club that the news _had come 
direct from a Royal coachman." 


FATHER TIME LOQUITUR. 




















-1 




w 1 1 lk\ ■ - bless me ! ugh-ugh ! good 

1 1 1 1 Stygian reek pes- 

'W }j i'; \\ Rising strong and stercoraceous, 
•6^'^ Olefiant, odoriferous ? 

^ - o Can it be — tut-tut! such tricks 
_ Ihatel— 

Someone's left the candle gut- 
tering, 

Earth with noxious fumes to asphyxiate ? 

Shocking oaths I can't help muttering I 

Eetch instant er an extinguisher ! 

Horse I hurry ! ere ye be too late— 

This effluvium is a thing which a 
Fiend might use the Earth to etiolate. 

Bring my matches, ciuick ! a clearer light 
Flash on this worm-eaten planet's density, 

Lest some blind and blundering aerolite 
Strike and hurl it down the Immensity I 


OUR WINTEE EXHIBITION. 

No. T, — Two Companion Pictures to Bill Bolder. Th|} last 

OP THE SrIMPUATE SeT. 

JBy Yout Own QwUt Observer, 

YOue Obs^ei has already axdetly observed, that, on and ahont 
the piers and quays, there are several bustling persons in official 
costume, some closely resembling what seems to be the German idea 
^ ^1^^ pohceman, as represented on the hon~hon boxes imported into 
England at Christmas-time, One burly, rubicund individual, with 
a sort of waterman's or fireman's badge, in silver, fixed in front of 
a wor^ man ordinary chimney-pot hat, appears to be attached 
to the bridges leading from the outer to the inner basin. He has 
great opportunities of improving himself in ^ languages, as he has 
to open his bridge for the passage of vessels of various nationalities, 

I and as they t^e a long time in going through his little Suez Canal, 
and as the sailors on board are mostly ready and willing to converse 
with any bystander, specially an official, the gentleman with the 


undecided silver emblem in his hat, ought by this time to be a well 
practised linguist. , -n. . 

Your Observer, however, has noticed that this person's English is of 
the roughest and readiest school, an^ that the official in question, in 
spite of a rum-and-watery aspect, is of a rather morose and soured 
disposition, only addressing himself on topics of absolute and indis- 
pensable professional necessity to his mate, taking little heed of 
any vessel as it passes under his very nose_ (and his is a very nose), 
and relapsing immediately into a taciturnity from which nothing 
but Duty's call (the call of duty would come from the Custom-house, 
with which he is probably connected) can arouse him. 

Who remembers the song of Jolly Nose 9^^ Not your Quiet 
Observer for one, that is, as sung by the late Mr. Paul Bedford in 
Jack Sheppard, hut it is to be found in Harrison Ainsworth's 
romantic account of that housebreaking hero. But if ^ ever there 
were a jolly nose misplaced,— and more's the pity, — it is to be seen 
on the face of the taciturn Bridge-gate opener at Srimpgate-on- 
Sea. Silence in such a man is golden. If he were to indulge in 
chattering, and picking up scraps of knowledge in all languages, how 
long would it take twenty vessels to pass from the outer to the inner 
harbour ? This is not a conundrum, it is a problem, whose solution 
is rendered unnecessary by the exemplary conduct of this worthy 
official, whose life is framed in accordance with the one great 
nautical commandment — “ Yoh must not speak to the maji at the 
wheel.” Other men have not the temptation to which he is exposed. 
All sorts of men, at all sorts of wheels, are daily, sometimes hourly, 
passing through, within a few inches of his festive nose. What 
wonders cannot these mariners from the North, South, East, and 
West, reveal to the man with the silver badge ? News from France, 
from Holland, from Norway, from Russia, from Italy, from every- 
where he can obtain, viva voce, for the mere asking. But never a 
word passes his lips. Of what passes his lips — well that is a matter 
out of business hours, an afiair between his nose and his chin, which 
concerns no one but himself. So here 's his health in anything he 
likes best. 

There 's another official at the gate, stern and watchful as Cerberus. 
Of Puritanic tendencies, Your Observer imagines, from having 
heard an austere rebuke given by him to some small children, 
who, in the joy of their little hearts, were carolling forth a profane 
song on Sunday. 

I But the harbour would be nothing witliout its Master. What his 
i official dress is, Your Observer is unable to say with anything like 
precision. It is not unlike a police inspector's, only without the 
cap. Gloves appear to be an indispensable part of his costume. 
Government^ has no neater servant in its pay, than the Harbour 
Master of Srimpgate-on-Sca. He is trim and taut as a newly-rigged 
yacht. If “ taut " is not the word, it should be. It is a post of great 
importance, and there cannot be a man more fitted for such a post 
than Captain Bubble,^ who is importance itself. What ho was ever 
Captain of, Your Quiet Observer has never been informed, but a 
Captain he must have been, for he looks all over just the man who 
wouldn't allow a speck to ho seen on the quarter-deck, and who 
would read prayers, and a sermon into the bargain, to the Crew on 
Sunday morning, in the absence of a Chaplain. 

On the day after a storm, when the tugs are towing in the wrecks, 
when severely damaged vessels with their topmasts broken, their 
sails in shreds, and their sides stove in, are entering their haven of 
rest at Srimpgate, then Captain Bubble is to be seen at his best 
and bravest. All Srimpgate is out on the pier ; the excitement is 
at its height. What has happened to this vesselr' what to that? 
They follow in, one after another; the harbour is becoming crowded, 
and space valuable. Standing on a coign of vantage, well-buttoned, 
weU-booted, and well-gloved, Captain Bubble shouts out his 
directions to the steersman of each luckless craft, as it glides in 
between the stone piers, making for its welcome moorings. The 
Captam's intentions are^ excellent, but the Captain's words, though 
loud, are about as inteRigible as the speeches of the figures with big 
heads in the opening of a Pantomime. The bystanders do not 
understand them, but this is of no consequence ; those on board the 
vessel to whom the words of advice, or of command are addressed, 
either do not hear them, which is unlikely, unless they are deaf* 
or fail to appreciate either liieir value, or tiieir own dependant 
position. 

A weather-beaten sh^is sailing in limpingly, so to speat, being 
thoroughly crippled. Weather-beaten men on board have their 
eyes mtently fixed on the harbour before them; they look neither 
to the right nor to the left, and consequently do not nappen to see 
Captain Bubble, who, like the cherub in Dibdln's ballad, is 
]^rched up aloft, on the pier, keeping watch for the safety of poor 
steersman's g^e never wanders from some point 
straight ahead ; for that he is making ; from his oonxse he wifl not 
swerve. ^ But once on Captain Bubble's territory, or mare-tor/, 
that eminent individual will not allow many seconds to pass ere £e 
lets them know who 's who in the Harbour of Srimpgate-on-Sea. If 
they thi^ they are going to any point they like, and just how they 
like, without any interference on the part of the Commander of the 
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Harbour, they are very much mistaken, no matter what their rank, 
or their nationality. 

“ Keep your—wow wow wow wowl ” shouts the Captain to every 
one on board. 

Not the slightest attention from anybody. 

“ Keep your wow wow wow wow I ” shouts the Captain louder 
and more energetically. 

He might as well have said it (whatever it was) in a whisper, so 
utterly do the crew ignore his existence. This is decidedly annoying. 
He raises both his gloved hands to his mouth, so as to form a sort of 
speaking-trumpet, and bawls out, furiously, a lengthy direction, in 
which only the words “hard” “port*^ “helm*^ are distinct, the 
rest being all represented by “ wow wow wow as before. This 
supreme effort seems to raise Captain Bubble’s stature by about 
two inches above his ordinary height, and a tremor runs through 
the crowd on the pier, lest the Captain should he literally carried 
away by his excitement, and go head-foremost into the water. 

At last the Captain of the vessel, or some one in authority standing 
by the helmsman, appears to have become aware that some one is 
addressing him. w ithout altering his position, or taking his eyes 
off the point in view, he quietly extends his right hand, and makes 
much the same movement with it, as the leader of an orchestra does 
with his left, when he wants his band to reduce itself to pianisdmo. 
It is'a deprecatory action, and signifies, if anything, ‘^We’re all 
right, my good friend. Don’t make that horrid noise I ” -- 

Whether Captain Bubble reads it in this way, is more than Your 
duiet Observer can assert, but its effect is temporarily quieting, and, 
strange to say, Captain Bubble appears quite satisfied with the 
result of all his shouting and halloaing, just as if he had been 
only anxious to obtain from the new-comers some sort of recog- 
nition. He pulls himself together, recovers his voice, and prepares 
to receive another ship, which has been following in the wake of the 
first, when precisely the same performance is gone through, as it 
would be if there were twenty snips all one alter the other. 

Another great ocea$ion for Captain Bubble to come out strongly is, 
when some large foreign vessel has to quit her moorings, and take her 
departure. She has been in for -repairs, and the Snnlpgaters have 
all become interested in her. She has been to them an object for a 
walk on the pier. They have watched her return to convalescence, 
from the day'when, in a very shattered condition, she entered their 
hospitable harbour. They have become attached to her, and are 
very ‘sorry to part with her. Nevertheless, as she must go, they 
come out to bid her hon voyage. 

The slightest thing brings all Srimpgate out on to the pier. There 
wasn’t a soul on it a minute ago : it is crowded now. There is the 
tug, with steam up, ready to drag the ship out to sea. There is 
much hauling and shouting on boardj specially in a foreign craft, 
and Captain Bubble is bellowing himself hoarse, from his usual 
elevation on a stone block, and no one on shore, or on board, is 
paying the slightest attention to his invaluable advice. 

The excitement is worked up to its culminating point by the 
persistent stupidity, or obstinacy, of some person or persons un- 
known (invisible to the bystanders on the pier, and apparently also 
to those on the ship itself), who will not haul something or other^ in 
the stern, sufiioiently taut. Captain Bubble shouts at the invisible 
obstructionist until he is more than usually hoarse, and so, by this 
homoeopathic remedy, nearly recovers his ordinary tone; the 
Captain of the ship calls to this dense individual, a mate implores 
him, the Pilot cajoles him (he doesn’t see him), addressing him 
cheerily as “My Lad,” and appealing to him thus : “ Now, my Lad, 
do haul taut the (whatever it is) ” — but all to no purpose ; the 
person so adjured and implored (for even the bystanders join their 
entreaties to those of the others) either won’t or can’t haul it taut, 
and so the vessel is delayed for half an hour beyond the time for 
starting. 

At last, when all the commanding, cajoling, imploring, and order- 
ing, in good and bad language, has ceased, and when even Captain 
Bubble is tired out and helpless, it suddenly appears that the some- 
body. in question (in what part of the ship he is, or who he is, re- 
mains a mystery to the end) has done what was wanted, and then the 
ship gets under weigh, the steam-tug puffs and grunts, and Captain 
Bujjble strenuously shouts out his last piece of unexceptionable 
advice in so emphatic a manner, that the bystanders, thinking that 
he is warning the departing Crew against some most terrible danger, 
imminent there and then, at the very entrance of the Harbour, 
would clasp their hands in shuddering terror, were it not for the 
calm demeanour of the Pilot in charge, who simply nods a familiar 
farewell to Captain Bubble ; whereupon the latter at once descends 
from his pedestal with the thoroughly Satisfied air of a hero, who, 
at all risks and hazards, hAs done his duty under most trying 
circumstances, and has saved the lives of innumerable feUow- 
creatures. 

Fim, Captain Bubble I When thou art gone— omenl-^-it 
will be a difUcult matter to supply thy place in the Harbour of 
Brimpgatc-ou-Sea. 


CHRISTMAS APPEALS. 

t YX TEiriNGi- from the Gour- 

Y y met Club, Mr. Gut- 
’ ^ TLEE plaintively ap- 
peals to the large circle of 
his friends, ana implores 
them not to press him to par- 
toe of mmee^pies or 

tremely festive and indiges- 
tive season, and if possible 
to spare him the sight of 
either roast beef or boiled or 
roast turkey for the next 

Mr. and Mrs. Eoseleae of 
the Turtledovecot, Cooington, 
appeal to their dear rela- 
tives, the Gbowlees and the 
Snarlings, that no cross 
words or looks may be suf- 
fered to disturb the harmony 
of the evening whereon the 
usual family gathering takes 
place. 

Miss Wallelowbb has some notion of circulating a piteous appeal 
for compassion to the young gentlemen of her acquaintance, when 
they behold her pining for a partner in the valse. 

Master Tommy Tucker will, as usual, plaintively appeal for a 
second helping of plum-pudding. 

A piteous appeal has been addressed by Mr. Jollybog to his dear 
wife by no means to sit np for him if business should compel him 
to be late in coming home. 

Old Mr, Singleton Kerr Mudgeon has had serious thoughts this 
Christmas of appealing to his relatives to abstain from bothering 
him with calls and cards and compliments of the season, which 
serve only to remind him that his next of kin are waiting to step 
into his shoes. 

Many hundreds of appeals have been issued by small children, 
imploring dear Papa to take them to the pantomime, and beseeching 
dear Mamma to let them have a Christmas party. 

Miss Selina Slypuss, in her utter helplessness, appeals to Cousin 
Charley, not to catch her under the mistletoe, which is hung most 
awkwardly just outside the diuing-room, exactly where he once 
suggested that it should be placed. 




“CKTJEL ONLY TO BE KIND.” 

The Standard, lately told us, under the heading “Christmas 
Festivities at the Bfospitals,” that “At St. Thomas’s, 280lbs. of 
nice rich plum-pudding was served out to each patient.” Surely 
t.bift must have been on the principle of flat experimentum in corpore 
vili, with the intention of giving next day a grand demonstration of 
the power of Hospital treatment in cases of indigestion. The report 
concludes with an allusion to the evening which followed this awful 
festivity, when, as we are told, 

“ Those who were convalescent appeared highly delighted at the kindness i 
shown to them by all the ofS.cials, and even more delighted in attending to 
those more unfortunate patients who were unable to move from their beds/’ 

The wonder is, not that some of the patients were unable, hut that 
any were able, after such a Christmas cram, to move from their beds I 


Av Case for Sir Wilfrid. 

We presume that “Hydraulic Jacks” must he a new-fangled 
phrase for Teetotallers who may take service in the Navy, 

That we have been fortunate enough to secure some such excep- 
tional blue-jackets, and that the Admiralty is doing its best to under- 
mine their temperance principles, we gather from a recent AdiDoi- 
ralty Circular, which we reprint from a Portsmouth naval organ : — 

“ My Lords CommiBsioners of the Admiralty are pleased to direct that in 
future fresh wateriato be used for Hydraulic Jacks on ordinary occasions, but 
that when it is probable that the temperature will he buffioiently cold to 
freeze the water, spirit (rum), in the proportion of one of spirit to two of 
water, is to be mixed with the water for the Jacks, The rum is to he drawn 
from the Paymaster by the officer (engineer or gunner) in whose charge the 
Jacks are placed, but Commanding Opcers are to see that proper precwaixms 
are taken to guard against misuse of the spiriV^ 


LrvEBS and their Comblaints, — “Is Life worth living?” Mr . 
Mallock has been asking in the Oonte77i^orary ^ Eeview* we 
suspect it is, in a great measure, a question of the Liver, 
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AN INCOMPLETE AMUSEMENT. 

The. Squire, WEiii., Mossoo le BAEEONa, how hid yott like the Meet of the Qtteeh's Hohhbs this Moening 
Distinguished Frenchnxan, “ 0 ver mttoh ! Zb Paysagb IT Tos beahtifttl ; zB Indies, zky vahe shaekeenqs j and zb 
C->STUMES VARE ADOB ABLER ! BoT Z^IBB YOS NO PrOMBNADTS! IlTO BAND OV MVSIO / NOSSINO I " 


^^PAX VOBISOUMP^ 

Let her come ia ! The New Year cannot hringr 
A guest more welcome, or a friend more needed. 

Whilst echoes of our Christmas chants yet ring, 

Is her benign appeal to pass unheeded ? 

Hath “Peace on earth” lost^meaning in their minds 
Who month the text at this our holiest season, 

But whom the red mirage of War so blinds 
To the high beacon-lights of ruth and reason ? 

Let her come in ! Her claim is not the first, 

Whilst evil lives to slay, and wrong needs rightmg. 

There is a peace whose calm is more'*aocurat 
Than e’en the fiercest storm of righteous fighting. 

But once the storm hath stticken~for the right, 

As most men hold— and ancient wrong lies broken, 

Let Peaceful Counsel bring her guiding light, 

And sheathed sword twined with olive for a token. 

Let her come in I Midst shipwreck’s shocks and strains, 
The hand of reason may well leave the rudder ; 

But thinking on those blood-dyed Eastern plains 
The hardest hater of hoar wrong might shudder. 

Not blood, not vengeance, is the Christian cry, 

Death to the wrong, but not wrong-doer’s slaughter I 

Carnage is scarce so fair that we need fiy 
To hail the red-armed Fury as “ God^s daughter.” 

Let her come in I Whilst loud the joy-bells greet 
The opening Year, a wofnl world may listen 

To hear the gentle fall of those fair feet, 

At whose soft sound Hope’s sad eyes well may glisten. 

Princes and Politicians, here ’s a guest 
Whom pougrhly to repulse were blindest foUy. 

Let her come in, while with glad welcome’s zest 
We twine her olive in our Christmas holly. 


ROBINS IN THE WRONG PLACE. 

At a swell wedding in the Hunting Metropolis, we read of Eleven 
Bridesmaids in white Cashmere polonaises, trimmed wifch holly, 
mistletoe, and Rohin Med-BreasU — dead Robin Red- Breasts ! I 

Since the time that kindly bird covered the Babes in the Wood 
with leaves, even schoolboys’ blood-thirstiness and roughs’ reckless- 
ness have spared the Robin — ^the bright-eyed, fearless friend of man 
—the sweet little singer of winter. 

It was reserved for these Eleven dainty Bridesmaids — or rather, let 
ns hope^ for her who, without their cognisance or consent, planned 
their tnmmings-H» rise superior to the piety which spares the ** little 
bird with bosom red.” 

May the spirits of the slain Robins not sit, like the slain Albatross 
on the conscience of the Ancient Mariner, on the souls of those Flleven 
Bridesmaids, But we should like to give a trimming of our own to 
the unwomanly woman who devised this cruel accompaniment of the 
holly and mistletoe, emblems of kindliness, good-will on earth, and 
innocent kisses, 

On Ealse Pretences. 

When Mrs. Ceawshat started her plan of ** Lady Helps,” the 
last thing probably that she thought of was providing a mask for 
meanness, anxious to shirk a fair day’s wages for a fair day’s work. 
But this is what the name, and any inducement it may hold out to 
youth and inexperience, are being used for, if we may judge by this 
advertisement from the /Standard of the 21st ult. 

W ANTED, a LADY HELP, on Jan. 8 ; salary, £10. Suitable for 
au Orphan wishing to find a home. Must be able to walk out with 
and teach young children 5 an early riser, able to attend to wardrobes, very 
cheerful, and steady, — ^Addiese, &o. 

, What a cheerful look-out for the ^‘orphan wishing to find a home! ” 
Teetotai, Festivitiks,— Cakes, but no more ale. 
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MEMS OF MY NEW TEAR’S RESOLUTIONS. 

Mem, To take more exercise, and not smoke so much. 

Mem, !N‘ot to dog’s-ear my new books, nor wear my 
new boots down at heel. 

Mem, To get up every morning directly I am called. 

Mem, IS’ever, under any provocation, to allow myself 
“ forty winks after dinner. 

Mem, Not to be sulky with my wife when she has 
lured me into shopping with her. 

Mem, Nor to grumble when she drags me out at 
night to a four-mile ofi ** At Home.^’ 

Mem, To join no more new Clubs, and to spend less 
time and money at my old ones. 

Mem, To give up playing cards— at least for more 
than penny points. 

Mem, Not to forget to recollect that we really must 
invite my dear Mamma-in-Law to come and stay a 
month with us. 

Mem, Not to waste my precious time so much in 
reading trashy newspapers and trumpery Trenoh novels. 

Mem, To cultivate a deeper sense of conscientiousness 
in regard to the return of borrowed books and silk um- 
brellas. 


HETERODOXY AND HOSS-BAGE. 

To the stable mind generally there is, perhaps, no sort 
of news less readable than ecclesiastical intelligence. 
Yet habitual fox-hunters^ and all men given over to 
the Noble Animal, must needs feel a keen interest in 
the question pending in the Established Protestant 
Church of Prussia respecting the orthodoxy of the Rev. 
Herr Hossbacbc. This Clergyman was lately nominated 
incumbent of St. Jameses, Berlin, by a majority of his 
congregation. Petitioned by a minority, the Branden- 
burg Consistory Court has refused to confirm Herr Hoss- 
BACH^s appointment. The case stands referred to the 
Supreme Consistory, with whom it rests to decide whether 
or no Hossbach shall keep his seat. Hoi^bach, in the 
meantime, sticks on, and goes in to win. He stands a 
good chance, for Hossbach is a very Broad Church- 
man, and his pace is far beyond that of the ordinary 
clerical canter. 


Good New Year’s Resolve. — To buy PunchU Alma- 
nack^ and turn over all its new leaves. 


OtJH RBPRESUNTATIYE man. 

At Drury Lane Dantomlrne^ of course^ with a Brief Philosophic 
Study of Master Erederxck: Yokes. Mention of some other 
places, and Promises for the Future, 

Sir,— This comes greeting. I hope every one by this time has 
spent a very Merry Christmas, and commenced a Sappy Now Year, 
and Your Representative “ can’t say no fairer than that.” 

Oh I the Mistletoe Bough,” as the old song says, when “ The 
boar’s head smoked in the Castle Hall ” — a sight, I confess, I should 
like to have seen. Imagine a boar’s head smoking! We have all 
seen one with a lemon in its mouth, but with a pipe— never I 

Mr. E. L. Blanchari) (“Bless him ! ” say the Boys, and “ Let us 
kiss him for his Pantomimes ! ” say the little Q-irls) should have 
this sort of boar’s head in one of his Christmas Annuals at Drury 
Lane, of which the latest for 1877 is not one whit, or one wit, 
behind any of its predecessors. In some respects it is better, that 
is, to the taste and fancy of Yours Truly, who owns to a weakness 
for what are known as Comic Trick scenes. Can there be too 
many plums in a plum-pudding? No! That^ there are as good 
plums out of a plum-pudding as there are in it, is a certainty, or 
what would become oi^ our hopes of another Merry Christmas and 
another Merry Pantomime ? I like to see mysterious, bodiless hands 
crossing the stage and beckoning the entire Yokes family to follow 
them to the Enchanted Cat’s Castle. These, though evidently quite 
new hands, are in excellent working order, and have a wonderful 
Gnmm-goblinesque elfeot. 

The Yokes’s will never want helping hands as long as they are 
able to appear before an appreciative public. Then that scene 
where Frederick Yokes enoottnters the 'nolence of the storin, and 
has his clothes blown off his back, finally protecting himself and 
sisters from the inclemency of the weather by getting, all of them, 
under an umbrella, and dancing like mad, of course to keep them- 
selvt's warm. Depend npon it, this is what they do in private life. 
It must bo* I can sec them, in my mind’s eye— Horatio— coming 


down Bond Street on a wet and windy day ; Miss Yictoria, Miss 
Jessie, and Master Frederick, their heads put together under a 
model Sangsxer’s paraplnie, and only the Ladies’ skirts and boots 
and the Gentleman’s legs visible, as people make way for the 
talented trio from the Oxford Street end to Piccadilly. 

There is no dancer, no pantomimist, so terribly earnest as Master 
Frederick Yokes. Everything is a puzzle to him in a pantomime. 
He is always encountering everything for the first time, and being 
equally bothered by it. He is astonished at seeing his own leg go 
over his sister’s head* He is more than astonished, for an expression 
of intense regret deepens the habitual pensiveness of his countenance, 
suggesting to the spectator the idea, that nothing in life causes him 
so much real annoyance, as the utterly thoughtless recklessness of 
his own legs. He would disown his own legs if he could. He would 
apologise for their extraordinary conduct, were there time to pause 
in the tune. And yet the Ladies, his sisters, “ over whose heads,” 
as Novelists used to say, Fred yokes’s legs have passed, do not 
seem to mind it. Mind it I they jig away and smile, and appear 
quite unconscious^ of the cause of their unhappy brother’s almost 
overpowering anxiety. 

Mias Rosina having retired from the very active service of the 
winter Drury Lane campaign, her place is taken by Mrs. Fred 
Yokes (nee Moore— way, more now, as she is Mrs. F. Y.) who, in 
her turn, dances away hand in hand with her husband, who regards 
her from time to time with almost tearful eyes and suppressed emo- 
tion, as thpugh inquiring whether she might possibly be angry with 
his way of going on and going off, whether she has observed a leg 
whisking above her in the air, and if so, whether she will believe 
him when he assures her, on his honour, that it is one of those cir- 
cumstances over which he, alas, has no control. Yet, ** my legs are 
my fortune, Sir,” he said— to Mr. F. B. Chattebton, speaking for 
himself and'talented associates. 

The La OAai<e-rton Blanche-dx^ Pantomime is highly to be 
commended this year, AmewBmg it must be from its subject j and 
the Cats’ Cookery Scene, where aH the felines run after a mouse, is 
most Amousing, There is a first-rate Cat, who executes marvellous 






somersaults : lie must Tie a pupil of Mr. Eawdoit Voices. G-ymnastic 
capers that are cut in the winter ought not to he called summer- 
saults. Oh, Sir ! where do had punsters go to ? To Pwndemonium, 
of course. Oh ! But I will turn the subject over in somebody 
else^s mind, my own being at present fully occupied. 

Master Fued Vokes’s business with the invisible Ra-Wdoit must 
be closely watched by the intelligent spectator. It is immense. 
Master Rawdoe' represents an invisible Goblin, but not an intan- 
gible one ; so that, though he cannot be seen, he is a material ob- 
struction. Master Feedebioe, not seeing him, runs against him : 
he can’t imagine what it is stops the way : there is an invisible 
obstacle, as stubborn and as surprising in effect as would be an 
invisible brick wall. Master Rawdok enjoys the jest as only a 
ffoblin could. It is such unaccountable perversities as these that 
deepen the gloom on Master Feedebick’s face, and cause him to 
shake his head slowly, as he murmurs to his sister, “ There is more 
in heaven and earth, Yiotoeia, than is dreamt of in your philo* 
fiophy I ” 

Hamlet ! "Why doesn’t he play Hamlet f A Ballet-Pantomime 
Hamhtf as serious as the play itself, from a Frederick Yokes point 
of view. Let Rawdow Yokes he the Ghost, Let Yictoeia he 
Ophelia, Miss Covenbt, who is almost one of the family, should he 
the ftueen-Mother. And i£ there are not materials there for a Yokes 
spidalitiy I have mistaken my company. Master Feedbeigk Yokes, 
in Hamlet's suit of sables, with that pained expression on his pale, 
wan countenance, would he the Prince of Denmark down to the 
ground. What a dance he would have with Ophelia! What 
scenes with Rawdon Yokes as the Ghost! How he would 
“ follow ” as the Ghost “ leads on.” 

But to ‘return to the Pantomime, which those who have seen it 
once will he delighted to do. Me. Bevebey’s Lake of Water-Lilies 
is as beautiful a scene as even he has ever painted. The tableaux 
formed by the characters in the jfirst Scene, representing Mr. Fmibc’s 
“ Coming of Age in the Olden (Ah ! there ’ll be another 

sort of coming of Age when the Olden Time arrives ! — hut that ’s not 
yeO— was admirably managed. 

^ So thank you very much, Messrs. Blakchaed, BbveeIiT, and all 


concerned in the production of .the Drury Lane Annual under the 
management of Mr. F. B. Chatxeetok, who ought to have danced 
in his own “F. B. C.” ballet. Perhaps the Lord Chamberlain 
wouldn’t let him ; or perhaps he does dance, all by himself, out of 
sight; at the wings, while the “ F. B. C.” is going on in front. 

It IS impossible to be everywhere at once. And, therefore, I must 
leave the Covent Garden Pantomime, the Aq,uarinm, and the Gaiety 
afternoon Pantomime of Valentine and Orson for next week. 

Mr. J. L. Toole’s Trying a Magistrate at the Globe is a solo per- 
formance which keeps the audience in a roar. Miss Lottie Yeitn 
and Miss Rachel Sanoeb at the Strand play a sort of burlesque 
Robertsonian Love-scene in The Red Hover cbarmingljr. Ratkerland 
is to come ont at the ftueen’s. Fatherland is a translation of Fatrie^ 
but it sounds German. 

M. Saelotj’s Dora will be produced at the Prince of Wales’s in 
J anuary, but let us hope that the time is not far distant when we 
shall have as many original English plays as there are now transla- 
tions and adaptations. The various causes of the present trans- 
lationary and adaptationary state of the stage in England, are best 
known to those who are, literally, behind the scenes. 

With the Compliments of the Season, I beg to assure you of my 
most distinguished consideration, and sign myself 

YotTR Repeesentative. 


DOCTOR DTJCTOR. 

“ And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death,^* 

Thbowh what odd holes truth may leak out sometimes ! Here 
is a copy— rsrJaftm et literatim — of a Certificate given, the other 
day, to a Registrar of Deaths by the Secretary of a Foresters’ Court 
in Bedfordshire: — 

"December 1877. 

Dear Sir; 

I " This his to certify that I am of opinion that Johk M — • died in 
I accordance with Doctor’s instructions.” 
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Out-and-Out Gentleman’s Gentleman 
(An), 222 

Palace of Art (Tho), 9 
Papal Benediction (A). 263 
Pans during the Elections, 185 
Paris at this Moment, 177 
Parliamentary Notices, 6 
Parnell’s Cross-References, 41 
Parochial Plum-pudding, 269 
Parturiunt Montes, 297 
Past and Present, 107 
Patriots and Patriots, 240 
Pat’s Appeal, 180 
Pattern tor Parliament, 60 
Peers and Privileges, 6i 
Permissive Car to (Tho), 209 
Petting Extraordinary, 2 3 
Phrases for the Philosophic, 117 
Picking and Stealing? 209 
Pickings from Papers, 195 
I Pilgrimages for the People, 100 
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‘‘Place Aux Dames ! ” 167 
Plan for “Art Progress” (The), 36 
Planting th.e Hngbenden Tree, 290 
PLints and Insects, 203 
Played Out, 198 
Playful Populace (A), 167 
“Please to Eemember the Ninth of No* 
Tember,” 206 

Pleasures of the Chaoe (The), 189 
Plimsoll on Poisons, 229 
Poet on Legal Procedure (A), 181 
Police and Potatoes, 78 
Politics and Pantomimes, 225 
PoDgo, 58 
Pongo-isms, 61, 84: 

Pongo*s Post-Mortem, 262 
Poor Humanity, 2S 
Poor Old England, 269 
Priest-Penitent in Absolution, 17 
Proclamation (A), 294 
Promise for Italy (A), 138 
Protection v. Eestoration, 97 
Protestant Degradation in Ireland, 288 
Protest from a Pill-Box (A), 157 
P’s and Q's, 254 
Pulpit and the Stage (The), 169 
Punch’s New Year’s Crackers, 802 
Punch’s Revised. Proverbs, 148 
Punch to Dr. Darwin, 241 
Punch to his Prince, 209 
Punch under Ban, 227 
Question of Circumstances (A), 228 
Question of Colour (A), 184 
Questions for Travellers, S3, 60, 306, &c. 
RiOE to the Slow (The), 137 
Railway Talk, 186 
Real Chariot of Victory (The), 252 
Really New Christmas Number (A), 280 
Reasons for Going to Brighton, 196 
Reasons for the Early Meeting of Parlia- 
ment, 803 

Rejections on the Gorilla, 41 
Regenerate Russia, SOO 
Regulations for Wimbledon. 1877. 1 
Remarkable Piece of News (A), 299 
Remonstrance from Romsey, 267 
Retrospective Regrets, 14 
Revived Title (A), 36 

Eight Man in a Hard Place (The), 237 I 

Bight Man in the Right Place, 41 

Ritualism and Rectitude, 246 

Ritualistic Motto, 82 

Ritualists and Relics, 189 

Robins in the Wrong Place, 806 

Roundabout Paper (a), 277 

Rule of tbe (Political) Road (The), 232 

Rum Pellowa at Romsey, i49 

Russian Atrocities, 35 

Saoeudotalists and Seceders, 122 

Salve of Conscience (The), 30 

Satirical Dog (The)! 228 

Satirical 'Suggestion, 47 

Saving the Empire, 291 

Sasdng and Doing, 277 

' Scare m Guildhall (A), 240 
Scbool Board and Sunday Closing, S6 
Sciolist’s Triumph (The), 169 
Scotch Possil (A), 276 
Seaside Views, 113 
Seasonable Advertisements, 65 
Seasonable Christmas Gifts, 287 
Seasonable Polk-Lore, 292 
Seasonable Statistics, 36 
Sense of Services (A), 179 
Service Rewarded, 189 
Shakspearian Emmanations, 171 
Shakspearian Studies, 184 
Shocking Experience in the Life of a 
Good Girl (A), 185 
Short, Sharp, and Decisive, 77 

* ‘ Sights for Sair E’en,” 216 
Signs of an Early Winter, 205 
Silence and Time, 215 
Sinews of War Wanted, 47 

'Site for Cleopatra’s Needle (7%e), 205 
Sites for Cleopatra’s Needle, 366 
Sky-Blue ; or. Death in tbe Dairy, 29 
Slight Mistake (A), 34 ^ 

“Smith’s Bequest,” 276 
Solomon att Fault for Once, 59 
Some Recompense for a Wrong, 265 
Something like a Bargain, 229, 287 
So much Better in France, 179 
Song of Shindy (The), 14 
“ Sors Horatiana,” 61 ■ 

Spelling-Book for Scotland, 18? 

Sphinx’s Soliloquy (Th^, 80 
Sport for Two, 61 
Sprig of Shillelagh (The), 210 
Stage in- JSxceMa (The), 213 
Sta^^andjSufferera, 246 

* ‘ State of Public Feeling " (Tke). 303 

Statistics and SvdU, 182 " ^ 

Strikers and Maulers, 195 
Suburbau Grammar, 57 
Supplying a Void, 210 
Sweepings of the Session, 81 
Sweet September, 180 
Symphony in Blue (A), 182 


Talk of Titles (A), 192 

Tea and Coffee Pothouses, 106 

Teapot and Tiara, 264 

Telephones of Berlin (The), 244 

Temple Bar, 257 

That Blessed Beetle ! 6 

That Lass ’oTowery ’s, 178, 190, 214, &c. 

Thersites at a Tomb. 125 

Three Illustrations of a Theory, 263 

Tightening the Grip, 246 

Tinkle in Time (A), 237 « 

Toby to Punch, 237 

Tomnoddies* Treasures, 113 

Topical Drama (Tbe), 131 

To Puuch, 85 

Tortured Ghosts, 22 

To the World at Large, 262 

Touching Up the Lake District, 197 

Tourist Interrogated (The), 172 

Tourist’s Barometer (The), 182 

Treacle and Beer, 189 

Trial by Juiy ; or, How it ’s Done, 193 

Troublesome Pen (A), 270 

Truth in a Holy Well, 96 

“ Tug of War ” (The), 268 

Uncommon Coward (An), 66 

Un-English? 42 

Unexpected Pleasure (An), 275 

Unpleasant Chapter in Autobiography 


(An], 119 

Useful Information, 219 
Utopia-On-Sea, 132 
Vacation Speeches, 251 
Vegetable Gonddences, 245 
Very Indirect Damages, 144 
Very Particular Mamma (A), 196 
Victor Hugo Junior, 204 
Voice from the Antipodes (A), 260 
Vulgarian Atroeities, 119 
Wail for the Whale (A), 167 
Waiting Confirmation, 178 
Wanted, a Magnanimous Millionnaire, 156 
Warning to the Public, 109 
War's Irony, 219 
“ Water is Best,” 6 
Well out of it, 265 
Whalley’s Wish, 6 

What He has laid Himself and Others 
open to, 298 
What is a Cantrip? 61 
What it may come to, 118 
What ’s in the Name ? 262 
What will they do with it? 154 
“ When shall we three meet again ? ” 252 
“When the Oat’s away,” 73 
“ Where Is the Philistine ? " 185 
Whore Not to Go — and Why, 24 
Where shall we go to ? 52 
“ Who is She ?” 222 
Why Cleopatra’s Needle ? 217 
William the Woodman, 71 
Wills’s New History, 192 
Witnesses and Victims, 206 
Wolves in Sheep’s Clothing, 165 
Wonders, indeed, 81 
Wonders of the World Abroad, 166 
Word for Westmonaateriensis (A), 183 


Wrong without Remedy, 239 
Tarn or a Fact (A)? 117 
“Year One ” (The), 84 
Young and Old, 149 ' 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

At the Cattle Show, 271 
Bepjamin Bombastes, 43 
“Broken Link ” (The), 115 
Bull’s Eye on Bobby, 79 
Decided Preference (A), 187 
“Disputed Empire ! ” 91 
False Alarm (A), 19 
Gathering of the Eagles (The), 2S?, 283 
Glorious Harvest (A), 67 
Hard Lines ! ” 31 
Honesty the Best Polic(e)y, 236 
Mistress and Man, 223 
“More Police ! ” 175 
Our Famine in India, 127 
Our New “ First Lord ” at Sea, 163 
“ Out of the Mud I ” 2‘i5 
“ Pax Vobiscum I ” 307 
Pigheaded Obstruction, 7 
Sparing the Rod, 66 
St. Partridge’s and St. Stephen’s, 300 
Stuck in the Mud, 199 
Tightening the Grip, 247 
“ Tug of War” (The), 269 
Two Manifestoes, 151 , 

“What does he Mean? ” 139 
“With his Sprig of Shillelagh,” 211 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Alice and Auntie’s Spectacles, 3 
Baiometer wants Oiling (The), 22 
Bathing with One’s Family, 102 
Big Dog at a French Ousfcom-houso, 03 
Bismarck and the Geneva Convention, 110 
Blowing up for Battle, 280 
Bridal Couple in the Bois do Boulogne, 143 
Bricish Lion in a “ Pickelhaubo,” 170 
Brown and Co. on tho French Coast, 38 
Brown’s Excursion Spoilt, 141 
'Bus-Driver's Irony (A), 205 
By the Dead Whale’s Tank, 276 
Carrymg a Lady’s Skirt, *263 
Character in Nose or Chin, 251 
Ohinamaniacs and a Sbvres Vase. 102 
Ohinamaniac’s Latest Purch.W3e<A), 270 
Chipped on tho Hind or Front Kuooa? 260 
Cleopatra’s Needle, 159 
Cleopatra’s Needlewoman, 194 
Coachman and tho Rain-Gauge (Tlie), 149 
Coat without Sleeves for Hot Weather, li! 
Collerlarda Beetle at the Mutton (Tho), 00 
Colorado Beetle Costume, 134 
Darwin’s Organ Theory Illustrated. 275 
Dashing Colonel and Studious Sub, 94 
Dentist’s False Teeth (A), 201 
Dialogue in a Smoking Carriage, 265 
Dutch Dolly Vardon (A), 181 
Dyspeptic Husband quoting Shaksnoaro 
(A), 36 

Bating tbe County Franchise Frog, 298 
Edinburgh Man and a Tourist (An), 213 
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Effect of Sea- Air on Brown, 207 
Farmer and Mr. Macbeth’s Picture, 10 
Fashionablo Lady’s Waist (A), 30 
Female Costume a la Cabman, 309 
French and English Mammas, 114 
French Butcher-Boy Studying Politic 
168 

French Five-in-Hand (A), 168 
French Housemaid (A), 121 
Frenchman and English Mastiff, 126 
Frenchman’s Idea of a “Moet” (A), 30» 
“ Froggy would a- Wooing go 1 ” 98 
Giving an Elephant a Currant, 86 

. Gossip learned from Post-Cards, 6 
“ Heads i ” to a O-vbby’s Shilling, 89 
“ Hens’ Egg.s, and no other,” 2i5 
Herr Pumiiormckel in Tears, 54 
Hideous Atrocity Seen by McFussy, 95 
Highland Driver and Tourist, 64 
Hoggo from the “ Pigstyo” (A), 246 
Housemaid and tho Bullfinch (Tho), 181 
House with no Drams (A), 180 
How they saw a PTno Art Exhibition, 7i 
How to Address a Gendarme, HO 
Hunting Curate and Village Doctor, 286 
Hunting in Ram in Sutlollc, 310 
Instruction in Bad Language, 301 
Irish Horse-Dealer’s Retort (An), 207 
Irish Porter licking Luggage Labels, 17 
.Tamos and his Henpecked Master, 2(i3 
Jenkins on tho Force of “Intellect,” 274 
Knickerbockers — a now Profession, CO 
Lady and Cook at a French Market, 138 
Ltdy’s Fuldlti Costume (A), 146 
L'lpland at the Aiiuariuin, 237 
Lodger's Bonnot (A), 287 
Loose Girths, 183 

Luncheon — wrong time to see PJeturoa, 7( 
Luncheon with Difforeat Sisters, t»3 

I Maid and tho Btokeu China, 2U0 
Making a Gap, 255 

I Man wiio puts down Li(iiior (A), 130 
Mason “ Stnking” (A), 206 
Matorfamilias on Married L idles D mcing, 

Mid-Channol Omivorsatimi, 174 
Military Mnss Mutton, 277 
Miss Stodge in tho Ladios’ Room, 238 
Mock-Modust Tall Mail f A), 47 
MoBHot) m his Bathing Ct»stumo, 90 
Mr, Gladstone as Hanilot, 164 
Mr. Gladstono in Ireland, 1H2 
Mr. Mcrrythougdit and tho Churchyatd, 
147 

Mrs. MoDougal eating Whisky, 191 
Mr, Smith m ids Kvlt, 243 
Nigger Minstrel and “ LKird ” Brown, 27 
Norf >lk Lad opoimig tho G.ito, 34 
Old Qontlouian ami Kusth* ;3cho<*I-i<nJ, 
318 

Ordering TTorso -Shoos, 289 
I »ur Family Choir at PmdJoo, Fti) 

“ Peacock-Blue ” in Fr. nch, 155 
PhoasautH which Know tins KfCju « , 195 
“ I’ig that pays the ft.ut” (Thu), 2t,» 
riant bolonging to the (/orjitjratnui, 171 
Potman and Tr.ivoliur, 73 
Preparing for next Year’s Trip, 198 
Prcflbytcnan Minister and Fishing Lad, 46 
Prisoner fed with Fixed Bayonets, 227 
Pumping on Folkesfeono Cads, 122 
Pupil with a jolly gofsl Teacher (A), 71 
Reason for didng Nothing (A), 228 
JEtencontro at Azuoricau Meat Btoro, 16 
Round a Nilval Wmoklng Tub, 123 
Rubbing a Kiss in, 78 
Russian Atrocities and Old Clothes, 37 
Saddle-Pattern Bonnot (A), 284 
Sailor and the Reptiles in Spirits, 317 
Scots Criticising tho Minister, 331 
Seal-Skia Bathing Dresscfi, 82 
Servant’s Answer to Family Qrcmr, 26 
Shortsighted Captain's Manmuvre, RMS' 
Sleeve of tho Period (The), 61 
Soldier’s Christmjis-Box (A), 291 
“Soldiers not to Carry Bundles,” HI 
SjMilling. Words as Pronounced, 59 
SUile Egg (A), 153 

Stout Gentleman and Fragile Bridge, 14*2 
Sweep’s Luggage (A), 135 
Tempting Invitation to Dinner (4), 23S 
Thistle and Shamrock Dance, Si8 
Thompson McoTiug a Cow, 258 
Thtoe-Ieggod Trestle (ak 362 
Tipsy Chairman of Quarter Seasions, 157 
Tommy and tho Whip, 179 
Tommy’s Cough and Mamma’s Nap- Sfi® 
Tommy’s Hint to the Major, 186 
Tommy's Thrcejiemiy-pieoe, 42 
Trying-on Vestments, 294 
Turnmg Hound and Htaring, 166 
Two “Louvres” (The), 210 
Undertaker’s BUI (An), 253 
Unimportant Star-Shower (An), 879 
Wagging Chitnboraso’a Tall, 284 i 

Wanting his Leeches ** BUed,” 5 
Wet and Hvy Angler (A), 166 
What “ Embrasomont” moans, 107 
Will tho Saeep wash his ll:m<ls? 83 
Wimbledon and Bulgaria, yS 
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